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Dramatis Perfone. 
Ing John. 


Prince Henry, Sen tothe King. 
Arthur, ‘Duke of Bretaign, and Nephew to the 


King. 
Pembroke, } 
Effex, 
Salisbury, > Englith Lords. 
Hubert, 


Bigots j ; 

Faulconbridge, Baftard-Son to Richard the Pirft. 

Robert Faulconbridge, /uppos’d Brother to the Ba- 
ftard. 

James Gurney; ‘Servant to the Lady Faulconbridge. 

Peter of Pomfret, 2 Prophet. 


Philip, King of France. 

Lewis, t#e Dauphin. 

Arch-Duke of Auftria. 

Pandulpho, the Pope's Legate. 

Melun, a French Lord. 

Chattilion, Ambaffador from France to King John. 


Elinor, Queen-Mother of Yngland. 

Conftance, Mother to Arthur. 7 

Blanch, Daughter to Alphonfo King of Caftile, 
and Neice to King John. 

Lady Faulconbridge, Mother to the Baflard and 
Robert Faulconbridge. 


Citizens of Angiers, Heralds, Executioners, Mef- 
fengers, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 
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LIFE ad DEATH 
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Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Effex, 
and Salisbury, «th Chattilion. 


King JOHN. 
O W fay, Chattilion, what would France with 
ay sous? 
ip] Char. Thus, after greeting, {peaks the King 
sr of France 
#1 In my Behaviour to the Majefty, 
The berrow’d Majelty of Exgland here. 
Eli, A f{trange Beginning; borrow’d Majefty ! 
K. Fohn. Silence, good Mother, hear the Embaffie. 
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceafed Brother Geffrey’s Son, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays moft lawful Claim 
To this fair Ifland, and the Territories: 
To Jreland, Poyttiers, Anjou, Touaine, Laine, 
Vox. Ill, B 2 Defiring 
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980 The Life and Death 


Defiring thee to lay afide the Sword 
Which fways ufurpingly thefe feveral Titles, 
And put the fame into young Arthur's Hand, 
Thy Nephew, and right Royal Soveraign. 
K. Fobn. What follows, if we difallow of this¢ 
Chat. The proud Control of fierce and bloody War, 
To inforce thefe Rights fo forcibly with-held. 
K. Fohu. Here have we War for War, and Blood for Blood, 
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The fartheft limit of im} Embaflie. 
K. Fobn. Bear mine to him, and fo depart in Peace. 
Be thou as Lightning in the Eyes of France ; 
For e’er thou canft report, 1 will be there, 
The Thunder of my Cannon fhall be heard. 
So hence; be thou the Trumpet of our Wrath, 
And fullen Prefage of your own decay : 
An hoaotirable Conduct let. him have, 
Pembreo ke look to’t; farewel Chattilion. Exit Chat. aad Pem. 
Eli, What now, my Son, have I not ever faid 
flow that ambitious Conftance would not ceafe 
‘Till fhe had kindled .£rance.and-all the World, 
Upon the Right.and, Parry of her Son? 
This might have been prevented, aud made whole 
With very ealie Arguments of Love, 
Which now the Manage of two Kingdoms muft 


j > 
: 


With fearful bloody Iflue arbitrate. 
K. Fobn. Our ftrong Poffeflion and our Right for us. 
Eli. Yout {trong Poffeffion much more than your Right, - 
Or elfe it muft go* wrong with you and me, 
So much my Confcience whifpers in your Ear, 
Which none but Heav’s, and you and I fhall hear. 
Effex. My Liege, ‘here is the ftrangeft Controverfie 
Come from’the Country to be judg’d by you 
That e’er I heard, fhall I produce the Mené 
K. Fobx. Let them approach: 
Our Abbies and our Priories fhall pay 
This Expedition’s Charge. What Men are you? 
Enter Robert Faulconbridge azd the Bajtard. 
Baft. Your faithful Subje&, I, a Gentleman, 
Born in Northampton fhire, and eldeft Son, 





AS 


of Ring John. 


AsI fuppofe, to Faulcoubridge, 
A Soldier, by the Honour-giving-hand 
we Cordelion, Knighted in the Field. 
K. Fohn. What art thou? 
ibe: The Son and Heir to that fame Faulconbridge. 
K, Fobn. Is that the Elder, and art thau the Heir 2 
You came not of one Mother then it feems ? 
’ Baft. Moft certain of one Mother, mighty King, 
That is well known, and, as I think, one Father: 
But for the certain, Knowledge of that Truth, 
I put you o'er to Heav’n, and to my Mother; 
Of that I doubt, as all Mens Children may. 
Eli, Qut on thee, He Man, thou doft fhame thy Mothers 
And wound*‘her Honour withthis diffidence, 
Baft. 1, Madam? No: I have no Reafon for it 3 
That is my Brother’s Plea, and none of mine, 
The which if he can prove, a pops me out 
Ar leaft from fair five hundred poun ida Year: 
Heav'n guard my Mother’s. Honour, and my Land. 
K. Fohn. A goodblunt Fellow; why being younger Borns 
Doth he lay claim to thine Inheritance? 
Baft. 1 know not why, except.to get the Land; 
But once he f{lander’d me with Baltardy: 
But whether I be as true begot or no, 
That {till I lay upon my Mother S Eee 
But that I am as well begot, my Lieg 
Fair fall the Bones that took the pins fe me, 
Compare our Faces, and be judge your felf. 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 
And were our Father, and this Son like him: 
O old Sir Robert Father, on my Knee 
I give Heav’n thanks I was not like to thee. 
x. , Sole Why what a mad-cap hath Heav’n lent us here? 
He hath a trick of Cordelion’s Face, 
ne accent of his Tongue affecteth him: 
Do you not read fome Tokens of my Son 
In the large Compofition of this Man? 
K. Fobn. Mine Eye hath well examined his Parts, 
And finds them perfe@ Richard: Sirrah, {peak, 
What doth move you to claim your Brother’s Land? 
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982 The Life and Death 


Baft. Becaufe he hath a half-face, like my Father, 
With half that Face would he have all my Land, 

A half-facd Groat, five hundred Pound a Year¢ _ 

Rob. My gracious Liege, when that my Father liv’d, 
Your Brother did imploy my Father much 

Baft. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my Land; 
Your Tale muft be how he imploy’d my Mother. 
Rob. And once difpatch’d him in an Embaflie 
To Germany, there with the Emperor 
To treat of high Affairs touching that time: 

Th’ Advantage of his Abfence took the King, 
And in the mean time fojourn’d at my Father’s; 
Where, how he did prevail, I fhame to fpeak: _ 
But truth is truth, large Jengths of Seas and Shores 
Between my Father and my Mother lay, 

As I have heard my Father fpeak himfelf, 

When this fame lufty Gentleman was got. 

Upon his Death-bed he by Will bequeath’d 

His Lands to me, and took it on his Death 

That this my Mother’s Son was none of his; 

And if he were, he came into the World 

Full fourteen Weeks before the Courfe of time: 
Then good my Liege, let me have what is mine, 
My Father’s Land, as was my Father’s Will. 

K. Fohn,. Sirrah, your Brother is Legitimate, 
Your Father’s Wife did after Wedlock bear him: 
And if the did play falfe, the Fault was hers, 
Which Fault lyes on the hazards of all Husbands 
That marry Wives. Tell me, how if my Brother, 
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this Son, 

Had of your Father claim’d this Son for his, 

In {6oth, good Friend, your Father might have kept 
This Calf, bred from his Cow, from all the World: 
In footh he might; then if he were my Brother’s, 
My Brother might not claim him; nor your Father, 
Being none of his, refufe him; this concludes, 

My Mother’s Son did get your Father's Heir, 

Your Father’s Heir muft have your Father’s Land. 

Rob. Shall then my Father’s Will be of no force 
To difpoffefs that Child which is not his? z 
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of King John. 933 
Baft, Of no more force to difpoffefs me, Sir, 
Than was his Will to get me, as I think. 
Eli, Whether hadft thou rather be a Faslconbridge, 
And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Land: 
Or the reputed Son of Cordelion, 
Lord of thy Prefence, and no Land befide? 
Baft. Madam, and if my Brother had my Shape, 
And I had his, Sir Rodert’s his, like him, 
And if my Legs were two fiuch riding Rods, 
My Arms fuch Eel-skins ftuft, my Face fo thin, 
That in mine Ear I durft not ftick a Rofe, 
Left Men fhould fay, look where three Farthings goes, 
And to his Shape were Heir to all this Land, 
Would I might never ftir from off this Place, 
{ would give it every Foot to have this Face: 
I would not be Sir Nobbe in any cafe. 
Eli. I like thee well; wilt thou forfake thy Fortune, 
Bequeath thy Land to him, and follow me? 
I am a Soldier, and now bound to France. 
Baft. Brother, take you my Land, Ill take my Chance; 
Your Face hath got five hundred Pownd a Year, 
Yet fell your Face for five Pence, and *tis dear. 
Madam, I'll follow you unto the Death. 
Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 
Baff. Qur Country manners give our Betters way. 
K. ‘Fohu. What is thy Name? 
Bafit. Philip, my Liege, fo is my Name begun, 
Philip, good old Sir Robert’s Wife’s eldeft Son. 
K. Fohn. From henceforth bear his Name 
Whole Form thou beareift: 
Kneel thou down Philip, but rife more great, 
Arife Sir Richard and Plantagenet. 
Baft. Brother by th’ Mother’s fide, give me your Hand, 
My Father gave me Honour, yours gave Land. 
Now bleffed be the Hour, by Night or Day, 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 
Eli, ‘The very Spirit of Plantagenet : 
Iam thy Grandam, Richard, call me fo. 
Baft. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what tho’; 
Something about, a little from the right, 
In at the Window, or elfe o’er the Hatch: 
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Who dares not ftir by Day, muft walk by Night, 
And have is have, however Men do catch: 
Near or far off, well won is ftill well thot, 
And Iam I, howe’er I was begot. ‘ 

K. Fobx. Go, Faulconbridge, now haft thou thy defire, 
A Landlefs Knighr, makes thee a Landed Squire: 
Come Midam, and come Richard, we muft speed 
For France, for France, for it is more than need. 

Baft. Brother, adieu, good Fortune come to thee, 
For thou watt got 1th” way of honefty. | £x.all but Baftard. 
A Foot of Honour better than I was, 
But many a many Foot of Land the worfe, 
Well, now can I make any ‘Joan a Lady; 
Good-denn, Sir Richard, Godamercy Fellow, 
And if his Name be George, Ill call him Peter ; 
For new made Honour doth forget Mens Names: 
Tis too ref{pe€tive, and too fociable 
For your Converfion, now your Traveller, 
He and his Tooth-pick, at my Worfhip’s Mefs, 
And when my. Knightly Stomach is futic’?, 
Why then I fuck my Teeth, and Catechife 
My picked Man of Countrys:, My Dear Sir, 
Thus leaning on mine Elbow I begin, 
I fhall befeech you; that is Queftion now, 
And then comes Anfwer like an Abfey-Book : 
O Sir, fays Anfwer, at your beft Command, 
At your Employment, at your Service, Sir: 
No, Sir, fays Queftion, I fweet, Sir, at yours, 
And fo e’ér Anfwer knows what Queiftion would, 
Saving in Dialogue of Compliment, 
And talking of the -4/pes and Appenines, 
The Pyrennean and the River Po, 
It draws towards Supper in conclufion fo. 
But this is worfhipful Society, 
And fits the mounting Spirit like my felf; 
For he is but a Baftard to the time 
That doth not fmoak of Obfervation, 
And fo am I whether I fmack or no; 
And not alone in Habit and Device, 
Exterior Form, outward Accoutrement; 
But from the inward Motion to deliver 
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of King John. 98% 


Sweet, fweet, {weet Poifon for the Ages Tooth, 
Which though I wil not pradctife to deceive, 
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; 
For it fhall itrew the Footfteps of my Rifing : 
But who comes in fuch hafte in riding Robes? 
What Woman-poft is this? Hath fhe no Husband 
That will take Pains to blow a Horn before her, 
O me, *tis my Mother; how now, good Lady? 
What brings you here to Court fo haftily? 

Enter Lady Faulconbridge aud James Gurney, 

Lady. Where is that Slave, thy Brother? Where is he 2 
That ‘holds in chafe mine Honour up and down. 

Baft. My Brother Rebert, old Sir Robert's Son, 
Colbrand the Giant, that fame mighty Man, 

Is it Sir Robert's Son that you feck fo? 

Ladys Sir Robert’s Son! ay, thou unreverend Boy, 
Sir Robert’ : Son; why fc -orneft thou at Sir Robert ? 
He 1s Sir Rodert’s Son, and fo art thov, 

Baft. james Gurney, wilt thou give us‘Icave a while? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip, 

Baft. Philip, Sparrow, Famess 
There’s Toysabroad, anon I’jl tell thee more. | Exit fames. 
Madam, I was not old Sir Robert's Son, 

Sir Robert might have eat his Part in me 

Upon Good-Friday, and ne’er broke his Faft: 

Sir Robert could do well, marry, to confefs! 
Could get me! Sir Robert could not do it; 

We know his Handy-work, therefore gocd Mother 
To whom am I beholding for thefe Limbs? 

Sir Robert never holp to make this Leg. 

Lady. Haft thou confpir d withthy Brother too, 
That for thine own gain fhould’{t defend mine Honour? 
What means this Scorn, thou moft untowaid Knave? 

Bat, Knight, Knight, good Mother, Bafilifco-like. 
What, Iam dub’d, I have it on my Shoulder : 

But Mother. I am not Sir Robert’s Son, 
I have difclaim’d Sir Robert and my Land, 
Legitimation, Name, and all is gone; 
Then, good my Mother, let me “know my Father, 
Some proper Mar, I hope; who was it, Mother? 
Lady. 
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986 The Life and Death 


Lady. Haft thou deny'd thy felf a Faulconbridge? 
Baft. As faithfully as I deny the Devil. 
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father; 
By long and vehement Suit I was feduc’d 
To make room for him in my Husband’s Bed. 
Heav’n lay not my Tranfgreffion to my charge; 
Thou art the Iffue of my dear Offence, 
Which was fo ftrongly urg’d paft my Defence. 
Baft. Now; by this Light, were I to get agai, 
Madam, I would not wifh a better Father. 
Some Sins do bear their Privilege on Earth, 
And fo doth yours; your Fault was not your Folly; 
Needs muft you lay your Heart at his Difpofe, 
SubjeGted Tribute to commanding Love, 
Againft whofe Fury and unmatched Force, 
The awlefs Lyon could not wage the Fight, 
Nor keep his princely Heart from Richard's Hands, 
He that per Force robs Lyons of their Hearts, 
May eafily win'a Woman's; ay, my Mother, 
With all my Heart I thank thee for my Father. 
Who lives and dares but fay, thou didft not well 
When I was got; I'll fend his Soul to Hell. 
Come, Lady, I will thew thee to my Kin, 
And they thall fay, when Richard me begot, 
If thou hadft faid him nay, it had been Sin; 
AW ho fays it was, he lyess I fay ‘twas not. [ Exeunt. 


S.C E Bee: 36 
SCENE, before the Walls of Angiers. 


Enter Philip King of France, Lewis the Dauphin, Au- 
ftria, Conftance, azd Arthur. : 


Lewis. Before Augiers, well met brave Auftria, 
Arthur, that great Fore-runner of thy Blood, 
Richard that robb’d the Lion of his Heart, 

And fought the holy Wars in Pale/tine, 

By this brave Duke came early to his Grave; 
And for amends to his Pofterity, 

At our Importance hither is he come, 

To fpread his Colours, Boy, in thy behalf; 
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of King John. 987 

‘And to rebuke the Ufurpation 

Of thy unnatural Uncle, Engli fh Fohn. 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither, 
rth. God fhall forgive you Cordelion’s Death, 

The rather that you give his Offspring Life, 

Shadowing their Right under your Wings of War; 

I give you welcome with a powerlefs Hand, 

But with a Heart full of unftained Love, 

Welcome before the Gates of Axgiers, Duke. 
Lewis. A noble Boy, who would not do thee right ? 
Anji. Upon thy Cheek lay I this zealous Kifs, 

As Seal to this Indenture of my Love; 

That to my home I will no more return, 

“Till -Angiers, and the Right thou haft in France; 

Together with that pale, that white-fac’d Shore, 

Whofe Foot fpurns back the Ocean’s roaring Tides, 

And coops from other Lands her HMlanders, 

Even ‘till that Exg/and, hedg’d in with the Main, 

That water-walled Bulwark, ftill fecure 

And confident from foreign Purpofes, 

Even ’till that outmoft Corner of the Weft 

Salute thee for her King; ’till then, fair Boy, 

Will I not think of home, but follow Arms. 

Conft. O take his Mother’s Thanks, a Widow’s Thanks, 
Till your ftrong Hand fhall help to give him Strength, 
To make a more Requital to your Love. 

Auft, The Peace of Heav’n is theirs, who lift their Swords 
In fuch a juft and charitable War. 

K. Philip. Well, then, to work, our Cannon fhallbe bent 
Againft the Brows of this refifting Town; 

Call for our chiefeft Men of Difcipline, 

To cull the Plots of beft Advantages. 

We'll lay before this Town our Royal Bones, 

Wade to the Market-Place in Frenchmens Blood, 

But we will make it fubject to this Boy. 

Conft. Stay for an Anfwer to your Embaffie, 
Left unadvis’d you ftain your Swords with Blood. 
My Lord Chatrilios may from Exgland bring 
That Right in Peace which here we urge in War, 
And then we fhall repent each Drop of Blood, 
That hot rath hafte fo indire@ly thed. 
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Enter Chattilion. 
K. Philip. A Wonder, Lady! lo! upon thy With 
Our Meflenger Chattilion, is arriv-d 3; 
What England, fays, fay briefly, gentle Lord, 
We coldly paufe for thee. Chartilion {peak. 
Chat. Then turn your Forces from this paultry Siege, 
And ftir them up againft a mightier Task. 
England, impatient of your juft Demands, 
Hath pur himfelf in Arms, the adverfe Winds, 
Whole Leifure I have ftaid, have given him time 
To land his Legions all as foon as I. 
His Marches are expedient to this Lown, 
His Forces ftrong, his Soldiers confident. 
With him along is come the Mother-Queen; 
An 4te ftirring him to Blood and Strife. 
With her her Neice, the Lady Blanch of Spain; 
With them a Baftard of the King deceas’d, 
And all th’ unfettled Humours of the Land; 
Rath, inconfiderate, fiery Volunteers, 
With Ladies Faces, and fierce Dragons Spleens, 
Have fold their Fortunes at their native Homes, 
Bearing their Birthright proudly on their Backs, 
To make a Hazard of new Fortunes here; 
In brief, a braver Choice of dauntlefs Spirits 
Than now the Exglifb Bottoms have waft o'er, 
‘Did never float upon the fwelling Tide, 
To do offence and {cathe in Chriftendom. 
The Interruption,of ther.churlifh Drums 
Cuts off more Circumltance 5. they are at Hand, 
: Peer ., | Drums bear. 
To parly. or to fight,, therefore, prepare. 
K. Philip.” How, much unlook’d for is this Expedition! 
Auf, By how much unexpected, by fo much 
We muft awake, endeavour for Defence, 
For Courage mounteth with O¢cafion: | 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar’d.... - 
Enter King of England, Baftard, Elinor, Blanch, Pembroke: 
And others. , . 
K. fobn. Peace be to'France, if France in Peace permit 
Our juft and lineal Entrance to. our own; 7 “4 
If not, bleed Frauce, and Peace afcend to Heay’n. 
3 Whilft 
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Whilft we, God’s wrathful Agent, do correct 
Their proud Contempt that beats his Peace to Heav’n. 
K. Philip. Peace’ be to England, if that War return 
From France to England, there to live in Peace. 
England we love, and for that England’s fake 
With burthen of our Armour here we {weat; 
This Toil of ours fhould be a Work of thine; 
But thou from loving Exgland art fo far, 
That thou haft under-wrought its lawful King, 
Cut off the Sequence of Pofterity, 
Out-faced Infant State,and done a Rape’ 
Upon the Maiden-Virtue of the Crown. 
Look here upon’thy Brother Geffrey s Face; 
Thefe Eyes, thefe Brows, were moulded out of his; 
This little Abftraé& doth contain that large 
Which dy’d in Geffrey; and the Hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as Jarge a Volume. 
That Gefrey was thy elder Brother born, 
And this his Son, Exgland was Geffrey’s Right, 
And this is Geffrey’s; in the Name of God, 
How comes it then that thou art call’d a King, 
When living Blood doth in thefe Temples bear, 
Which owe the Crown that thou o’er-maftereft? 
K. Fobn. From whom haft thou this great Commiffion 
To draw my Anfwer from thy Articles? 
K.Phil. From that fupernal Judge that ftirs good Thoughts 
In ahy Breaft of ftrong Authority, . 
‘ To look into the Blots and Stains of Right, 
That Judge hath made me Guardian to this Boy, 
Under whofe Warrant I impeach thy Wrong, 
And by whofe Help I mean to chattife it. 
K. Fobn. Alack, thou doft ufurp Authority. 
K. Philip. Excule it is to beat ufurping down. 
Eli. Who is it that thou doft call Ufurper, France? , 
Conf. Let me make Anfwer: Thy ufurping Son. 
Eli, Out Infolent, thy Baftard fhall be King, 
That thou may ft be a Queen, and check the World! 
Cont. My Bed was ever to thy Son as true, 
‘As thine was to thy Husband, and this Boy, 
Liker in Feature to his Father Geffrey, 
Than thou and ‘Fob, in Manners being as like 
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As Rain to Water, or Devil to his Dam. 

My Boy a Baftard! By my Soul I think 

His Father never was fo true begot; 

It cannot be, and if thou wert his Mother. 
Eli. Vhere’s agood Mother, Boy, that blots thy Father. 
Conft. There’s a good Grandam, Boy, 

That would blot thee. 

Aut. Peace, 

Baft. Hear the Crier. 

Auft, What the Devil art thou2 

Baft. One that will play the Devil, Sir, with yous 

And a may catch your Hide and you alone. 

You are the Hare, of whom the Proverb ZOES; 
Whofe Valour plucks dead Lions by the Beard, ° 
I'll fmoak your Skin-Coat, and I catch you right; 
Sirrah, look to’t, i’faith I will, ifaith, 

Blanch. O well did he become that Lion’s Robe, 
That did difrobe the Lion of that Robe. 

Baft. It lyes as fightly on the Back of him, 

As great Alcide’s Shoes upon an Afs; 
Bur, Afs, Pil take that Burthen from your Back, 
Or lay on that fhall make your Shoulders crack. 

Auft. What Cracker is this fame that deafs our Ears 
With this abundance of faperfluous Breath 2 
King Lewis, determine what we fhall do ftreight. 

Lewis, Women and Fools break off your Conference: 
King John, this is the very Sum of all; 

England, and Ireland, Angiers, Tonrain, Main, 
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee: 
Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy Arms2 

K, ‘fohn. My Life as foon. I do defie thee, 
“arthur of Britain, yield thee to my Hand, 
And out of my dear Love Vil give thee more, 
Than e’er the Coward-Hand of Fraxce can win ; 
Submit thee, Boy. 

Eli. Come to thy Grandam, Child. 

Conft. Do, Child, go to it Grandam, Child, 
Give Grandam Kingdom, and it Grandam will 
Give it a Plum, a Cherry and a Fig, 

There’s a good Grandam. 
“ri, Good my Mother, Peace, 


Francés 


--@ 2 oe: ‘ —————— — — , ss “was ee 
Sih ” pT Se ge ee ee ry ee re et SAE Sp Ns - 


of King John. 991 


¥ would that I were low laid in my Grave, 
I am not worth this Coil that’s made for me. 
Eli, His Mother fhames him fo, poor Boy he weeps, 
Conf. Now fhame upon you where fhe does er no, 
His Grandam’s Wrong, and not his Mother’s Shames, 
Draws thofe Heav’n-moving Pearls from his poor Eyes, 
Which Heav’n fhall take in nature of a Fee; 
Ay, with thefe fad Chryftal Beads Heav’n fhall be brib’d 
To do him Juftice, and Revenge on you. 
Eli. Thou monftrous Slanderer of Heav’n and Earth. 
Conft. Thou monftrous Injurer of Heav’n and Earth, 
Call me not Slanderer; thou and thine ufurp 
The Domination, Royalties and Rights 
OF this opprefled Boy; this is thy eldeft Son’s Son, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee; 
Thy Sins are vifited in this poor Child, 
The Canon of the Law is laid on him, 
Being but the fecond Generation 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving Womb. 
K, Fohn. Bedlam have done. 
Conft. I have but this to fay, 
That he is not only plagued for her Sin, 
But God hath made her Sin and her, the Plague 
On this removed Iffue, plagu’d for her, 
And with her Plague her Sin; his Injury 
Her Injury, the Beadle to her Sin, 
All punith’d in the Perfon of this Child, 
And all for her; a Plague upon her. 
Eli. Thou unadvifed Scold, I can produce 
A Will that bars the Title of thy Son. 
Conft. Ay, who doubts that? a Will; a wicked Will; 
A Woman’s Will; a canker’d Grandam’s Will. 
K. Philip. Peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate; 
It ill befeems this Prefence to cry ay me 
To thefe ill turned Repetitions, 
Some Trumpet fummon hither to the Walls 
Dhefe Men of Angiers; let us hear them fpeak, 
Whofe Title they admit, <4rthur’s or Fohn’s 
| Trumpet founds. 
Enter a Citizen upon the Walls, 


Gti, Who is it that hath warn’d us to the Walls? 
K. Philip: 
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K. Philip. "Tis France for Eng ands 
K. Fohn. England for tt felf ; 

You Men of Angiers, and my loving Subjects. 
K. Philip. You loving Men of Angiers, Arthar’s Subje&s) 

Our Trumpet ca'l’d you to this gentle Parle 
K. Fon. For our Advantages therefore hear us firft; 

Thefe Flags of France, that are advanced here 

Before the Eye and Profpe& of your Town, 

Have hither march’d to your Endamagement. 

The Cannons have their Bowels full of Wrath; 

And ready mounted are they to {pit forth 

Their Iron Indignation ’gainft your Walls: 

All Preparation for a blooay Siege, 

And mercilefs Proceeding, by thefe French, 

Confront your Cities Eyes, your winking Gates; 

And but for our Approach, thofe fleeping Stones, 

That as a Watte do girdle you about, 

By the Compulfion of their Ordinance 

By this time from their fixed Beds of Lime 

Had been difhabited, and wide Havock made 

For bloody Power to rufh upon your Peace. 

But on the Sight of us your lawful King, 

Who painfully with much expedient March, 

Have brought a counter-check before your Gates, 

To fave unfcratch’d your Cities threatned Cheeks : 

Behold the French amaz’d vouchfafe a Parle; 

And now inftead of Bullets wrap’d in Fire, 

To make a fhaking Feaver in your Walls, 

They fhoot but calm Words, folded up in Smoak, 

To make a faithlefs Error in your Ears; 

Which truft accordingly, kind Citizens, 

And let us in. Your King, whofe labour’d Spirits 

Fore-weary'd in this AGion of fwift Speed, 

Craves Harbourage within your City Walls. 
K. Philip. When I have faid, make Anfwer to us both.’ 

Loe in this right Hand, whofe Protection 

Is moft divinely vow’d upon the right 

Of him it holds, ftands young Plantagenet, 

Son to the elder Brother of this Man, 

Atid King o’er him, and all that he enjoys: 

For this down-trodden Equity, we tread — 
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In warlick March, thefe Greens beforé your Towns 
Being no further Enemy to you 
Than the conftraint of Hofpitable Zeal, ° 
In the relief of this oppreffed Child, 
Religioufly provokes, Be pleafed then 
To pay that Duty which you truly owe, 
To him that owes it, namely, this young Prince; 
And then our Arms, like to a muzzled Bear, 
Save in Afpect, hath all Offence feal’d up: 
Our Cannons Malice vainly thall be fpent 
Againft th’ invulnerable Clouds of Heav’n; 
And with a bleffed, and un-vext retire; 
With. uohack’d Swords, and Helmets all unbruis’d; 
We will bear home that lufty Blood again, 
Which here we came to fpout againft your Town, 
And leave your Children, Wives, and you in Peace, 
But if you fondly pafs our proffer’d Offer, 
"Tis not the Rounder of your old-fac’d Walls 
Can hide you from eur Meflengers of War; 
Though all thefe Exglifh, and their Difcipline, 
Were harbour’d in their rude Circumference: 
Then tell us, fhall your City call us Lord, 
In that behalf which we have clallene’d it? 
Or fhall we give the Signal to our Rage, 
And ftalk in Blood to our Poffeffion? 
_ Citi, In brief, we are the King of Exgland’s Subje&s, 
For him, and in his Right, we hold this Town. 
K. Fohn. Acknowledge then the King, and ler me in, 
Citi, That can we not ; but he that proves the King, 
To him will we prove Loyal; ’till thar time 
Have we rammd up our Gates againft the World. 
K. Fohn, Doth not the Crown of England prove the King’ 
And if not that, I bring you Witneffes, 
Twice fifteen thoufand Hearts of Exgland’s Breed 
Baft. Baftards, and elfe, 
K. Fobn. To verifie our Title with their Lives, 
K. Philip. As many,and 4s well born Bloods as thofe——. 
Baf?. Some Baftards too. 
K. Philip. Stand in his Face to contradi@ his Claim. 
Citi, *Till you compound whofe Right is warthieft, 
We for the worthieft hold the Right from both. 
Vor. Il. C K. Fobn. 
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K. Fobn. Then God forgive che Sin of all thefe Souls 
That to their everlafting Refidence, 
Before the Dew of Evening fall, fhall fleet 
In dreadful Trial of our Kingdom’s King. 
K. Philip. Amen, Amen. Mount Chevaliers to Arms. 
Bajt. Saint George that {wing’d the Dragon, 
And e’er fince fits on’s Horfeback at mine Hoftefs Door, 
Teach us fome Fence. Sirrah, were 1 at home 
At your Den, Sirrah, with your Lionels, 
1 would fee an Ox-Head to your Lion's Hide, 
And make a Monfter of you. 
Aut. Peace, no more. 
Bat. O tremble; for you hear the Lion roar. 
K. Fehn. Up higher to the Plain, where we'll. fet forth, 
In beft Appointment, all our Regiments. 
Baj?. Speed then to take Advantage of the Field. 
K. Philip. It thall be fo; and at the other Hill 
Command the reft to ftand. God and our right. [Exewnt. 
Here, after Excurfions, enter the Herald of France with 
Trumpets te the Gates. 
F. Her. You Men of Angiers, open wide your Gates, 
And let young 4rthwr, Duke of Britain, 10; 
Who by the Hand of France, this Day hath made 
Much Work for Tears in many an Exglifh Mother, 
Whofe Sons lye featter’d en the bleeding Ground: 
Many a Widow’s Husband groveling lyes, 
Coldly embracing the difcolour’d Earth, 
Ad Victory with little Lofs doth play 
Upon the dancing Banners of the French, 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplay’d 
To enter Conquerors; and to proclaim 
Arthur of Britain, England’s King, and yours. 
Enter Englith Herald with Trumpet. 

E. Her, Rejoyce, you Men of Angiers; ring your Bells; 
King Fohxz, your King, and Exgland's, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious Day. 

Their Armours, that march’d hence fo Silver bright, 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens Blood. 

There ftuck no Plume in any Exglifh Creft, 

That is removed by a Staff of France. 

Our Colours do return in thofe fame Hands 
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of King John. 99§ 
That did difplay them when we firft march’d orth; 
And like a jolly Troop of Huntfmen come 
Our lufty Exgli fo, all with purpled Hands, 
Dy’d in the dying Slaughter of their Foes. 
Open your Gates, and give the Victors Way; 
Citi, Heralds, from off our Towers we might behcld 
From firft to laft, the Onfet and Retire 
Of both your Armies, whofe Equality 
By our beft Eyes cannot be cenfured; 
Blood hath bought Blood, and Blows have anfwer’d Blows 
Strength match’d with Strength, and Power confronted 
Both are alike, and both alike we like; [ Power, 
One muft prove greateft. While they weigh fo even, 
We hold our Town for neither; yet for both. 
Enter the twe Kings with their Powers at [evera! Doors, 
K, ‘fohn. France, halt thou yet more Blood to caltaway 4 
Say, fhall the Current of our Right run on; 
Whofe Paflage, vext with thy Impediment, 
Shall leave his native Channel, and o’er-fwell, 
With Courfe difturb’d, even thy confining Shores; 
Unlefs thou let his Silver Water keep | 
A peaceful Progrefs to the Ocean. 
K Philip, England, thou haft not fav’d one Drop of Blood 
In this hot Trial, more than we of France; 
Rather loft more. And by this Hand I fwear, 
That {ways the Earth this Climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay down our juft-born Army 
We'll put thee down, ’gainft whem thefe Arms we bear, 
Or add a Royal Number to the dead; 
Gracing the Scroul that tells of this War’s lofs, 
With Slaughter coupled to the Name of Kings: 
Baft. Ha! Majefty; how high thy Glory towers, 
When the rich Blood of Kings is fet on Fire. 
Oh now doth Death line his dead Chaps with Steel; 
The Swords of Soldiers are his Teeth, his Phangs, 
And now he feafts, monfing the Flefh of Men 
In undetermin’d Differences of Kings, 
Why ftand thefe Royal Fronts amazed thus? 
Cry Havock, Kings, back to the ftained Field 
You equal Potents, fiery kindled Spitits: 
C a Then 
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I? 

Then let Confufion of one Part confirm 

The other's Peace; “till then, Blows, Blood, and Death. 
K. ‘fobs. Whofe Party do the Townimen yet admit $ ; 
K. Philip. Speak Citizens, tor England, who's your King ¢ 
Citi. The King of England, when we know the King. 
K. Philip. Know him 10 us, that here hold up his Right. 

Yohn. In us, that are our Own great Deputy, 

And bear Poffeffion of our Perfon here, 

Lord of our Prefénce, -Augiers, and of you. 
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Citi, A greater Power than we denies all this; 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former Scruple in our ftrong barr’d Gates: 
Kings of our Fear, until our Fears refolv’d 
Be by fome certain King purg’d and depos’d. os te 
Bat. By Heav’n, thefe Scroyks of Angiersflout you Kings, 
And ftand fecurely on their Battlements, 
As ina Theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your induftrious Scenes, and Acts of Death. 
You Royal Prefences be rul’d by me; 
Do like the Mutines of Jeru/alem, 
Be Friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your fharpeft Deeds of Malice on this Town, 
By Eaft and Welt let France and Exgland mount 
Their battering Cannon charged to the Mouths, 
Till their Soul-fearing Clamours have braul’d down 
The flinty Ribs of this contemptuous City. 
I'd play inceffantly upon thefe Jades; 
Even ‘till unfenced Defolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar Airs 
That done, diffever your united Strengths, 
And part your mingled Colours once again. 
Turn Face to Face,and bleady Point to Point; 
Then in a Moment Fortune fhall cull forth, 
Out of one Side, her happy Minion. 
To whom in favour fhe fhall give the Day, 
And kifs him with a glorious Victory. 
How like you this wild Counfel, mighty States ; 
Smacks it not fomething of the Policy? 
K. Fohn. Now by the Sky that hangs above our Heads; 
I like ic well. France, fhall we knit our Powers, 
And lay-this -Angiers even with the Ground, 


Then 
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Then after fight who fhall be King of it2 

Baft. And if thou haft the Mettle of a King, 
Being wrong’d as we are by this peevifh Town, 
Turn thou the Mouth of thy Artillery, 
As we wiilours, againft thefe faucy Walls; 
And when that we have dafh’d them to the Ground, 
Why then defie each other, and pell-mell 
Make work upon our felves for Heav’n or Hell. 

K. Philip. Let it be fo; fay, where will you affaule 2 

K. Fohn. We from the Welt will fend Deftru@ion 
Into this City’s Bofom., 

Auft. 1 from the North. 

K. Philip. Our Thunder from the South, 

Shall rain their Drift of Bullets on this Town. 

Baft. O prudent Difcipline! From North to South; 
Auftria and France fhoot in each others Mout! 
Il ftir them to it; come away, away. 

Citi, Hear us great Kings, vouchfafe a while to ftay, 
And TI fhall thew you Peace, and fair-fac’d League. 
Win you this City without Stroak or Wound; 

Refcue thofe breathing Lives to die in Beds, 
That here come Sacrifices for the Field; 
Perfevere not, but hear me, mighty Kings. 

K. Fokn. Speak on; with Favour we are bent to hear. 

Citi, That Daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch, 
Is near to Exgland, look upon the Years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely Maid. 

Iflufty Love fhould go in queft of Beauty, 
Where could he find it fairer, than in Blanch ? 
If zealous Love fhould go in fearch of Virtue, 
Where could he find it purer than in Blanch? 
If Love ambitious, fought 4 Match of Birth, 
Whofe Veins bound richer Blood than Lady Blanch? 
Such as fhe is, in Beauty, Virtue, Birth, 
Is the young Dauphin every way compleat; 
-If not compleat of, fay he is not fhe; 
And fhe again wants nothing, to name want, 
If Want it be not, that the is not he. 
He is the half Part of a bieffed Man, 
Left tobe finifhed by fuch as fhe; 
And fhe a fair divided Excellence, 
4 Whofe 


ly 


A a> Oe aE 4, EE SE EE CE 
‘ 


Py 









oe ea ' . o y P SS ‘ = % 
_ - Ar T= nd s ‘ 


‘7 
he 


ae hs 


998 The Life ana Deatp 


Whofe fulnefs of Perfeétion lyes in him, 
© two fuch Silver Currents, when they join, 
Do glorifie the Banks that bound them in: 
And two fuch Shores, to two fuch Streams made one, 
Two fuch controlling Bounds fhall you be, Kings, 
To thefe two Princes, if you marry them: 
This Union fhall do more than Battery can, 
To our faft clofed Gates: For at this Match, 
With fwifter Spleen than Powder can enforce, 
The Mouth of Peffage fhall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance; but without this Match, 
The Sea enraged is not half fo deaf, 
Lions more confident, Mountains and Rocks 
More free from Motion, no not Death himfelf 
In mortal Fury half fo peremptory, 
As we to kecp this City. 

Baft, Here’s a Stay, 
That fhakes the rotten Carkafs of old Death 
Out of his Rags. Here’s a large Mouth indeed, 
That {pits forth Death, and Mountains, Rocks, and Seas, 
Talks as familiarly of roaring Lions, 
As Maids of thirteen do of Puppy-dogs. 
What Cannoneer begot this lufty Blood, 
He {peaks plain Cannon fire, and fmoak, and bounce, 
He gives the Baftinado with his Tongue: 
Our Ears are cudgel’d, not a Word of his 
But buffets better than a Fift of France; 
Z vunds [ was never fo bethumpt with Words, 
Since I firft call’d my Brother’s Father Dad. 

Eli. Son, lift to this Conjun@ion, make this Match, 
-Give with our Neice a Dowry large enough; 
For by this Knot, thou fhalt fo furely tie 
Thy. now unfur’d Affurance to the Crown, 
‘That yon green Boy fhall have no Sun to ripe 
The Bloom that promifeth a mighty Fruit: 
I fee a yielding in the Looks of France; 
Mark how they whifper, urge them while their Sou]s 
Are capable of this Ambition, 
Left Zeal now melted by the windy breath 
Of foft Petitions, Pity and Remorfe, 
Cao} and congeal again to what it was. 
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Citi Why anfwer not the double Majefties, 
This friendly Treaty of our threatned Town? 
K. Philip. Speak England firtt, that hath been forward firft 
To {peak unto this City: What fay you? 
K. Fohn. If that the Dazphin there, thy Princely Son, 
Can in this Book of Beauty read I love: 
Her Dowry fhall weigh equal with the Queen, 
For Angiers, and fair Tourain, Adain, Poyitiers, 
And all that we upon this fide the Sea, — 
Except this City now by us befteg’d, 
Find liable to our Crown and Dignity, 
Shall gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich 
In Titles, Honours, and Promotions 3 
And fhein Beauty, Education, Blood, 
Holds Hands with any Princefs of the World. 
K. Philip. What fay’fithou, Boy? Look inthe Lady’s Face, 
Lewis. I do, my Lord, and in her Eye l find 
4 Wonder, or a wondrous Miracle, 
Che Shadow of my felf form’d in her Eye, 
Which being but the Shadow of your Son, 
Becomes a Son, and makes your Sona Shadow: 
[ do proteft I never lov’d my felf 
*Till now, infixed I.beheld my felf, 
Drawn ia the flattering Table of her Eye. 
[Whifpers with Blanch. 
Baft. Drawn in the flattering Table of her Eye, 
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her Brow, 
And quarter’d in her Heart, he doth efpie 
Himfelf Love’s Traitor; this is pity now, 
That hang’d, and drawn, and quarter’d there fhould be, 
In fuch a Love, fo vile a Lout as he. 
Blanch. My Uncle’s Will in this refpect is mine. 
If he fee ought in you that makes him like, 
That any thing he fees which moves his liking 
I can with eafe tranflate it to my Will: 
Or if you will, to {peak more properly, 
I will enforce it eafily to my Love. 
Further I will not flatter you my Lord, 
That all I fee in you is worthy Love, 
Than this, that nothing do I fee in you, 
Though churlifh Thoughts themfelves ihould be your Judge, 
C 4 That 
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1000 The Life and Death 


to . ; oa 2 
That I can find, fhould merit any Hate. | Niece ¢ 


K. Febn. What fay thefe young ones? What fay you, my 
Blanch. That fhe is bound in Honour ftill to do 

What you in Wifdom {till vouchfafe to fay. 
K.Fohn. Speak then, Prince Dauphin,cat you love this Lady? 
Lewis. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from Love, 

For I do love her moft unfeignedly. 
K. Fobn. Then do I give Velqueffen, Tourain, Main, 

Poyttiers, and Anjou, theie five Provinces 

With her to thee, and this addition more, 

Full thirty thoufand Marks of Engh fb Coins 

Philip ot France, if thou be pleas’d withal, 

Command thy Son and Daughter to join Hands. 
K. Philip. Wt likes us well; young Princes, clofe your Hands, 
Anft. Aud your Lipstoo, for I am well aflurd, 

That £ did fo, when I was firft affur’d, 

K. Philip. Now Citizens of Augiers ope your Gates, 

Let in that amity which you have made, | 

For at Saint AZarie’s Chappel prefenrly, 

The Rites of Marriage fhell be folemniz’d, 

Is not the Lady Conffance in this Troop? 

I know fhe is not, for this Match made up, 

Her prefence would have interrupted much, 

Where is fhe and her Son, tel! me, who knows2 
Lewis, She is fad and pathionate at your Highnefs Tent. 
K. Philip. And by my Faith, this League that we have made 

Will give her Sadnefs very lictle cure: 

Brother of England, how may we content 

This Widow Lady? In her Right we came, 

Which we, God knows, have turn’d another way, 

To our own vantage. : 
K. Fobn. We will heal up all, 

For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Brirain 

And Earl of Richmond, and this rich fair Town 

We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Con/tance, 

Some fpecdy Meffenger bid her repair 

To our Solemnity; I trult we fhall, 

If not fil up the Mezfure of her Will, 

Yet in fome meafure fatishe her fo, 

that we thall ftop her Exclamation, 
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of King John. 1001 
Go we, as well as hafte will fuffer us, 
To this unlook’d for, unprepared Pomp, [ Ex. all but Batt. 

Baft. Mad World, mad Kings, mad Compofition ; 

John, to ftop -Arthur’s Title in the whole, 
Hath willingly departed with a part; 
And France, whofe Armour Confcience buckled on, 
Whom Zeal and Charity brought to the Field, 
As God’s own Soldier, rounded in the Ear 
With that fame Purpofe-changer, that fly Devil, 
That Broker, that {till breaks the pate of Faith, 
That daily Break-Vow, he that wins of a'l, 
Of Kings, of Beggars, old Men, young Men, Maids, 
Who having no external thing. to lofe, 
But the word Maid, cheats the poor Maid of thar, 
That {mooth-fac’d Gentleman, tickling Commodity, 
Commodity, the Biafs of the World, 
The World, who of it felf is poifed well, 
Made to run even, upon even Ground; 
Till this Advantage, this vile drawing Biafs, 
This fway of Motion, this Commodity, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, 
From all direGion, purpofe, courfe, intent; 
And this fame Biafs, this Commodity, 
This Bawd, this Broker, that all changing-world, 
Clapt on the outward Eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from his own deterrnin’d) aid, 
From a refolv’d and honourable War, 
To a moft bafe and vile concluded Peace. 
And why rail I on this Commodity 2 
But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet: 
Not that I have the power to clutch my Hand 
When his fair Angels would falute my Palm, 
But for my Hand, as unattempted yer, 
Like a poor Beggar, raileth on the Rich. 
Well, whiles I ama Beggar, I will rail, 
And fay there is no Sin but to be rich; 
And being rich, my Virtue then fhall be, 
To fay there is no Vice, but Beggary, 
Since Kings break Faith upon Commodity, 
Gain be my Lord, for I will worfhip thee. [ Exit. 
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Exter Conftance, Arthur and Salisbury. 


Conft. ONE to be marry’d! Gone to {wear a Peace? 

GG Falfe Blood to falfe Blood join’d! Gone to be 
Friends ! 

Shall Lewis have Blaxch, and Blanch thofe Provinces! 

It is not fo, thou haft mifpoke, mifheard; 

Be well advis’d, tell o’er thy Tale again. 

Tt cannet be, thou doft but fay ’tus fo. 

I truft I may not truft thee, for thy Word 

Ts but the vain Breath of a common Man: 

Believe me, I do not believe thee Man, 

Y have a King’s Oath to the contrary. 

Thou fhalt be punifh’d for thus frighting me, 

For I am fick, and capable of Fears. 

Oppreft with Wrongs, and therefore full of Fears, 

A Widow, husbandlefs, fubject to Fears, 

A Woman naturally born to Feats ; 


' And though thou now confefs thou didft but jeft, 


With my vext Spirits I cannot take a Truce, 
But they will quake and tremble all this Day. 
Whar doft thou mean by fhaking of thy Head? 
Why doft thou look fo fadly on my Son? 
What means that Hand upon that Breaft of thine? 
Why holds thine Eye that lamentable Rheum, 
Like a proud River peering o’er his bounds? 
Be thefe fad Signs confirmers of thy Words? 
Then fpeak again; not all thy former Tale, 
But this one word, whether thy Tale be true. 
Sal. As true, as I believe you think them falfe, 
That give you caufe to prove my faying true. 
Conf?. Ob if thou teach me to believe this Sorrow, 
Teach thou this Sorrow how to make me dye, 
And let Belief and Life encounter fo, 
As doth the Fury of two defperate Men, 
Which in the very meeting fall and dye. 
Lewis marry Blanch! O Boy,~then where art thoy2 
France Friend with England, what becomes of me? 


Fellow 


of King John. 1003 

Fellow-be gone, I cannot brook thy fight; 
This News hath made thee a moft ugly Man. 

Sal. What other Harm have I, good Lady, done, 
But fpoke the Harm that is by others done 2 

Conff. Which Harm within it felf fo hainous is, 
As it makes harmful all that fpeak of it. 

Arth, I do befeech you, Madam, be content. 

Conft. If thou that bidft me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, and flandrous to thy Mother’s Womb, 
Full of unpleafing Blots, and fightlefs Stains, 
Eame, foolifh, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 
Patch’d with foul Moles, and Eye-pffending Marks, 
I would not care, I then would be content, 
For then I would not love thee: No, ner thou 
Become thy great Birth, nor deferve a Crown. 
But thou art fair, and at thy Birth, dear Boy, 
Nature and Fortune join’d to make thee great. 
Of Nature’s Gifts thou may’ft with Lillies boaft, 
And with the half blown Rofe. But Fortune, oh, 
She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee, 
Sh’ adulterates hourly with thy Unkle ohn, 
And with her golden Hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread down fair refpe& of Sovereingty, 
And made his Majefty the Bawd to theirs. 
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and King Foba, 
That ftrumpet Fortune, that ufurping Foha : 
Tell me, thou Fellow, is not Frauce forfworn? 
Envenom him with Words, or get thee gone, 
And leave thefe Woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear, 

Sal, Pardon me, Madam, 
{ may not go without you to the Kings, 

Conf?, Thou may’ft, thou fhalt, I will not go with thee. 
I will inftru& my Sorrows to be proud, 
For Grief is proud, and makes his owner {toop ; 
To me and to the State of my great Grief, 
Let Kings aflemble: For my Grief’s fo great, 
That no Supporter but the huge firm Earth 
Can hold it up: Here I and Sorrows fit, 
Here is my Throne, bid Kings come bow to it. 
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1004 The Life and Death 


A Oe AL iS CEN Ek 


Enter King Joan, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, Phis 
lip the Baftard, Auttria, and Conftance. 

K. Philip. 7711S true, fair Daughter; and this bleffed Day, 
Ever in France fhall be kept Feftival’s 

To folemnize this Day the glorious Sun 

Stays in his Courfe, and plays the Alchymitt, 

Turning with fplendour of his precious Eye 

The meager cloddy Earth to glittering Gold: 

The yearly courfe that brings this Day about, 

Shall never fee it, but a Holy-day. 

Conf?. A wicked Day, and not a holy Day. 

What hath this Day deferv’d? What hath it done, 
That it-in golden Letters fhould be fet 

Among the high Tides in the Kalendar? 

Nay, rather turn this Day out of the Week, 
This Day of Shame, Oppreffion, Perjury. 

Or if it muft ftand fill, Jet Wives with Child 
Pray that their Burthens may not fall-this Day, 
Left that their hopes prodigioufly be croft: 
Bur, on this Day, let Seamen fear no Wrack, 
No Bargains break that are not this Day made; 
This Day all things begun, come to ill End, 
Yes, Faith it felf, to hollow Falfhood change. 

K. Philip. By Heav’n, Lady, you fhall haveno caufe 
To curfe the fair Proceedings of this Day: 

Have I not pawn’d to you my Majelty? 

Conft. You have beguil’d me with a Counterfeit 
Refembling Majefty, which beifg touch’d and try’d, 
Proves valuelefs: You are forfworn, forfworn, 

You came in Armsto fpill my Enemies Blood, 

But now in Arms, you ftrengthen it with yours, 
The grapling Vigour, and rough frownof War 

Is cold in Amity and painted Peace, 

And our Oppreffion hath made up this League: 
Arm, Arm; you Heav’ns, againft thefe perjur’d Kings, 
A Widow cries, be Husband tome, Heav’ns, cet 
Lt not the Hours of this ungodly Day 


Wear 


of King John. 1005 


Wear out the e Days in Peace; but e’er Sun- fet, 
Set armed Difcord ’twixt thefe perjur’d Kings. 
Hear me, oh, hear me. 
Aut. Lady Conflance, Peace. 
Conft. War, War, no Peace, Peace is to me a War: 
O Lymoces, O Axuftria, thou doft fhanie 
That bl body Spoil: Thou Slave, thou Wretch, thou Coward, 
Thou little ‘Valiant it, great in Villany: 
Thou ever ftrong upon the ftronger fide ; 
Thou Fortune’s C hampion, that doft never fiche 
But when her humorous Lad} fhip is by 
To teach thee fafety; thou art perjur d too, 
And footh’ft up Greatnefs. What a Fool art thou, 
A ramping Fool, to brag, to ftamp, and fwear, 
Upon my Party; thou cold-blooded Slave, 
Haft thou not {poke lke Thunder on my fide, 
Been fworn my Soldier, bidding me depend 
Upon thy Stars, thy Fortune, ‘and thy Strength? 
Al id doft thou how fall over to my Foes? 
Thou wear'ft a Lion’s Hide? Doff it for fhame, 
And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs, 
Auff, O that a Man fhould fpeak thofe words to me 
Baff. And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant L imbs, 
Auft, Thou darit not fay fo, Villain, for thy Life. 
Bajt. And hang a Calves- skin on thofe recreant Limbs. 
K. Fobn. Welike not this, thou doft forget thy felf. 
Enter Ay ea 
K. Philip. Here: comes the holy Legate of the Pope. 
Pand. Hail, you anointed Deputies of Heav’n; 
To thee, King Fohz, my holy Errand is: 
I Pandulph of fair Adilain Cardinal, 
And from Pope Junecent the Legate here, 
Do ia his Namie religioully demand 
Why thou againft the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wilfully doft fpurn, and farce perforce 
Keep Stephen Lao ton, chofen Archbith 10p 
OF Canterbury, from ‘that holy Sce? 
This in our forefaid holy Father’s Name, 
Pope Jnnocent, 1 do demand of thee. 
K. Febn. What earthy Name to Interrogatories 
Can tafte the Free-breath of a facred King? 
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1006 The Life and Death 


Thou canft not, Cardinal, devife a Name 

So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous 

To charge me to an anfwer, as the Pope: 

Tell him this Tale, and from the Mouth of England; 

Add thus much more, that no /talian Prieft 

Shall tithe or toll in our Dominions: 

But as we, under Heavy’n, are fupream Head, 

So under him that great Supremacy 

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold 

Without th’ Affiftance of a mortal Hand: 

So tell the Pope, all Reverence fet apart 

To him and his ufurp’d Authority. 
K. Philip. Brother of England, you blafpheme in this. 
K. Fohn. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendom 

Are led fo grofly by this medling Prieft, 

Dreading the Curfe that Mony may buy our, 

And, by the Merit of vile Gold, drofs, duft, 

Purchafe corrupted Pardon of a Man, 

Who in that fale fells Pardon from himfelf: 

Though you, and all the reft fo grofly led, 

This yugling Witch-craft with Revenue cherith, 

Yet I alone, alone, do me oppofe 

Againft the Pope, and count his Friends my Foes, 
Pand. Then by the lawful Power that I have, 

Thou fhale ftand Curft, and Excommunicate, 

And bleffed fhall he be that doth revolt 

From his Allegiance to an Meretick, 

And meritorious fhall that Hand be call’d, 

Canonized and worfhipp’d as a Saint, 

That takes away by any fecret Courfe 

Thy hateful Life. 
Conff. O lawful let it be 

That I have room with Rome to curfe a while? 

Good Father Cardinal, cry thou Axen 

To my keen Curfes; for without my Wrong 

There is no Tongue hath power to curfe him right, 
Pand. There’s Law and Warrant, Lady, for my Curfe? 
Conft. And for mine too, when Law cando no right. 

Let it be lawful, that Law bar no wrong : 

Law cannot give my Child his Kingdom here; 

For he that holds his Kingdom, holds the Law; 
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of King John. 1007 
Therefore fince Law it felf is perfe& wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my Tongue to curfe2 
Pand. Philip ot France, on peril of a Curfe, 
Let go the Hand of that Arch-heretick, 
And raife the Power of France upon his Head, 
Unlefs he do fubmit himfelf to Rome. 
Eli, Look’{t thou pale, France? Do not let go thy Hand. 
Coxf?. Look to that Devil, left that France repent, 
And by disjoining Hands Hell lofe a Soul. 
An. King Philip, liften to the Cardinal. 

Baft. And hang a Calves-skin on his recreant Limbs. 
Auft. Well, Ruffian, I muft pocket up thefe wrongs, 
Becaufe 

Bat. Your Breeches beft may carry them. 
K. Fohn. Philip, what fay’ft thou to the Cardinal? 
Confit. What fhould he fay, but as the Cardinal 2 
Lewis. Bethink you Father, for the difference 
Is purchafe of a heavy Curfe from Rome, 
Or the light lofs of England for a Friend: 
Forgo the eafier. 
Blanch, That is the Curfe of Rome. 
Conft..O Lewis, ftand faft, the Devil tempts thee here 
In likenefs of a new untrimmed Bride. 
Blanch. The Lady Conftance {peaks not from her Faith: 
But from her Need. | 
Conff. Oh, if thou grant my Need, 
Which only lives but by the Death of Faith, 
That Need, muft needs infer this Principle, 
That Faith would live again by Death of Need: 
O then tread down my Need, and Faith mounts up: 
Keep my Need up, and Faith is trodden down. 
K. Fohn. The King is mov’d, and anfwers not to this. 
Conft. O be remov’d from him. and anfwer well: 
Axfi. Do fo, King Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Baff. Hang nothing but a Calves-skin, moft {weet Lout. 
K. Philip. 1 am perplext, and know not what to fay. 
Pand, What canft thou fay, but will perplex thee more, 
If thou ftaad Excommunicate, and Curft2 
K, Philip. Good reverend Father, make my Perfon yours, 
And tell me how you would beftow your felf? 
This Royal Hand and mine are newly knit, 
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With all religious Streneth of facred Vows: 
The lateft Br ith, that gave the fatal 4 of words, 
Was deep {worn Faith; Peace, Amity, true Love 
‘our Kingdoms and our Royal felves, 
And even before this Truce, but new before, 
1 we well could wafh our Hands, 
To clap this Royal Bargain up tn Peace, 
Heav’n knows th ley were bef{mear'd ves over {tain’d 
With Slaughter’s Pencil; where Revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incenfed Kings: 
And fhall ths e Hands, {fo lately purg *d of Blood, 
So newly join’d in Loves fo ftrong 3 in both, 
U: yoke this feifure, wid this kind regreet 2 
Play fat and loofe with Faith? So eft with Heav’n, 
Make fuch wnconftant Children of our felves, 
As now again-to {natch our Palm from Plam?2 
Un-fwear Faith fwern, and on the Marriage-bed 
Of fmiling Peace to march a bloody Hoaft, 
And make a Riot on the gentle Brow 
OF true Sincerity? O holy Sir, 
My reverend Father, let it not be fo; 
Out of your Grace, devife, ordain, impofe 
Some gentle Order, and then we fhall be bleft 
To do your Pleafure, and continue Friends. 
Pand. All Form is formlefs, Order orderlefs, 
Save what is oppofite to Exgland’s Love. 
Therefore to Arms, be Champion of our Churehj 
Or let the Church our Mother breathe her Curfe, 
A Mother’s Carfe, on her revolring Sons 
France, thou may'ft hold a Serpent by the Tongue, 
A cafed Lion by the mortal Paw, 
A fafting Tyger fafer by the Tooth, 
Than keep in Peace that Hand wat thou doft hold, 
K. Philip. 1 may dif-join my Hand, but not e Faiths 
Pand. So mak’ {t thou Faith an Enemy to Paith, 
And like a Civil War fet? Oath to Oath; 
T hy Tongue againft thy Tongue. O let thy Vow 
Firft made to Heav’n, farft be to Heav’n pertorm’d; 
That is, to be the Champion of our C] hurch, 
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of King John. 1009 


What fince thou fwor’ft, is fworn againft thy felf 
And may not be performed by thy felf ; 
For that which thou haft {worn to do amifs, 
Is not amifs when it is truly done: 
And being not done, where doing tends to. ill, 
The truth is then moft done, not doing it: 
The better A& of Purpofes miftoek, 
Is to miftake again, though indireG, 
Yet indirection thereby grows direc, 
And Falfhood, Falfhood cures, as Fire cools Fire 
Within the fcorching Veins of one new burn’d, 
It is Religion that doth make Wows kepr, 
But thou haft {worn againft Religion: 
By what thou fwear’ft, againft the thing thou fwearft: 
And mak’ft an Oath the furety for thy Truth : 
Agaimft an Oath the Truth, ‘thou art unfure 
To {wear, {wears, only not to be forfworn ; 
E}{e what a Mockery fhould it be to {wear2 
But thou doft fwear, only to be forfworn, 
And moft forfworn, to keep what thou doft fwear; 
Therefore thy latter Vows, againft thy firft, 
Is in thy felf Rebellion to thy {elf : 
And better Conqueft never canft thou make, 
Than arm thy conftant and thy nobler Parts 
Againft thefe giddy loofe Suggeftions: 
Up on which better Part, out Pray’rs come in 
If thou youchfafe them: But if not, then know 
The Peril of our Curfts ligi ht on thee 
So heavy, as thou {halt not fhake them off, 
But in defpair, die under their black weights 
Anft. ehellian, flat Rebellion. 
Bafe. Will’t not be? 
Will not a Calves-skia ftop that Mouth of thine? 
Lewis, Father, to Arms. 
Blanch. Upon thy Wedding-day? 
Againft the Blood that thou haft married 2 
What, thall our Feaft be kept with flaughter’d Men? 
Shall braying Trumpets, and loud churlifh Drums, 
Clamours of Hell; be meafures to our Pomp? 
© Husband, hese me: Ay, alack; how new 
Is Husband in my Mouth? Even for that Name 
Vou, If, D Which 
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iG10 The Life and Death 


Which ’till this time my Tongue did ne'er pronouuce ; 
Upon my Knee I beg, go not to Aims 
Againft mine Uncle. 
Conft. O, upon my Knee, made hard with kneeling; 
I do pray to thee, thou virtuous Dauphin, 
Alter not the Doom fore-thought by Hea’. 
Blanch. Now fhallI fee thy Love, what Motive may 
Be ftronger with thee than the Name of Wife 
Conft. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds, 
His Honours Ob thine Honour, ‘Lewis, thine Honour, 
Lewis. I mufe your Majefty doth feem fo cold, 
When fuch profound Rc¢/pects do pull you on¢ 
Pand. 1 will denounce a Curfe upon his Head. | thee. 
K. Philip. Thou fhale not need, England, | will fall from 
Conft. O fair return of banifh’d Muyjetty. 
Eli, O foul revo't of French Inconttancy. 
K. Fohn. France, thou fhalt rue this Hour within this Hour, 
Baft. Old Time the Clock-Setter, that bald Sexton, Time, 
Is it as he will? Well then, Fraace fhall rue. 
Blanch. Tie Sun’s o’ercaft with Blood: Fair Day adieu. 
Which is the fide that I muft go withal? 
I am with both, each Army hath a Hand, 
And in their Rage, I having hold of both, 
They whurle afunder, and difmicmber me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that tho. may’tt win: 
Unele, I needs muft pray that thou may’ ft lofe: 
Father, I may not wifh the Forune thine: 
Grandam, I will not with thy Withes thrive: 
Who ever wins, on that fide ihall I Icfe: 
Affured lofs, before the match be plaid. 
Lewis, Lady, with me, with me thy Fortune lyes. 
Blanch. ‘Lhere where my Fortune lives, there my Life dies. 
K. Fobn. Coufin, go draw our Puiffa>ce together. 
France, 1 am burn’d up with inflaming Wrath, 
A Rage, whofe heat hath this condition; 
That nothing can allay, nothiag but Blood, 
The Blood and deareft valu’d Blood of France, 
_K. Philip. Vhy Rage fha'l burn thee up, and thou fhall turn 
To Athes, eer our Blood fhall quench that Fire: 
Look to thy felf, thou art in jeopardy. 
_K. Foon, No more than he that threats. To Arms let’s hie. 


| Exeunt. 
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“Alarms, Excurfions: Enter Baftard with Aultria’s Head. 


Baft. Now by my Life, this Day grows wondrous hot, 
Some aicry Devil hovers in the Sky, 
And pours down mifchief. _4w/fria’s Head lye there, 
Exter King John, Arthur, and Hubert, 
While Philip breathes. | | 
K. Fohn. Hubert, keep this Boy. Philip, make up ; 
My Mother is affailed in our Tent, | 
And ta’en, I fear. 
Baft. My Lord, I refcued her: 
Her Highnefs is in fafety, fear you not. 
But on, my Liege, for very little Pains | 
Will bring this labour to an happy end. | Exennt, 
Alarms, Excurfions, Retreat. Enter King John, Elinor, 
Arthur, Baffard, Hubert, and Lords. 
K. Fohn. So thall it be; your Grace fhall ftay behind 
So ftrongly guarded Coufin, look not fad, 
Thy Grandam loves thee, and thy Uncle will 
As dear be to thee, as thy Father was. 
4rth, O this will make my Mother die with grief. 
K. Fohn. Coufin, away for England, hafte before, 
And ¢’er our coming fee thou fhake the Bags 
Of hoarding Abbots, imprifoned Angels 
Set at liberty: The fat ribs of Peace 
Mutt by the hungry now be fed upon: 
Ufe our Commifhon in its utmoft force. 
Baft. Bell, Book, and Candle, thall not drive me back, 
When Gold and Silver becks me to come on. 
f leave your Highnefs: Grandam, I will pray, 
(If ever I remember to be holy) 
For your fair fafety; fol kifs your Hand. 
Eli, Farewel, gentle Coufin, 
K. ‘Fohn. Coz; farewel. . 
Eli, Come hither little Kinfman, hark, a word. 
K, Fohn, Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much; within this wall of flefh 
There is a Soul counts thee her Creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love: 
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IO12 The Life and Death 


And, my good Friend, thy voluntary Oath 
Lives in this bofom, dearly cherifhed. 
Give me thy Hand, I had a thing to fay, 
But [ will fit it with fome better tune. 
By Heav’n, Hubert, I am almott afham’d 
To fay what good refpe& I have of thee. 
Hub. Yam much bounden to your Majefty. . 
K. Fobn. Good Friend, thou haft no caufe to fay fo yet; 
But thou fhalt have; and creep time ne’er fo flow; 
Yet it fha!l come for me to do thiee good. 
I had a thing to fay, but let it go: 
The Sun 1S in the H eavn, and the proud Day; 
Attended with the Pleafure of the World, 
Is_all too wanton, andtoo full of gawds, 
To give me Audience: If tha midnight Bell 
Did, with his iron Tongue and brazen Mouth; 
Sound on into the drowlie Race of Night; 
If this fame were a Church-yard where we ftand, 
And thou poffefled with a thoufand Wrongs; 
Or if that furly Spirit, Melancholy, 
Had bak’d thy Blood, and made it heavy, thick; 
Which elfe runs trickling up and down the Veins; 
Making that idiot Laughter keep Mens Eyes, 
And ftrain their Cheeks to idle Merriment, 
A Paffion hateful to my Purpofes; 
Or if that thou cou!dft fee me without Eyes, 
Hear. me without thine Ears, and make reply 
Without a Tongue, ‘ufing Ceneceit alore, 
Without Eyes, Ears, and harmful found of words 3 
Then, in defpight of brooded watchful Day, 
I would into thy Bofom pour my Thoughts : 
But, ab, I will fot, yet I love thee well, 
And by my troth I think thou lov’ft me well. 
Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my Death were adjunct to my Ad, 
By Heav’n lI would do ir. 
K. Fobn. Do not I know thou wouldft2 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine Eye 
On yon young Boy: [ll tell thee what, my Friend, 
He is a very Serpent in my way; 
And wherefoe’er this Foot of mine doth tread, 


He 
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of King John. 1013 
He lyes before me; doft thou underftand me? 
Thou art his Keeper. 
Hub. And Vil keep him fo, 
That he thall not offend your Majefty, 
K. Fohn, Death. 
Hub. My Lord? 
K. ‘Fohn. A Grave. 
Hub. He thall not live. é 
K. ‘Fobn. Enough. 
I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee. 
Well, [ll not fay what I intend for thee: 
Remember: Madam, fare you well. 
I'll fend thofe Powers o’er to your Majetty, 
Eli, My Bilefling go with thee. 
K, ‘Fohn. For England, Coufin, go. 
Hubert thall be yout Man, to attend on you 
Wich all true Duty; on toward Cullice, hoa. [ Excum}. 


Ss EON be hE 
Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, and Attendants, 


K, Philip. So by a roaring Tempeft on the Flood, 
A whole Armado of convicted Sail 
Is {catter’d and disjoin’d from fellowfhip. 

Pand. Courage and comfort, all thall yet go well. 

K. Philip. What can go well, when we have run fo ill2 
Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers lott ? 
Mrthwr ta’en Prifoner? Divers dear Friends flain2 
And bloody Exgland into England gone, 
O’er-bearing Interruption, {pight of France? 

Lewis. What he hath won, that hath he fortify’d: 
So hot a Speed, with fuch Advice difpos’d, 
Such temperate Order in fo fierce a Caufe, 
Doth want Example; who hath read, or heard 
Of any kindred- AGtion like to this 2 

K. Philip. Well could I bear that England had this 
So we could find fome Partern of our Shame. 

Enter Conttance. 
Look, who comes here? A Grave unto a Soul, 
Holding th’ eternal Spirit againft her Will, 
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In the vile Prifon of afflicted Breath; 
I prithee, Lady, go away with me. 

Conf?. Lo, now; now fee the iffue of your Peace. 

K. Philip. Patience, good Lady ; comfort, gentle Conftance, 

Gonft. No, I defie all Countel, all Redrefs, 

But that which ends all Counfel, true Redrefs; 
Death, Death, oh amiable, lovely Death, | 
Thou odoriferous Scench; found Rottennels, 
Arife forth from the Couch of lafting Night, 
Thou Hate and Terror to Profperity, 

And I willkifs thy deteftable Bones; 

And put my Eye-Balls in thy vaulty brows, 
And ring thefe Fingers with thy houfhould Worms, 
And ftop this Gap of Breath with fulfom Duft, 
And bea Carrion Monfter like thy felf. 

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou {millt, 
And buis thee as thy Wife; Muferies Love, 

© come to me, 

K. Philio. O fair Affliction, Peace. 

Conf. No, no, I will not, having Breath to cry; 
O that my Tongue were in the Thunder’s Mouth, 
Then with a PailionI would fhake the World, 
And rouze from Sleep that fell Anatomy, 

W hich cannot hear a Lady’s feeble Voice, 
W hich fcorns a modern Invocation, 

Pand. Lady, you utter Madnefs, and not Sorrow. 

Conff. Thou art not holy to belye me fo; 
J am not mad; this Hair I tear is mine, 

My, Name is Conffance, 1 was Geffrey’s Wife; 
Young Arthur is my Son, and he is loft: 
JT am not mad, I would té Heav’n I were, 
For then “tis like I fhould forget my felf. 
Q, if I could, what Grief fhould I forget ! 
Preach fome Philofophy to make me mad, 
Aod thou fhalt be canoniz’d, Cardinal; 
For, being not mad, but fenfible of Grief,’ 
My reafonable Part produces Reafon 

How I may be deliver’d of thefe Woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang my felf, 

If | were mad, I fhould forget my Son, 
Or madly think a Babe of Clouts were he; 
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of King John. 1Ols 
f am not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The different Plague ot each Calamity. 
K. Philip. Bind up thofe Treflts; O what Love I note 
In the fair multitude of thofe her Hairs; 
Where but by chance a filver Drop hatn fall’n, 
Even to that Diop ren thoufand wiery Fiends 
Do glew themfelves in foc able Grief, 
Like true, infeparable, faithtul Loves, 
Sticking together in Calamity. 
Conft. To England, if you will, 
K. Philip. Bind up your Hairs. 
Conft. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it? 
I tore them from their Bonds, and cry’d aloud, 
O, that thefe Hands could fo redeem my Son, 
As they have given thefe Hairs their Liberty ; 
But now [ envy at their Liberty, 
And will again commit them to their Bonds, 
Becaufe my poor Child is a Prifoner. 
And Father Cardinal, [ have heard you fay 
That we fhall fee and know our Friends in Heav'n; 
If that be true, I fhall fee my Boy again. 
For fince the Birth of Cain, the firft Male-Child 
To him that did but Yefterday fufpire, 
There was not fuch a gracious Creature born. 
But now will Canker-Sorrow eat my Bud, 
And chafe the native Beauty from his Check, 
And he will look-as hollow as a Ghoft, 
As dim and meager as an Agues Fit, 
And fo he'll die; and rifing fo again, 
When I fhall meet him in the Court of Heav’h 
I fhall not know him; therefore never, never 
Mutt I behold my pretty drther more. 
Pand. You hold too hainous a refpe@ of Grief, 
Conft. He talks to me that never had a Son. 
K. Philip. You are as fond of Grief, as of your Child, 
Conft. Grief fills the Room up of my abfent Child; 
Lyes in his Bed, walks up and down with me; 
Puts on his pretty Looks, repeats his Words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious Parts; 
Stuffs out his vacant Garments with his Form, 
Then haveI Reafon to be fond of Grief. 
D 4 Fare 
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Fare you well; had you fuch a Lofs as f, 

IT could give better Comfort than you do, 

I will not keep this Form upon my Head, 

When there is fuch Diforder in my Wit. 

O Lord, my Boy, my -drthar, my fair Son; 
My Life, my Joy, my Food, my all the W orld, 


My Widow-Comfort, and my Scrrows Cure. [ Exit. 
K. Philip, 1 fear fome Outrage, and I'll follow her. 
| Exit. 


Lewis, There’s nothing in this World can make me joy. 

Life is as tedious asa twice told Tale, 

Vexing the dull Ear of a drowfie Man; 

And bitter Shame hath {fpoil’d the {weet Words ta{te, 

That it yields nought but Shame and Bitternefs, 
Pand. Before the curing of a itrong Difeafe, 

Even in the Inftant of repair and healch, 

The Fit is ftrongeft: Evils that take Leave, 

On their Departure, moft of ail fhew evil, 

What have you loft by lofing of this Day? 

Lewis. Ail Days of Glory, Joy, and Happinefs, 

Pad. I! you had won it, certainly you had. 

No, no; when Fortune means to Men molt good, 
She looks upon them with a threatning Eye. 

Tis ftrange to think how much King Fobz hath loft 
In this, which he accounts fo clearly won. 

Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his Prifoner 2 

Lewis, As heartily as he is g'ad he hath him. 

Pand. Your Mind is all as youthful as your Blood, 
Now hear me {peak with a prophetick Spirit; 
For even the Breath of what I mean to {peak 
Shall blow each Duft, each Straw, each litle rnb 
Qut of the Path which fhall dire@ly lead 
Thy Foor to Exgland’s Throne: And therefore mark. 
Fohn hath feiz’d Arthur, and it cannot be. 

That whilft warm Life plays in that Infant's Veins, 
The mifplae'd Fohx thould entertain an Hour, 

A Minute, nay one quiet Breath of Reft, 

A Scepter fnatch’d with an unruly Hand, 

Matt be as boy’roufly maintain'd as gain’d, 

And he that ftands upon a flippery Place, 

Makes nice of no vile Hold to flay him up, 
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That Johns may ftand, then -drthur needs muft fall, 
So be it, for it cannot be but fo. 

Lewis. But what thall I gain by young Arthur's fall? 

Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your Wife, 
May then make all the Claim that udrzhar did. 

Lewis, Acd lofe it, Life and all, as Arthur did. 

Pand. How green you are, and freth in this old World? 
Fohn lays you Plots; the Times confpire with you; 

For he thac fteeps his Sacety in trug Blood, 
Shall! find but bi OGY Safe ty and untrue, 

This A& fo evilly born thall cool the Hearts 
Of all his People, and freeze up their Zeal, 
That none fo {mal Advantage fhall ftep forth 
To check his Reign; but they will cherifh it. 
No natural exhalation in the Sky, 

No Scope of Nature, no diftemper’d Day, 
No common Wind, no cuftomed Event, 

But they will pluck away his natural Caufe, 
And call them Meteors, Prodigies, and Signs, 
Abortives, Prefages, and Tongues of Heav’n, 
Plainly denouncing Vengeance upon Foba, 

Lewis, May be he will not touch young Arthur’s. Life, 
But hold himfelf fafe in his Prifonment. 

Pand. O, Sir, when he fhall hear of your Approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already, | 
Even at this News he dies; and then the Hearts 
Of all his People fhall revolt from him, 

And kifs the Lips of unacquainted Change, 

And pick ftrong Matter of Revolt. and Wrath, 

Out of the bloody Fingers Ends of Fobu. 

Methinks I fee this Hurley all on foor; 

And O, what better matter breeds for you, 

Than I have nam’d. The Baflard Fanlconbridge 

Is now in England, ranfacking the Church, 

Offending Charity. If but a dozen French 

Were there in Arms, they would be as a Call 

To train ten thoufand Exglifh to their fide; 

Or, as alittle Snow, tumbled abour, 

Anon becomes a Mountain. O noble Dauphin, 

Go with me to the King, ’tis wonderful, 

What may be wrought out of their Difcontent. 
: | Now 
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1018 The Life and Death 


Now that their Souls are top full of Offence, 
For England go; I will whet on the King. 

Lewis. Strong Reafon makes ftrong Actions; let us go, 
If you fay ay, the King will not fay no. | Exeunt, 
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Enter Hubert azd Executioner. 
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Hub. ¥ YEAT me thefe Irons hot, and look you ftand 
Within the Arras; when | ftrike my Foot 
Upon the Bofom of the Ground, rufh forth , 
And bind the Boy, which you fhall find with me, 
Faft to the Chair: Be heedful; hence, and watch. 
Exe. I hope your Warrant will bear out the Deed! 
Hub. Uncleanly Scruples, fear not you; look to’t. 
Young Lad come forth; I have to fay with you. 
Exter Arthur. 
Arth, Good Morrow, Hubert. 
Hxzb..Good Morrow, little Prince. 
Arth, As little Prince, having fo great a Title 
To be more Prince, as may be. You are fad. 
Hub, Indeed [ have been merrier. 
Arth, Mercy.on me; 
Methinks no Body fhould be fad but I; 
Yet remember when I was in France, . 
Young Gentlemen would be as fad as Night 
Only for Wantonnefs; by my Chriftendom, 
So I were out of Prifon, and kept Sheep, 
{I fhould be as merry as the Day is long: 
And fo I would be here, but that I doubt 
My Uncle praétifes more Harm to me, 
He is afraid of me, and I of him. 
Is it my Fault that I was Geffrey’s Son? 
No indeed is’t not, and I would to Heav’n 
I were your Son, fo you would love me, Hubert. 
Hub. Vf I talk to him, with his Innocent Prate 
He will awake my Mercy, which lyes dead; 
Therefore I will be fudden, and difpatch. | Afide. 


Ath. 
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Arth. Are you fick, Hurbert? you look pale to Day; 
Infooth I would you were a little fick, 

That I might fit all Night and watch with you. 
I warrant I love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His Words do take Pofleffion of my Bofom. 
Read here, young Arthur. How now foolifh Rheume? 
Turning difpitious Torture out of Door?¢ 
I mutt be brief, left Refolution drop 
Out at mine Eyes intender Womanifh Tears, 

Can you not read it? Is it not fair writ ¢ 

Arth, Too fairly, Hubert, for fo foul Effect. 

Mutt you with hot Irons burn out both mine Eyes? 

Hub, Young Boy, I mutt. 

Arth, And will you? 

Hub. And { will. 

rth, Have you the Heart? When your Head did but ake, 
I knit my Handkerchief about your Brows, 

(The beft I had, a Princefs wrought it me) 
And I did never ask it you again; 
And with my Hand, at Midnight held your Head; 
And like the watchful Minutes,, to the Hour, ' 
Still-and anon chear’d up the heavy Time, 
Saying, what lack you? and, where lyes your Grief? 
Or what good Love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor Man’s Son would have lain ftill, 
And ne’er have {poke a loving Word to you: 
But you, at your fick Service had a Prince; 
Nay, you may think my Love was crafty Love, 
And callit Cunning. Do, and if you will, 
If Heav’n be pleas’d, that you mult ufe me ill, 
Why then you muft. Will you put out mine Eyes¢ 
Thefe Eyes, that never did, nor never fhall 
So much as frown on you. 

Hub. I have fworn to do it; 
And with hot Irons muft I burn them out. 

Arth, Ah, none but inthis Iron Age would do it. 
The Iron of it felf, though heat red hot, 
Approaching near thefe Eyes, would drink my Tears, 
And quench their fiery Indignation, 

Even in the Matter of mine Innocence; 
Nay, after that, confume away in Ruft, 
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1020 The Life and Death 


But for containing Fire to harm mine Eye: 
Are you more ftubborn hard, than hammer’d Iron? 
And if an Angel fhould have come to me, 
And told me Azbert fhould put our mine Eyes, 
I would nat have believ’'d him; no Tongue but Hubert’s, 
Hub. Come forth; do as I bid you do, 
Arth. O fave me, Hubert, fave me; my Eyes are out 
Even with the fierce Looks of thefe bloody Men. 
Hub. Give me the Iron I fay, and bind him here. 
“rth, Alas, what need you be fo boifterous rough¢ 
I will not ftruggle, I will itand ftone-ftill. 
For Heav’n fake, Hubert, let me not be bound; 
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive thefe Men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a Lamb. 
I will not ftir, nor wince, nor {peak a Word, 
Nor look upon the Iron angerly : 
Thruft but thefe Men away and I'll forgive you, 
Whatever Torment you do put me to. 
Hub. Go, ftand within; let me alone with him. 
Exe. I am beft pleas’d to be from fuch a Deed. 
rth, Alas, I then have chide away my Friend, 
He hath a {tern Look, but a gentle Heart; 
Let him come back, that his Compaffion may 
Give Life to yours. 
Hub. Come, Boy, prepare your felf. 
rth, Is there no Remedy ¢ 
Hub. None, but to lofe your Eyes, 
Arth, O Heav’n, that there were but a Moth in yours, 
A Grain, a Duft, a Gaat, a wandring Hair, 
Any Annoyance in that precious Senfe; 
Then feeling what {mall things are boifterous there, 
Your vile Intent muft needs feem horrible. 
Hub. Is this your promife? Go too, hold your Tongue, 
Arth. Hubert, the Utterance of a brace of Tongues, 
Muft needs want pleading for a pair of Eyes: 
Let me not hold my Tongue, let me not, Aubert ; 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my Tongue, 
So I may keep mine Eyes. O {pare mine Eyes, 
Though to no ufe, but ftill to look on you. 
Lo, by my troth, the Inftrument is cold, 
And would not-harm me. | 


Hub, 
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Hub. 1 can heat it, Boy. 

Arth. No, in good footh, the Fire is dead with Grief. 
Being create for Comfort, to be us’d 
In undeferv’d Extreams ; fee elfe your felf, 
There is no Malice in this burning Coal, 
The Breath of Heav’n hath blown his Spirit eut, 
And ftrew’d repentant Afhes on his Head. 

Hub. But with my Breath I can revive it, Boy. 

4rth. And if you do, you will but make it bluth, 
And glow with fhame of your Proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your Eyes; 
And, like a Dog that is compell’d to fight, 
Snatch at his Mafter that doth fet him on. 
All things that you fhould ufe to do me wrong 
Deny their Office; only you do lack 
That Mercy which fierce Fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for Mercy, lacking Ufes. 

Hub. Well, fee to live; I will not touch thine Eye 
For all the Treafure that thine Uncle owes: 
Yet am I fworn, and I did purpofe, Boy, 
With this fame very Iron to burn them out. 

Arth © now you look like Hubert. All this while 
You were difguis'd. 

Hub. Peace: No more. Adieu, 
Your Unkle muft not know but you are dead. 
I'll fill thefe- dogged Spies with falfe Reports + 
And, pretty Child, fleep doubtlefs, and fecure, 
That Hubert, for the Wealth of all the World, 
Will not offend thee. 

Arth,. O Heav’n! I thank you, Hubert. 

Hub. Silence, no more; go clofely in with me. 
Much Danger do I undergo for thee. [ Exeunt. 


6G IN 3B Sk 
Enter John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords. 


K. Fohn. Here once again we fit, once again crown’d, 
And look’d upon, I hope, with chearful Eyes. 
Pemb. This once again, but that your Highnefs pleas’d, 
Was once fuperfluous; you were crown’d before, , 
acs An 
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And that high Royalty was ne’er pluck’d off: 
The Faiths of Men, ne’er ftained with Revolt: 
Frefh Expectation troubled not the Land 
With any long’d-for Change, or.better State. 
Sal. Therefore to be poffefs’d with double Pomp, 
To guard a Title that was rich before; 
To gild refined Gold, to paint the Lilly, 
To throw a Perfume on the Violet, 
To fmooth the Ice, or add another Hew 
Unto the Rainbow, or with Taper-Light 
To feek the beauteous Eye of Heav’n to garnifh, 
Is wafteful and ridiculous Excefs, 
Pemb. But that your royal Pleafure muft be done, 
This A& is as an ancient .Tale new told, 
And in the laft repeating troublefome, 
Being urged at a time unfeafonable. 
Sal. In this the antick and well noted Face 
Of plain old Form is much disfigured, 
And like a fhifted Wind unto a Sail, 
It makes the courfe of Thoughts to fetch about, 
Startles and frights Confideration: 
Makes found Opinion fick, and Truth fufpeGed, 
For putting on fo new a fafhion’d Robe. 

Pemb. When Workmen ftrive to do better than well, 
They do confound their Skill in Covetoufnefs, 

And oftentimes excufing of a Fault, 

Doth make the Fault the worfe by the Excufe: 
As Patches fet upon a little Breach, 

Difcredit more in hiding of the Faulr, 

Than did the Fault before it was fo patch’d. 

Sal. To this Effe@, before you were new crown’'d, 
We breath’d our Counfel; but it pleas’d your Highnefs 
To over-bear it, and we are all well pleas’d, 

Since all, and every part of what we would 
Doth make a ftand, at what your Highnefs will. 

K. Fohn. Some Reafons of this double Coronation 
[ have poffeft you with, and think them ftrong, 

And more, more ftrong, then lefs is my Fear 
I fhall endue you with: Mean time, but ask 
What you would have reform’d, that is not well, 
And well fhall you perceive, how willingly — 


Sag 


of King John. 1023 


I will both hear and grant you your Requefts. 
Pemb. Then I, as one that am the Tongue of thefe 

To found the Purpofes of all their Hearts, 

Both for my felf, and them; but chief of all, 

Your Safety; for the which, my felf and them 

Bend their beft Studies ; heartily requeft 

The Infranchifement of Arthur, whof: Reftraint 

Doth move the murmuring Lips of Difcontent 

To break into this dangerous Argument. 

If what in Reft you have, in Right you hold, 

Why then your Fears, which as they fay, attend 

The Steps of Wrong, fhould move you to mew up 

Your tender Kinfman, and to choke his Days 

With barbarous Ignorance, and deny his Youth 

The rich Advantage of good Exercife, 

That the Times Enemies may not have this 

To grace Occafions: Let it be our Suit, 

That you have bid us ask his Liberty, 

Which for our Goods we do no further ask, 

Than, whereupon our Weal on you depending, 

Counts it your Weal; he have his Liberty. 
Enter Hubert. 

K, ‘Fohn. Let it be fo: I do commit his Youth 
To your Direction. Hubert, what News with you? 

Pemb. This is the Man fhould do the bloody Deed: 
He fhew’d his Warrant to a Friend of mine, 

The Image of a wicked heinous Fault 

Lives in his Eye; that clofe Afpect of his, 

Does fhew the Mood of a much troubled Breaft, 
And I do fearfully believe ’tis done, 

What we fo fear’d he hada Charge to do. 

Sal. The Colour of the King doth come and go, 
Between his Purpofe and his Confcience, 

Like Heralds *twixt two dreadful Battels fet: 
His Paffion is fo ripe, it needs muft break. 

Pemb, And when it breaks, I fear will iffue thence 
The foul Corruption of a fweet Child’s Death. 

K. Fohn. We cannot hold Mortality’s ftrong Hand. 
Good Lords, although my Will to give is living, 
The Suit which you demand is gone, and. dead. 

He tells us rrhar is deceas’d to Night. 


Sal. 
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Sal. Indeed we fear’d his Sicknefs was paft cures 

Pemb, Indeed we heard how néar his Death he was, 
Before the Child himielf fele he was fick. 

This muft be anfwer’d either here or hence. 

K. Fohn. Why do you bend fuch folemn Brews on me? 
Think you I bear the Shears of Deftiny ? 

Have I Commandment on the Pulfe of Life2 

Sal. It is apparent foul-play, and ’tis fhame 
That Greatnefs fhould fo grofly offer it: 

So thrive it in your Game, and fo farewel. 

Pemb. Stay yet, Lord Salisbury, ll go with thee, 
And find th’ Inheritance of this poor Child, 

His little Kingdom of a forced Grave, 

That Blood which ow’d the Breath of all this Ifle, 

Three Foot of it doth hold; bad World the while, 

This muft not be thus born, this-will break out 

To all our Sorrows, and exer long I doubt, | Exennts 
Enter Meffenger. 

K. Fobn. They burn in Indignation; I repent: 

There is no fure Foundation fet on Blood; 

No certain Life atchiev’d by others Death. 

A fearful Eye thou haft; where is that Blood * 
That I have feen inhabit in thofe Cheeks 2 

So foul a Sky clears not without a Storm; 

Pour down thy Weather: How goes all in France? 

Mef. From France to England never {uch a Power; 
For any Foreign’ Preparation, 

Was levy'd in the Body of a Land, 

he Copy of your Speed is learn’d by them: 
For when you fhould be told they do Prepare, 
The Tydings come, that they are all arriy’d. 

K. ‘Fohn. Oh where hath our Intelligence been drunk? 
Where hath it flept? Where is my Mother’s Care? 
That fuch an Army fhould be drawn in France, 

And fhe not hear of it2 

Me/, My Liege, her Ear 
Is ftopt with Duft: The firft of April dy*d 
Your noble Mother; and, as I hear, my Lord, 

The Lady Conftance in a frenzie dy’d 
Three Days before; but this from Rumours Tongue 
I idely heard; if true, or falfe, I know not. 


K, Fohn, With-hold thy Speed, dreadful Occafion ; Oo 
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O make a League with me, ’till I have pleas’d 
My difcontented Peers. What? Mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my Eftate in France! 
Under whofe Conduct came thofe Powers of France, 
That chou for Truth giv’ft out are landed here? 
Mef. Under the Dauphin. 
Enter Baftard and Peter of Pomfret. 
K. Fobn. Thou haft made me giddy 
With thefe ill Tidings. Now, What fays the World 
To your ‘Proceedings? Do not feek to ftuff 
My Head with more ill News, for it is full. 
Baft. But if you be afraid to hear the worft, 
Then let the worft unheard fall on your Head. 
K, Fobhn. Bear with me, Coufin; for I was armaz’d 
Under the Tide; but now I breath again 
Aloft the Flood, and can give Audience 
Lo any Tongue, fpeak it of what it will, 
Baft. How I have {ped am ng the Clergy-men, 
The Sums I have colleGed thall expres: 
But as I travell’d hither through the Land, 
I find the People ftrangely fantafied ; 
Poifeft with Rumours, full of idle Dreams, 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of Fear, 
And here’s a Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the Streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his Hee's: 
To whom he fung in rude harfh founding Rhimcs, 
That e’er the next 4/Cenfion-Day at Noon, 
Your Highnefs fhould deliver up your Crown. 
K. Fohn. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didft thou {o 
Peters Fore-knowing that the Truth will fall out fo. 
_ ~K. Fohn. Hubert, away with him; imprifon him, 
And on that Day at Noon, whereon he fayss 
I hall yield up my Crown, let him be hang’d. 
Deliver him to Safety, and returns 
For I muft ufe thee. O my gentle Coufin, 
Hear’{t thou the News abroad, who are arriv’d2 
Baft. The French, my Lord; Mers Mouths are full of 1 
Befides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury, 
With Eyes as red as new enkindled Fire, 
And others more, going to feek the Grave 
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1026 The Life and Death 
Of Arthur, whom they fay is kill’d to Night, on your 
K. Fohn. Gentle Kinfman, go (Suggeltion, 


And thruft thy felf into their Companies, 
I have a Way to win their Loves again: 
Bring them before me. 
Baft. I will feek them out. 
K. Fohn. Nay, but make hafte; the better Foot before. 
O, let me have no Subje&s Enemies, 
When adverfe Foreigners affright my Towns 
With dreadful Pomp of ftout Invafion. 
Be Mercury, fet Feathers to thy Heels, j 
And flie, like Thought, from them to me again. 
Bag. The Spirit of the Time fhall teach me Speed. [ Exit. 
K. John. Spoke like a fprightful Noble Gentleman. 
Go after him; for he perhaps fhall need 
Some Meflenger betwixt me and the Peers, 
And be thou he. 
Mef: With all my Heart, my Liege. | Exit 
K. ‘Fohu. My Mother dead! 
Enter Hubert. 
Hub. My Lord, they fay five Moons were feen to Night: 
Four fixed, and the fitth did whirl about 
The other four, in wondrous Motion. 
K. Fohn. Five Moons ? 
Hub. Old Men and Beldams, in the Streets 
Do prophefie upon it dangeroufly : 
Young 4rthar’s Death is common in their Mouths, 
And when they talk of him, they fhake their Heads, 
And whifper one another in the Ear. 
And he that fpeaks, doth gripe the hearer’s Wrift, 
Whilft he that hears makes fearful A@ion 
With wrinkled Brows, with Nods, with rolling Eyes. 
I faw a Smith ftand with his Hammer, thus, 
The whilft his Iron did on th’ Anvil cool, 
With open Mouth {wallowing a Taylor’s News; 
Who with his Shears, and Meafure in his Hand, 
Standing on Slippers, which his nimble Hafte 
Had falfly thruft upon contrary Feet, 
Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 
That were embatteled, and rank’d in Kez, 
Another lean, unwath’d Artificer, 


Cuts 
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Cuts off his Tale, and talks of Arthur's Death. 

K. Fohn. Why feck’ft thou to poffefs me with thefe Fears? 
Why urgeft thou fo oft young -Arthur’s Death? 

Thy Hand hath murtherd him: I had a mighty Caufe 
To with him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him. 

Hub. No had, my Lord? why did you not provoke me? 

K. John. It is the Curfe of Kings, to be attended 
By Slaves that take their Humours for a Warrant, 

To break the bloody Houfe of Life, 

And on the winking of Authority 

To underftand a Law; to know the Meaning 

Of dangerous Majefty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon Humour, then advis’d Refpect. 

Hb. Here is your Hand and Seal for what I did. 

K. Fohn. Ob, when the laft Account ’twixt Heav’n and 
Is to be made, then fhall this Hand and Seal [ Earth 
Witnefs againft us to Damnation. 

How oft the Sight of Means todo ill Deeds, 
Make Deeds ill done? Hadft not thou been by, 
A Fellow by the Hand of Nature mark’d, 
Quoted, and fign’d to do a Deed of Shame. 
This Murther had not come into my Mind, 
But taking Note of thy abhorred Afpe@, 
Finding thee fit for bloody Villany, 

Apt, liable to be employ’d in Danger, 

{ faintly broke with thee of 4rthur’s Death: 
And thou, to be endeared to a King, 

Made it no Confcience to deftroy a Prince. 

Hub. My Lord. 

K. Fobn. Hadft thou but fhook thy Head, or made a Paufe 
When [ fpake daikly, what I purpofed: 

Or turn’d an Eye of Doubt upon my Face; 
As bid me tell my Tale in exprefs Words, 
Deep Shame had ftruck me dumb, made me break off, 
And thofe thy Fears, might have wrought Fears in me: 
But thou didft underftard me by my Signs, 
And didft in Signs again parley with Sin, 
Yea, without ftop didftlet thy Heart confent, 
And confequently thy rude Hand to a& 
The Deed, which both our Tongues held vile to name. 
Out of my Sight, and never fee me more. 
E 2 My 
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My Nobles leave me, and my State 1s brav’d, 
Even at my Gates, with Ranks of foreign Powers; 
Nay, in the Body of this ficfhly Land, 
This Kingdom, this Confine of Blood, and Breath; 
Hoftility and civil Tumult reigns, 
B-tween my Confcience, and my Coufin’s Death: 
Hub, Arm you againft your other Enemies, 
T’ll make a Peace between your Soul, and you. 
Young 4rthar is alive: This Hand of mine 
Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent Hand, 
Nor painted with the Crimfon Spots of Blood: 
Within this Bofom, never entred yet 
The dreadful Motion of a murderous Thought, 
And you have flander’d Nature tn my Form, 
Which howfoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the Cover of a fairer Mind, 
Than to be Butcher of an Innocent Child. 
K. Fohn. Doth Arthar live? O bafte thee to the Peers; 
Throw this Report on their incenfed Rage; 
And make them tame to their Obedience. 
Forzive the Comment that my Paflion made 
Upon thy Feature, for my Rage was blind, 
And foul Imaginary Eyes of Blood 
Prefented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anfwer not; but to my Clofet bring 
Tae angry Loids, with.all expedient Hafte, 
I conjure thee but flowly: Run more faft, | Exeum 
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SCENE Ul.. A Pyrifon. 


Entcy Arthur on the Walls. 


Arth. The Wall is hizh, and yet will I leap down, 

Good Ground be pitiful, and hurt me not: 

There’s few or none do know me, if they did, 

This Ship-Boy’s $ mblance hath difguis’d me quite. 

I am afraid, and yet I'll venture it. 

1f I get down, and do not break my Limbs, 

I'll find a thoufand Shifts to get away; 

As good to die, and go; asdie, and ftay.  { Leaps dowm 
| Oh 
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Oh me, my Unele’s Spirit is in thefe Stores: 
Heav’n take my Soul, and England take my Bores, [ Dies, 
Enier Pembroke, Salisbury azd Bigot. 
Sal. Lords, [ will mect im at St. Edmonsbury; 

It is our Safery, and we muft embrace 

This gentle Offer of the perilous time. | 
Pemb, Who brought that Letter from the Cardinal 2 
Sal. The Count Azelun, a noble Lord of France, 

Whofe private with me of the Dauphin’s Love, 

Is much more general than thefe Lines import. 

Bigot. To Morrow Morning let us meet him then. 
Sal, Or rather then fet forward, for twill be 
Two long Days Journey, Lords, or c’er we meet. 
Enter Baftard. 
Baft. Once more to Day well met, diftemper’d Lords, 
The King by me requefts your Prefence ftraight. 
Sal. The King hath dipoffeft himfelf of us; 

We will not line his thin beftained Clake 

With our pure Honours; nor attend the Foot 

That leaves the Print of Blood where-e’er it walks, 

Return, and tell him fo: We know the worft [beft. 
Baft. What e’er you think, good Words I think were 
Sal, Our Griefs, and not our Manners, reafon now, __ 
Baft. But there is little Reafon in your Grief, 

Therefore *twere Reafon you had Manners now. 

Pemb. Str, Sir, Impatience hath his Privilege. 

Baft. °Tis true, to hurt his Mafter, no Man elfe. 

Sal. This is the Prifon: What is he lyes here? (Beauty: 

Pemb. Oh Death, mide proud with pare and princely 
The Earth had nota hole to hide this Deed. 

Sal, Marder, as hating what himfelf hath done, 

Doth lay it open ro urge on Revenge. 

Bigot. Or when he doom’d this Beauty to a Grave, 

Found it too precious princely for a Grave. 

Sal, Sir Richard, what think you 2 Have you beheld, 

Or have you read, or heard, or could you think? 

Or do you almoft think, although you fee, 

That you do fee? Could Thought, wichout this Obje&, 

Form fuch another? This is the very Top, 

The Heighth, the Creft, or Creft unto the Creft 

Of Murders Arms; this is the bloodieft Shame, 
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The wildeft Savagery, the vileft Stroak 
That ever wall-ey’d Wrath, or ftaring Rage 
Prefented to the Tears of foft Remorfe. | 
Pemb. All Murders paft, do ftand excus’d in this; 
And this fo fole, and fo unmatchable, 
Shall give a Holinefs, a Purity, 
Tothe yet unbegotten Sin of times; 
And prove a deadly blood-fhed, but a Jeft, 
Exampled by this heinous Spectacle, 
Bajt. Ic is a damned, and a bloody Work, 
The gracelefs Aion of a heavy Hand, 
If that it be the Work of any Hand. 
Sal. If that it be the Work of any Hand, 
We had a kind of Light, what would enfue: 
It is the fhameful Work of Hubert’s Hand, 
The Practife, and the Purpofe of the King: 
From whofe Obedience I forbid my Soul, 
Kneeling hefore this Ruin of {weet Life, 
And breathing to this breathlefs Excellence, 
The Incenfe of a Vows a holy Vow; 
Wever to tafte the Pleafures of the World, 
Never to be infected with Delight, 
Nor converfant with Eafe, and Idlenefs, 
Till I have fet a Glory to this Hand, 
By giving it the Worfhip of Revenge. 
Pemb, Bigo. Our Souls religioufly confirm thy Words. 
Exter Hubert. 
Hub, Lords, I am hot with Hafte, in feeking you; 
Arthur doth live, the King hath fent for you. 
Sal. Oh he is bold, and bluthes not at Death; 
Avant thou hateful Villain, get thee gone. 
dub. T am no Villain. 
Sal. Muft I rob the Law? 
Baft. Your Sword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 
Sal. Not *all I theath it ina Murdcrer’s Skin. 
Hub. Stand back, Lord Salisbury, ftand back, I fay, 
By Heav'n, I think my Sword’s as fharp as yours, 
¥ would not have you, Lord, forget your felf, 
Wor tempt the Danger of my true Defence; 
Left 1, by marking of your Rage, forger 
Your Worth, your Gréatnefs, and’ Nobility, 
Biget, 


of King John. 1031 


Bigot. Out Dunghil, dar’ft thou brave a Nobleman? 
Axb, Not for my Life; but yet I dare defend 
My innocent Life againft an Emperor. 
Sal, Thou ert a Murderer. 
Hub. Do not prove me fo; 
Yet Tam none. Whofe Tongue. foe’er {peaks falfe, 
Not truly fpeaks; who {peaks not truly, lies, 
Pemb. Cut him to Pieces. 
Bajt. Keep the Peace, I fay. 
Sal, Stand by, or I fhall gaul you Faslconbridge. 
Baft. Thou wert better gaul the Devil, Salisbury. 
If thou but frown on me, or ftir thy Foor, 
Or teach thy hafty Spleen to do me Shame, 
I'll ftrike thee dead. Put up thy Sword betime, 
Or I'll fo maul you, and your tofting-Iron, 
That you fhall think the Devil is come from Hell. 
Bigot. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge? 
Second a Villain, and a Murderer? 
Flub, Lord Bigot, I am none. 
Bigot. Who kil’d this Prince? 
Hxb, ’Tis not an Hour fince I left him well: 
I honour’d him, I lov’d him, and will weep 
My Date of Life out, for his fweet Life’s Lofs. 
Sal, Truft not thofe cunning Waters of his Eyes, 
For Villany is not without fuch Rheume; 
And he long traded in it, makes it feem 
Like Rivers of Remorfe and Innocency. 
Away with me, all you whofe Souls abhor 
Th’uncleanly Savour of a Slaughtrer-Houfe, 
For I am (ftifled with the Smell of Sin, 
Bigot. Away toward Bary, to the Dauphin there. 
Pemb.T here tell the King he mayenquire usout,| Ex.Lords. 
Baff. Here’s a good World; knew youofthis fair Work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundlefs Reach of Mercy, 
Ifthou didft this Deed of Death, thou art damn’d, Hybert. 
Hub. Do bit hear me, Sir. 
Bat. Ha2 Vil tell chee what, 
Thou’rt damn’d as black, nay nothing is fo black; 
Thou art more deep damn’d than Prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet fo ugly a Fiend of Hell 
As thou fhalt be, if thou didft kill this Child. 
E4 | Hub, 
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1032 The Life and Death 


Hab, Upon my Soul, 

Baft. If thou didft but confent 
To this moft cruel A@, do but defpair, 

And if thou wanr’ft a Cord, the {malleft Thread 
That ever Spider twifted from her Womb 

Will ferve to ftrangle thee: A Ruth will be a Beam 
To hang thee on: Or would ft thou drown thy felf, 
Put bur a Jittle Water in a Spoon, 

And it fhall be as all the Ocean, 

Enough to {tifle fuch a Villain up. 

I do fufpec thee very grievoufly. 

Hiub. If Lin AG, Confent, or Sin of Thought, 
Be guilty of the flealing that fweet Breath, 
Which was embounded in this beauteous Clay, 
Let Hell want Pains enough to torture me. 

I left him well, 
Ba#. Go, bear him in thine Arms. 
I am amaz’d methinks, and lofe my Wa 
Among the Thorns, and Dangers of this World. 
How eafie doft thou take all Exgiand up; 
From forth this Morfel of dead Royalry? 
The Life, the Right, and Truth of all this Realm 
Is fl:d to Heav’n, end Exgland now is left 
To tug and fcramble, and to part by th’ Teeth 
The unowéd Intcreft of proud fwelling State: 
Now for the bare-pickt Bone of Majefty, 
Dorh dogged War briftle his angry Crett, 
And fnarleth in the gentle Eyes of Peace: 
Now Powers from home, and Difontents at home - 
Meet in one Lire; and vaft Confufion waits, 
As doth a Raven on a fick-fallen Beaft, 
The imminent Decay of wrefted Pomp. 
Now happy he, whofe Cloak and Center can 
Hold out this Tempeft. Bear away that Child, 
And follow me with peed; I'l] to the King: 
A thoufand Bufineffes are brief at Hand, 
And Heav’n jt felf doth frown upon theLand. — [ Exewnt. 


ACT 


of King John. 1034 


ACT! Vsc’ GENE 1 


Enter King John, Pandulph, and Attendants. 


K, sagt AS US I have yielded up into your Hand 
The Circle of my Glory. 
Pond. ‘Take again 
From this my Hand, as hoiding of the Pope, 
Your Soveraign Greatnefs and Authority. 
K. ‘ohn. Now keep your holy Word, go meet the French, 
And from his Holinefs ufe all your Power 
To ftop their Marches ’fore we are enflam’d. 
Our difcontented Counties do revolt; 
Our People quarrel with Obedience, 
Swearing Allegiance, and the love of Soul 
To ftranger-Blood, to foreign Royalty; 
This Inundation of diftemper’d Humour, 
Reits by you only to be qualify’d. 
Then paufe not; for the prefent Time’s fo fick, 
That prefent Med’cine muft be miniftred, 
Or Overthrow incurably infues. | : 
Pand. It was my Breath that blew this Tempeft up, 
Upon your ftubborn Ufage of the Pope: 
But fince you are a gentle Convertite, 
My Tongue fhall huth again this Storm of War, 
And make fair Weather in your bluftring Land. 
On this 4/Cen/ion-Day, remember well, 
Upon your Oath of Service to the Pope, 
Go I to make the French lay down their Arms. | Exit. 
K, Fohn. Is this Afcenfion-Day? Did not the Prophet 
Say, that before .4/cen/ion-Day at Noon, 
My Crown I fhould give off? even fo I have: 
{ did fuppofe it fhould be on Contftraint, 
But, Heav’n be thank’d, it is but voluntary. 
Enter Baftard. 
Boft. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 
But Dover-Caftle: London hath receiv’d, 
Like a kind Hoft, the Damphin and his Powers. 
: Your 
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1034 The Life and Death 


Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer Service to your Enemy; 
And wild Amazement hurries up and down 
The little Number of your doubtful Friends. | 
K. Fohn. Would not my Lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? 
Baf?. They found him dead, and caft into the Streets, 
An empty Casket, where the Jewel of Life 
By fome damn’d Hand was robb’d and ta’en away. 
K. Fohn. That Villain Hubert told me he did live. 
Baft. So on my Soul he did, for ought he knew: 
But wherefore do you droop? Why look you fad? 
Be great in AG, as you have been in Thought: 
Let not the World fee Fear and ‘fad Diftruft 
Govern the Motion of a Kingly Eye; 
Be ftirring as the time, be Fire with Fire; 
Threaten the Threatner, and out-face the Brow 
Of bragging Horror: So fhall inferior Eyes, 
That borrow their Behaviours from the Great, 
Grow great by your Example, and put on 
The dauntlefs Spirit of Refolution. 
Away, and glifter like the God of War 
When he inrendeth to become the Field; 
Shew Boldnefs and afpiring Confidence. 
What, fhall they feek the Lion in his Den, 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there 2 
Oh let it not be faid: Forage, and run 
To meet Difpleafure farther from the Doors, 
And grapple with him e’er he come fo nigh. 
K, Fohn, The Legat of the Pope hath been with me, 
And I have made a happy Peace with him; 
And he hath promis’d to difmifs the Powers 
Led by the Dauphin. 
Bajft. Oh inglorious League: 
Shall we upon the footing of our Land, 
Send fair-play-Orders, and make comprimife, 
Infinuation, Parly, and bafe Truce 
To Arms invafive? Shall a beardlefs Boy, 
A cockred-filken Wanton brave our Fields, 
And fleth his Spirit in a War-like Soil, 
Mocking the Air with Colours idely {pread, 
And 


of King John. 1035 


And find no check? Let us, my Liege, to Arms: 
Perchance the Cardinal cannot make your Peace; 
Or if he do; let it at leaft be faid 
They faw we had a purpofe of defence. 
K. ‘fobn, Have thou the ordering of this prefent time. 
Bajt. Away then with good Courage; yet I know 
Our Party may well meet a prouder Foe. [Exennt. 


pe Cas ge Se mee |S 


Enter, in Arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, Pembroke, 
Bigot, and Soldiers. 


Lewis, My Lord Aelun, let this be copied out, 
And keep it fafe for our remembrance: 
Return the Prefident to thefe Lords again, 
That having our fair Order written down, 
Both they and we, perufing o’er thefe Notes, 
May know wherefore we took the Sacrament, 
And keep our Faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Upon our fides it never fhall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we {wear 
A voluntary Zeal, and an un-urg’d Faith 
To your Proceedings; yet believe me, Prince, 
I am not glad that fuch a Sore of Time 
Should feek a Plaifter by contemn’d Revolt, 
And heal the inveterate Canker of one Wound, 
By making many: Oh it grieves my Soul, 
That I muft draw this Mettle from my Side 
To be a Widow-maker: Oh, and there 
Where honourable Refcue, and Defence, 
Cries out upon the Name of Salisbury. 
But fuch is the Infection of the time, 
That for the Health and Phyfick of our Right, 
We cannot deal but with the very Hand 
Of {tern Injuftice, and confufed- Wrong: 
And is’t not pity, oh my grieved Friends, 
That we, the Sons and Children of this Ifle, 
Were born to fee fo fad an Hour as this, 
Wherein we ftep after a Stranger, march 
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1036 The Life and Death 


Upon her gentle Bofom, and fill up 

Her Enemies Ranks? I muft withdraw and weep 
Upon the {pot of this enforced Caufe, 

Lo grace the Gentfy of a Land remote, 

And follow unacquainted Colours here: 

What here? O Wation that thou couldft remove, 
That Neptuze’s Arms who clippeth thee about, 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thy felf, 
And cripple thee unto a Pagan fhore, 

Where thefe two Chriftian Armies might combine 
The Blood of Malice, in a vein of League, 

And not to {pend it fo un-neighbourly. 

Lewis. A noble Temper doft thou thew in this, 
And great Affections wreftling in thy Bofom | 
Doth make an Earthquake of Nobility. 

Oh what a noble Combate haft thou fought, 

Between Compulfion, and a brave Refped : 

Let me wipe off this honourable Dew, 

That filverly doth progrefs on thy Cheeks: 

My Heart hath melted at a Lady’s Tears, 

Being an ordinary Inundation: 

But this Effufion of fuch Manly Drops, 

This fhowr blown up by tempeft of the Soul, 

Startle mine Eyes, and makes me more amaz’d 

Than had I feen the vaulty top of Heav’n 

Figur’d quite o’er with burning Meteors. 

Lift up thy Brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great Heart heave away this Storm: 

Commend thefe Waters to thofe Baby-eyes 

That never faw the Gyant-world enrap’d, 

Nor met with Fortune, other than at Feafts, 

Full warm of Blood, of Mirth, of Goffipping. 

Come, come, for thou fhalt thruft thy Hand as deep 

Into the Purfe of rich Profperity 

As Lewis himfelf; fo, Nobles, thall you all, 

That knit your Sinews to the ftrength of mine. 
Enter Pandulpho, 

And even there, methinks an Angel {pake, 

Look where the holy Legate comes apace, 

To give us Warrant from the Hand of Heay’n, 

And on our AGions fet the Name of Right 

With 


of King John. 1037 
With holy Breath. 


Pand, Hail, noble Prince of Frawce. 
The next is this: King ‘fobx hath reconcil’d 
Himfelf to Rome, his Spirit is come in, 
That fo ftood out againft the holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and See of Rome: 
Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind ups 
And tame the Savage Spirit of wild War; 
That like a Lion foftered up at Hand, 
It may lye gently at the foot of Peace, 
And be no further harmful than in fhew. 
Lewis. Your Grace fhall pardon me, I will not back: 
I am too high-born to be propertied, 
To be a fecondary at Controul, 
Or ufeful Serving-man, and Inftrument 
To any Soveraign State throughout the World: 
Your Breath farft kindled the dead Coal of Wars, 
Between this chaftis’>d Kingdom and my felf, 
And brought in Matter that fhould feed this Fire; 
And now ’tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that fame weak wind which enkindled it: 
You taught me how to know the face of Right, 
Acquainted me with Intereft to this Land, 
Yea thruft this Enterprize into my Heart, 
And come ye now to tell me Febz hath made 
His Peace with Rome? What is that Peace to me? 
I, by the Honour of my Marriage-bed, 
After young -4rthur, claim this Land for mine; 
And now it is half conquer’d, muft I back, 
Becaufe that ‘Zohn hath made his Peace with Rome ? 
Am I Rome’s Slave? What Penny hath Rome born? 
What Men provided? What Munition fent 
To under-prop this Action? Is’t not I 
That under-go this Charge? Who elfe but I, 
And fuch as to my Claim are liable, 
Sweat in this Bufinefs, and maintain this War2 
Have [ not heard thefe Iflanders fhout out 
Vive le Roy, as I have bank’d their Towns? - 
Have I not here the beft Cards for the Game 
To-win this eafie Match, plaid for a Crown? 
And fhall I now give o’er the yielded Set? = 
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1038 The Life and Death 


No, no; on my Soul it fhall never be faid. | 
Pand. You look but on the out-fide of this Work. 
Lewis, Out-fide or in-fide, I will not return 

‘Till my Attempt fo much be glorified, 

As to my ample Hope was promifed, 

Before I drew this gallant head of War; 

And cull’d thefe fiery Spirits from the World 

Lo out-look Conqueft, and to win Renown | 

Even in the Jaws of Danger, and of Death: [ Trumpet founds. 

What lufty Trumpet thus doth fummon us? 

Enter Baftard. 

Baft. According to the fair-play of the World, 
Let me have Audience: I am fent to fpeak: 

My holy Lord of AZilain, from the King 

I come, to learn how you have dealt for him: 

And as you anfwer, I do know the Scope 

And warrant limited unto my Tongue. 

Pand. Uhe Dauphin is too wilful, oppofite, 

And will not temporize with my Entreaties: 

He flatly fays, he'll not lay down his Arms, 

Bajt. By all the Blood that ever Fury breath'd, 
The Youth fays well. Now hear our Engli fb King, 
For thus his Royalty doth fpeak in me: 

He is prepar’d, and Reafon too he fhould. 

This apifh and unmannerly Approach, 

This harnefs’d Mask, and unadvifed Revel, 

This unheard Sawcinefs and boyifh Troops, 

The King doth fmile at, and is well-prepar’d 

Lo whip this dwarfith War, thefe Pigmy Arms 
From out the Circle of his Territories. 

That Hand which had the ftrength, even at your Door, 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch, 

To dive like Buckets in concealed Wells, 

To crouch in Litter of your Stable Planks, 

To lye like Pawns, lock’d up in Chefts and Trunks, 
To hug with Swine, to feek fweet fafety out 

In Vaults and Prifons, and to thrill and fhake, 
Even at the crying of your Nation’s Crow, 
Thinking his Voice an armed Engli fb Man; 

Shall that vi@erious Hand be feebled here, 

That in your Chambers gave you Chaftifement 2 


No; 
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No; know the gallant Monarch is in Arms, 
And'like an Eagle, o’er his aiery Tower, 
To foufe Annoiance that comes near his Neft; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Reyolts, 
You bloody Nero’s ripping up the Womb 
Of your dear Mother-Exgland, bluth for fhame: 
For your own Ladies, and pale-vifag’d Maids, 
Like Amazons, come tripping after Drums: 
Their Thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Needles to Lances, and their gentle Hearts 
To fierce and bloody Inclination. 
Lewis. There end thy Brave, and turn thy Face in Peace; 
We grant thou canft out-fcold us; fare thee well : 
We hold our time too precious to be {pent 
With fuch a Babler. 
Pand. Give me leave to {peak. 
Baft. No,’I will {peak. 
Lewise We will attend to neither : 
Strike up the Drums, and let the Tongue of War 
Plead for our Intereft, and our being here. 
Baft. Indeed your Drums being beaten; will cry out? 
And fo fhall you, being beaten; do but ftart 
An eccho with the Clamour of thy Drum, 
And even at hand, a Drum is ready brac’d, 
That fhall reverberate all, as loud as thine. 
Sound but another, and another fhall, 
As loud as thine, rattle the Welkin’s Ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth’d Thunder; for at hand 
(Not trufting to this halting Legate here, 
Whom he hath us’d rather for {port than need) 
Is warlike ohn; and in his Forehead fits 
A bare-rib’d Death, whofe Office is this Day 
To feaft upon whole thoufands of the Frexch. 
Lewis. Strike up our Drums, to find this danger out. 
Baft. And thou fhalt find it, Dasphin, do not doubt. 
| Exeunt. 
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1040 The Life and Death 


See TON BE TE, 
Alarms. Enter King John and Hubert. 


K. Fohn. How goes the Day with us? Oh tell me, Hubert. 

Hub. Badly, I fear; how fares your Majefty 2 

K. ‘fohn. This Feaver that hath troubled me {o long, 
Lyes heavy on me: oh, my Heart is fick. 


Enter 4 Meffenger. 

Mef, My Lord, your valiant Kinfman, Faulconbridge, 
Defires your Majefty to leave the Field, 
And fend him word by me, which way you go. 

K. Fohn. Tell him, toward Swinffed, to the Abby there, 

Me. Be of good Comfort: For the great Supply, 
That was expected by the Dasphix here, 
Are wrack’d three Nights ago on Goodwin Sands. 
This News was brought to Richard but even now, 
The Fresch fight coldly, and retire themfelves. 

K. Fohn. Ay me, this Tyrant Feaver burns me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good News. 
Set on toward Swinfted; to my Litter ftreight, 
Weaknefs poffeffeth me, and I am faint. | Exennt, 
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SCENE - IV. 


Enter Salisbury, ‘Pembroke and Bigot. 


Sal. I did not think the King fo ftor’d with Friends. 


Pemb. Up once again; put Spirit in the French : 
If they mifcarry, we mifcarry too, 


Sal. That mif-begotten Devil, Faulconbridge, 
In {pight of {pight, alone upholds the Day. 


Pemb, They fay King John, fore fick, hath left the Field. 
Enter Melun wounded. 
Melun. Lead me to the Revolts of England here. 


Sal. When we were happy, we had other Names, 
Pemb. It is the Count Melun, ee 


Sal. Wounded to Death. 


aoe Melum 
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Melun. Fly, noble Exgli fb, you are bought and fold, 
Unthread the rude Eye of Rebellion, 
And welcome home again difcarded Faith, 
Seek out King Fohn, and fall before his Feet: 
For if the French be Lords of this loud Day, 
Fle means to recompence the Pains you take, 
By cutting off your Heads; thus hath he fworn, 
And I with him, and many more with me, 
Upon the Altar at St, Edmondsbury, 
Even on that Altar, where we fwore to you 
Dear Amity, and everlafting Love. 
Sal, May this be poflible 2 May this be true 2 
Melun. Have I not hideous Death within my View, 
Retaining but a quantity of Life, 
Which bleeds away, even as a Form of Wax 
Refolveth from his Figure gainit the Fire 2 
What in the World fhould make me now deceive, 
Since I muft lofe the ufe of al} deceit 2 
Why fhould I then be falfe, fince It is true 
That I muft die here, and live hence, by truth2 
I fay again, if Lewis do win the Day, 
Fe 1s forfworn if e’er thofe Eyes of yours 
Behold another Day break in the Eaft: 
But even this Night, whofe black contagious Breath 
Already fmoaks about the burning Creft 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sun, 
Even this ill Night, your breathing fhall expire, 
Paying the Fine of rated Treachery, 
Even with a treacherous Fine of al] your Lives: 
If Lewis, by your affiftance win the Day. 
Commend me to one Flubert, with your King ; 
The Love of him, and this refpect befides, 
For that my Grandfire was an Exgli fhman, 
Awakes my Confcience to confefs all this, 
‘In lieu whereof, I Pray you bear me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field; 
Where I may think the remnant of my Thoughts 
In peace; and part this Body and my Soul, 
With Contemplation, and devout Defires. 
Sal. We do believe thee, and befhrew my Soul, 
But I do love the favour, and the form 
Vou. III. F Of 
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LO42 The Life and Death 


Of this moft fair Occafion, by the which 

We will untread the fteps of damned flight, 

And like a bated and retired Flood; 

Leaving our Ranknefs, and irregular Courfe, 

Stoop low within thofe Bounds we have o’er-look'd, 
And calmly run on in Obedience, 

Evento our Ocean, to our great King ‘ohn. 

My Arm {hall give thee help to bear thee hence, 

For I do fee the cruel Pangs of Death 
Right in thine Eye. Away, my Friends, new flight, 
And happy newnefs that intends old right. | Exeunt. 


SC E Nay: 


Enter Lewis and his Train. 


Lewit. The Sun of Heav’n, methought, was loth to fet; 
But ftaid, and made the\ Weftern Welkin bluth, 
When Englifh meafure backward their own Ground 
In faint retire: Oh bravely came we off, 
When with a Volley of our needlefs fhot, 
After fuch bloody Toil, we bid good Night, 
And woon’d our tott’ring Colours clearly up, 
aft in the Field, and almoft Lerds of it. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Meff. Where is my Prince, the Dauphin ? 

Lewis, Here, what News? - 

Meff. The Count Adelux is flains the Engli/h Lords 
By his Perfwafion are at length fall’n off, 
And your Supply, which you have with’d fo long, 
Are caft away, and funk on Goodwin Sands. 3 

Lewis. Ah foul fhrew’d News. Befhrew thy very Heart: 
I did not think to be fo fad to Night 
As this hath made me. Who was he that faid 
King ohn did fly an Hour or two before 
The ftumbling Night did part our weary Powers 

Meff; Who ever {poke it, it is true, my Lord. 

Lewis. Well; keep good Quarter, and good care to Night, 
The Day thall not be up fo foon as I, 
‘fo try the fair Adventure of to Morrow. [ Exeunt. 


; § CENE 
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Enter Baftard and Hubert Severally. 


Hub, Who's there? Speak, hoa, {peak quickly, or I thoot. 
Baft. A Friend, What art thou 2 
Hub. Of the part of England, 
Bajfi. Whither doft thou go? 
Hub. What's that to thee2 
Why may not I demand of thine Affairs, 
As well as thou of mine2 
Baft. Hubert, I think. 
Hub. Thou haft a perfe& Thought : 
I will upon all hazards well believe 
Thou art my Friend, that know’ft my Tongue fo well:) 
Who art thou? 
Baft. Who thou wilt; and if thou pleafe 
Thou may’ft be-friend me fo much, as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 
flue. Unkind Remembrance; thou, and endlefs Night, 
Fiave done me fhame; brave Soldier, pardon me, . 
That any accent breaking from thy Tongue, 
Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine Ear, 
Baft, Come, come; [ans complement, what News abroad? 
Hub. Why here walk I, in the black Brow of Night, 
To find you out, 
Baft. Brief then; and what’s the News? 
fluo. O my {weet Sir, News fitting to the Night, 
Black, fearful, comfortlefs, and horrible. 
Bajz. Shew me the very Wound of this ij] News, 
fam no Woman, I'll not fwoon at It. 
Hub. The King I fear is poifon’d by a Monk, 
f left him almoft fpeechlefs, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this Evil, that you might 
The better arm you to the fudden time, 
Than if you had at leifure known of this. 
Baft. How did he take it2 Who did tafte to him2 
fin. A Monk, I tell you, a refolved Villain, 
Whofe Bowels fuddenly burft out s the King 
Yet {peaks, and peradventure may recover. 
F 


a Baft. 
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1044 The Life and Death 


Bajt. Who didft thou leave to tend his Majefty? 
Hiab. Why, know you not 2 The lords are all come back, 
And prought rrince Henry in their Company, 


ey 7 OF ced atk avrdan’da tt 
AC whore req eft the King hath paragon atnem, 


And they are all about his Majefty. 


ti Gil 
" xy ’ ’ , ‘_ . : : 
Haff Wothn<hoid thine inats nation, mighty Heav Ny 
pe t us not to bear above our Power. 


has. Hyhert, half my Power this Night 


BAS 


aus 9 4. aaasa 
3 me c ‘ a “» ™* o “SA 
fe Flats, are taken by the Tide, 
; Beak Oe % 
fe T.incoln~Wathes have devoured them; 


My felf, well mounted, have efcap d. 
dame 
Away before: Condu& me to the King, 


¥ doubt he will be dead, or e’er 1 come. [ Exeunt. 


§ G-E-N..E.., Vib 


Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury and Bigot, 


Henry. It is too late, the Life of all his Blood 
Is touch’d corruptibly; and his pure Brain, 
Which fome fuppofe the Soul’s frail dwelling Houfe, 
Doth, by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Foretel the ending of Mortality. 
Enter Pembroke. 
Pemb. His Highnels yet doth fpeak, and holds belief, 
That being brought into the open Ar, . 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell Poifon which aflaileth him. 
Henvy. Let him be brought into the Orchard here; 
Deth he ftill rage? 
Pemb. He is more patient 
Than when you left him; even now he fung. 
Henry. Oh vanity of Sieknefs, fierce Extreams 
In their continuance will not feel rhemfelves. 
Death having prey’d upon the outward parts 
Leaves them invifible, and her Siege 1s now 
Againft the Wind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many Legions of ftrange Fantafies, 
Which in their throng and prefs to that laft hold, 
Confound themfelves, *Tis firange that death fhould fing: 
= bias ee I 


#, 
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I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan; 
Who chaunts a doleful Hymn to his own Death, 
And from the Organ-pipe of frailty fings 
His Soul and Body to their lafting reft. 
Sal. Be of good comfort, Prince, for you are born 
To fet a form upon that indigeft 
Which he hath left fo fhapelefs and fo rude, 
King John brought in. 
K. Fohn. 1 marry now my Soul hath Elbow-room, 
It would not out at Windows, nor at Doors, 
There is fo hot a Summer in my Bofom, 
That all my Bowels crumble up to Duft: 
Y am a f{cribled Form drawn with a Pen, 
Upon a Parchment, and againft this fire do I thrink UD. 
Henry. How fares your Majefty 2 
K, “fobhn. Poifon’d, ill fair: Dead, forfook, caft off, 
And none of you will bid the Winter come 
To thruft his Icy Fingers in my Maw; 
Nor let my Kingdoms Rivers take their courfe 
Through my burn’d Bofom: Nor intreat the North 
To make his bleak Winds kifs my parched Lips, 
And comfort me with cold. _ I do not ask you much, 
I beg cold Comfort; and you are fo ftraight 
And fo ungrateful, you deny me thar. 
flenry. Oh that there were fome Virtue in my Tears, 
That might relieve you. 
K. ‘Fohn. The Salt of them is hot. 
Within me is a Hell, and there the Poifon 
Is, as a Fiend; confin’d to tyrannize, 
On unrepreevable condemned Blood. 
Enter Baftard. 
Ba. Oh, T am fealded with my violent Motion 
And Spleen of fpeed to fee your Majefty. 
K. Fohn. Oh Coufin, thou art come to fet mine Eyes 
The tackle of my Heart is crackt and burnt, 
And turned to one Thread, one little Hair: 
My Heart hath one poor String to ftay it by, 
Which holds bur ’rj!! thy News be uttered, 
And then all this thou feeft, is but a Clod, 
And module of confounded Royalty, 


F 5 Baff. 
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1046 The Life and Death 


Bat. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, _ 
Where Heav’n he knows how we fhall anfwer him. 
For in a Night the beft part of my Powers 
As I upon advantage did remove, 

Were in the Wathes all, unwarily, : 
Devoured by the unexpeéted Flood. | The King dies. 

Sal: You breath thefe dead News in as dead an Ear; 
My Liege, my Lord; but now a King, now thus. 

Henry. Even fo muft I run on, and even fo ftop. 
What furety of the World, what hope, what flay, 
When this was now a King, and now is Clay ¢ 

Baj?. Art thou gone fo? I do but ftay behind 
To do the Office for thee, of Revenge, 

And then my Soul fhall wait on thee to Heav’n, 

As it on Earth hath been thy Servant ftill. 

Now, now you Stars, that move in your right Spheres, 
Where be your Powers? Shew now your mended Faiths, 
And inftantly return with me again, 

To pufh Deftruction, and perpetual Shame 

Out of the weak Door of our fainting Land: 

Straight let us feek, or ftraight we fhall be fought, 

The Dauphin rages at our very Heels. 

Sal. It feems you know not then fo much as we: 
The Cardinal Pazdulph is within at reft, 

Who half an hour fince came from the Daxphin, 
And brings from him fuch Offers of our Peace, 
As we with Honour and Refpect may take, 
With purpofe prefently to leave this War. 

Baft. He will the rather do it, when he fees 
Our felves well finewed to our Defence. 

Sal. Nay, “tis ina manner done already, 

For many Carriages he hath difpatch’d 

To the Sea-fide, and put his Caufe and Quarrel 
To the difpofing of the Cardinal, 

With whom your felf, my felf, and other Lords, 
If you think meet, this Afternoon. will poft, 

Lo confummate this bufinefs happily. 

Baft. Let it be fo; and you, my noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beft be fpar’d, 

Shall wait upon your Father’s Funeral. 
Fienry. 
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Henry. At Worcefter mult his Body be interr’d, 
For fo he will’d it. 

Baft. Thither thall it then, 

And happily may your {weet felf put on 
The lineal State, and glory of the Land, 
To whom with all fubmiflion on my Knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful Services, 

And true Subjection everlaftingly. 

Sal, And the like tender of our Love we make, 
To reft without a Spot for evermore. 

Henry. I havea kind Soul that would give you thanks, 
And knows not how to do it but with Tears. 

Baft. Oh let us pay the time but'needful Wo, 
Since it hath been before hand with our Griefs. 
This Exgland never did, nor never fhall 
Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 

But when it firft did help to wound it felf. 

Now, thefe her Princes are come home again, 

Come the three Corners of the World in Arms; 

And we fhall fhock them: Nought fhall make us rue; 

If England to it felf do reft but true, LExennt omnes. 
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Dramatis Perfone. 


ING Richard the Second. 
Duke of York. : 

John of Gaunt, Duke of > Unkles to the King. 
Lancafter. 

Bullingbroke, Sow to John of Gaunt, afterwards 
King Henry the Fourth. 

Aumerle, Son to the Duke of York. 

Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 

Earl of Salisbury: 

Bufhy, as 

Bagot, . Servants to King Richard. 

Greens 

Earl of Northumberland, }' 

Percy, Sox to Northum- : 
berland, & Friends to Bullingbroke. 

Rofs, 

Be j 

aged a oe ae , Friends to King Richard. 

Fitzwater, 

Surrey, ¢ Lords in the Parliament. 

Abbot of Weftminfter, 

Sir Pierce of Exton. 





Queen to King Richard. 
Dutchefs of Gloucefter. 
Dutchefs of York. 

Ladies attending on the Queen. 


Two Gardjiners, Keeper, Meffenger and other 
Attendants. 


SCENE, ENGLAND. 
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Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other 
Nobles and Attendants. 


KING RICHARD. 


giL D ‘Fohn of Gaunt, time honour’dLancaffer, 
3} Haft thou, according to thy Oathand Band, 
fa \it Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold Son, 
Giigy/7| Here to make good the boifterous late Ap- 
: peal, 
Which then our Leifure would not let us hear, 
Againft the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

Gaunt. \ have, my Liege. 

K. Rich. Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him, 
If he appeal the Duke on ancient Malice, 
Or worthily, asa good Subje& fhould, 
On fome known ground of Treachery in him2 

Gaunt. As near as X could fift him on that Argument, 
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1o52 the Life and Death 


On fome apparent Danger feen in him, : 

Aim’d at your Highnefs, no inveterate Malice. 
K. Rich. Then call them to our Prefence, Face to Face, 

And frowning Brow to Brow, our felves will hear 

Th’ Accufer, and the accufed freely {peak ; 

High ftomach’d are they both, and full of Ire, 

In Rage, deaf as the Sea; hafty as Fire. 

| Exter Bullingbroke ana Mowbray. 

Bulling. Many Years of happy Days befal 

My gracious Soveraign, my moft loving Liege. 
Mowb. Each Day ftill better others Happinefs ; 

Until the Heav’ns envying Earth’s good Hap, 

Add an immortal Title to your Crown. 
K. Rich. We thank you both, yet one but flatters us, 

As well appeareth by the Caufe you come; 

Namely, to appeal each other of high Treafon. 

Coufin of Hereford, what doft thou objec 

Againft the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 
Bulling. Firft Heaven be the Record to my Speech; 

In the Devotions of a Subjeé’s Love, 

Tendring the precious Safety of my Prince, 

And free from other mif-begotten Hate, 

Come I Appealant to this princely Prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray do I turn to thee, 

And mark my greeting well; for what I fpeak, 

My Body fhall make good upon the Earth, 

Or my divine Soul anfwer it in Heav’ns 

Thou art a Traitor and a Mifcreants 

Too good to be fo, and too bad too live. 

Since the more fair and cryftal is the Sky, 

The uglier feem the Clouds that in it fly: 

Once more, the more to aggravate the Note, 

With a foul Trattor’s Name ftuff I thy Throats 

And with, fo pleafe my Soveraign, e’er I move, 

What my Tongue fpeaks,my right drawn Sword may provéi 
Mowb, Let not my cool Words here accufe my Zeal; 

Tis not the Trial of a Woman’s War, s. 

The bitter Clamour of two eager Tongues, 

Can arbitrate this Caufe betwixt us twain: 

The Blood is hot that muft be cool’d for this; + 

Yet can I not of fuch tame Patience boaft; 
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As to be hufht, and nought at all to fay. 

Firft the fair Reverence of your Highnefs curbs me, 
From giving Reins and Spurs to my free Speech, 
Which elfe would poft, until it had return’d 
Thefe Terms of Treafon doubly down his Throat. 
Setting afide his high Blood’s Royalty, 

And let him be no Kinfman to my Liege, 

I do defie him, and I fpit at him, 

Call him a flanderous Coward, and a’ Villain; 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 

And meet him, were I tide to run a-foor, 

Even to the frozen’ Ridges of the Alps, 

Or any other Ground inhabitable, 

Where-cver Exglifbman durft fet his Foot; 

Mean time, let this defend my Loyalty, 

By all my Hopes moft fafly doth he lie. 

Bulling. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my Gage, 

Difclaiming here the Kindred of a King, 

And lay afide my high Blood’s Royalty, 

Which Fear, not Reverence, makes thee to except; 
If guilty Dread hath left thee fo much Strength, 
As to take up mine Honour’s Pawn, then ftoop. 

By that, and all the Rights of Knighthood elfe, 
Will I make good againft thee Arm to Arm, 

What I have fpoken, or thou canit devife, 

Mowb, I take it up, and by that Sword I fwear, 
Which gently laid my Knighthood on my Shoulder, 
Pil anfwer thee in any fair Degree, 

Or Chivalrous defign of knightly Trial ; 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be Traitor, or unjuftly fight. 

K. Rich, What doth our Coufin lay to Mowbray’'s Charge? 
It muft be great that can inherit us, 

So much as of a Thought of ill in him, 

Bulling. ‘Look what I faid, my Life fhall prove it true, 
That Adowbray hath receiv’d eight thoufand Nobles, 
In name of Lendings for your Highne/s Soldiers, 
The which he hath detain’d for lewd Imployments; 
Like a falfe Traitor and injurious Villain ; 

Befides, I fay, and will in Battel prove, 
@r here, or elfewhere, to the furtheft Verge 


That 
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1054 The Life and Death 


That ever was furvey’d by Exgl/h Eye; 

That all the Treafons for thefe eighteen Years, 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, 

Fetcht from falfe AZowbray their firft Head and Spring, 
Further I fay, and further will maintain 
_Upon his ‘bad Life, to make all this good, 

That he did plot the Duke of Glouce/fer’s Death, 
Suggeft his foon believing Adverfaries, 

And confequently, like a Traitor Coward, 

Sluc’d out his innocent Soul through Streams of Blood; 
Which Blood, like facrificing _4bel’s cries, 

Even from the tonguelefs Caverns of the Earth, 

To me for Juftice, and rough Chaftifement ; 

And by the glorious worth of my Defcent, 

This Arm fhall do it, or this Life be fpent. 

K. Rich. How high a pitch his Refolution foars. 
Thomas of Norfolk, what fay’ft thou to this? 

Mowb, O \et my Soveraign turn away his Face, 
And bid his Ears a little while be deaf, 

Till I have told this Slander of his Blood, 
How God and good Men hate fo foul a Liar. 

K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our Eyes and Ears, 
Were he my Brother, nay, our Kingdom’s Heir, 
As he is but my Father’s Brother’s Son; 

Now by my Scepter’s awe, I make a Vow, 
Such neighbour-nearnefs to our facred Blood, 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 
The unftooping Firmnefs of my upright Soul. 
He is our Subject, Adowbray, fo art thou, 
Free Speech and fearlefs I to thee allow. 

Mowb. Then, Bullingbroke, as low as to thy Heart, 
Through the falfe Paflage of thy Throat, thou lieft: 
Three parts of that Receipt I had for Callice, 

Disburft I to his Highnefs Soldiers; 
The other part referv’d I by confent, 
For that my Soveraign Liege was in my. Debt, 
Upon remainder of a dear Account, 
Since laft I went to France to fetch his Queen: 
Now {wallow down that Lie. For Gloucefter’s Death; 
I flew him not; but, to mine own Difgrace, 
Neglected my fworr Duty in that Cafe. 
Fer 
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For you, my noble Lord of Laxcafter, 
The honourable Father to my Foe, 
Once I did lay an Ambuth for your Life, 
A Trefpafs that doth vex my, grieved Soul; 
But eer I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 
I did confefs it, and exactly bege’d 
Your Grace’s Pardon; andi hope I had it. 
This is my Fault; as for the reft appeal’d, 
It iffues from the Rancor of a Villain; 
A Recreant and moft dangerous Traitor, 
Which in my felf I boldly will defend, 
And interchangeably hurle down my Gage, 
Upon this overweening Traitor’s Foot, 
To prove my felf a loyal Gentleman, 
Even in the beft Blood chamber’d in his Bofom. 
In hafte whereof moft heartily I pray 
Your Highnefs to aflign our Trial-Day. 
K, Rich. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen, be rul’d by me; 
Let's purge this Choler without letting Blood: 
This we prefcribe, though no Phyfician. 
Deep Malice. makes too deep Incifion. 
Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed, 
Our Doctors fay, this is no time bleed. 
Good Uncle, let this end where it begun, 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your Son. 
Gaunt. To be a Make-peace fhall become my Age; 
Throw down, my Son, the Duke of Norfolk’s Gage. 
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 
Gaunt. When Harry, when? Obedience bids, 
Obedience bids, I fhould not bid again, 
K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid;there is no boot, 
Mob, My {elf I throw, dread Soveraign, at thy Foot. 
My Life thou fhalt command, but not my Shame; 
The one my Duty owes; but my fair Name, 
Defpight of Death that lives upon my Grave, 
To dark Difhonours ufe, thou fhalt not have. 
I am difgrac’'d, impeach’d, and baffl’d here, 
Pierc’d to the Soul, with Slanders venom’d Spear. 
The which no Blame can cure, but his Heart Blood 
Which breath’d this Poifon. 
K. Rich, Rage muft be withftood: 
Give 
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1056 The Life and Death 


Give me his Gage: Lions make Leopards tame. 
Mowb. Yea,'but not change his Spots: Take but my Shame; 
And I refign my Gage.. My dear, dear Lord, 
The pureft Treafure mortal times afford, 
Is fpotlefs Reputation; that away, 
Men are but guilded Loam, or painted Clay. 
A. Jewel in a ten-times barr’d up Cheit, 
Is a bold Spirit in a Loyal Breaft. 
Mine Honour is my Life; both grow in ene: 
Take Honour from me, and my Life is done. 
Then, dear my Liege, mine Honour let me try, 
In that I live, and for that willI die. 
K, Rich, Coufin, throw down your Gage; do you begin. 
Balling. Ol Heav’n defend my Soul from fuch foul Sin, 
Shall I feem Creft-fall’n in my Father's Sight, 
Or with pale beggar’d Fear impeach my hight 
Before this out-dar'd Baftard? E’er my Tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble Wrong, 
Or found fo bafe a Parle, my Teeth fhall tear 
The flavifh Motive of recanting Fear, 
And fpit it bleeding in his high Difgrace, 
Where Shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray’s Face. 
: [Exit Gaunt, 
K. Riche We were not born to fue, but to command, 
Which fince we cannot do to make you Friends, 
Be ready, as your Lives fhall anfwer it, 
At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert’s Day ; 
here fhall your Swords and Lances arbitrate 
The {welling Difference of you fettled Hate: 


‘Since we cannot attone you, you fhall fee 


Jultice defign the Victor’s Chivalry. 
Lord Marflal command our Officers at Arms, 
Be ready to direct thefe home Alarms. | Exeunt. 


8G be N+ HF. 


Enter Gaunt, and Dutchefs of Gloucefter. 


Gaant. Alas, the part I had in Glo’fer’s Blood, 
Doth more follicit me than your Exclaims, 
‘. : | To 
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To ftir againft the Butchers of his Life. 
3ut fince Correction lyeth in thofe Hands 
Which made the Fault that we cannot corre@ 
Put we our Quarrel to the Will of Heav’n: 
Who when they fee the Hours ripe on Earth, 
Will rain hot Vengeance on Offenders Heads. 
Dutch. Finds Brotherhood in thee no fharper Spur 2 
Hath Love in thy old Blood no living Fire? 
Edwara’s feven Sons, whereof thy felf art one, 
Were as feven Vials of his facred Blood; 
Or feven fair Branches fpringing from one Root: 
Some of thofe feven are dry’d by Nature’s Courfe; 
Some of thofe Branches by the Deftinies cut: 
But Thomas, my dear Lord, my Life, my Glo'/ter; 
One Vial full of Edward’s facred Blood, 
One flourifhing Branch of his moft Royal Root, 
Is crack’d, and all the precious Liquor {pilt ; 
Is hackt down, and his Summer Leaves al} faded 
$y Fenvy’s Hand, and Murder’s Bloody Axe. 
Ah Gaszt! his Blood was thine; that Bed, that Womb, 
That Mettle, that felf-Mould that fathion’d thee, 
Made him a Man; and though thou liy’ft and breath'it, 
Yet art thou flain in him; thou doft confent 
In fome large Meafure to thy Father’s Death; 
In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die, 
Who was the Mode} of thy Father’s Life, 
Call it not Patience, Gawut, it is Defpair ; 
In fuffering thus thy Brother to be flaughter’d, 
Thou fhew’ft the naked Pathway to thy Life, 
Teaching ftern Murther how to butcher thee, 
That which in mean Men, we intitle Patience, 
{s pale cold Cowardife in noble Breafts, 
hat fhall I fay? to fafeguard thine own Life, 
The beft way is to venge my Glo /fer’s Death. 
Gaunt. Heav’n’s is the Quarrel; for Heay’n’s Subftitute, 
His Deputy anointed in his Sight, 
Flath caus’d his Death; the which if wrongfully 
Let Heav’n revenge, for I may never lift 
An angry Arm againft his Minifter. 
Dutch. Where then, alas, may I complain my felf? 
Gaunt. Vo Heay’n, the Widow’s Champien and defence. 
Vox. Ill, G Datch. 
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1058 The Life and Death 


Dutch. Why then I will: Farewel; old Gaznt; 
Thou go'ft to Coventry, there to behold 
Our Coufin Hereford and fell Afowbray fight. 
O fit my Husband’s Wrongs on Herefora’s Spears 
That it may enter Butcher ALowbray’s Breaft: 
Or if Misfortune mifs the firft Career, 
Be Afowbray’s Sins fo heavy in his Bofom, 
That they may break his foaming Courfer’s Back, 
And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 
A Caytiff recreant to my Coufin Hereford. 
Farewel, old Gaunt; thy fometimes Brother’s Wife, 
With her Companion Grief, mutt end her Life. 
Gaunt. Sifter, farewel; I muft to Coventry. 
As much good ftay with thee, as go with me. 
Dutch. Yetone Word more; Grief boundeth where it falls, 
Not with the empty hollownefs, but weight: 
I take my Leave, before I have begun; 
For Sorrow ends not, when it feemeth done. 
Commend me to my Brother, Eward York, 
Lo, thisis all; nay yet depart not fo, 
Though this be all, do not fo quickly go; 
I thall remember more. Bid him——— oh, what? 
With all good Speed at Plafhie vifit me. 
Alack, and what fhall good old York there fee, 
But empty Lodgings, and unfurnifh’d Walls, 
Un-peopl’d Offices, untrodden Stones? 
And what hear there for Welcome, but my Groans 
Therefore commend me, Iet him not come there 
To feek out Sorrow that dwells every where; 
Defolate, defolate will I hence, and die; 
The laft Leave of thee, takes my weeping Eye. | Exewnt. 


S G2 NE A 


Enter. Mar fhal and Aumerle. 


Mar. My Lord Awmerle, is Harry Hereford arm’d? 
Aum. Yea, at all Points, and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The Duke of Moerfolk, {prightfully and bold, 
Stays but the Summons of the Appealant’s Trumpet. 
Ant 
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Anum. Why then the Champions are prepar’d, and {tay 
Fer nothing but his Majefty’s Approach. | Flowri fh. 
Enter King Richard, Gaunt, Bufhy, Bagot, Green, and 

others; then Mowbray in Armour, and an Herald. 

K. Rich. Marfhal, demand of yonder Champion 
The Caufe of his Arrival here in Arms; 

Ask him his Name, and orderly proceed 
To fwear him in the Juftice of his Caufe, 

Mar, In God's Name and the King’s, fay who thou art 2 

[Zo Mowb. 

And why thou com’ft, thus knightly elad in Arms? 
Againft what Man thou com’ft, and what’s thy Quarrel ; 
Speak truly on thy Knighthood, and thine Oath, 
And fo defend thee Heaven, and thy Valour. 

Mowb, My Name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of WVorfolk, 
Who hither come, engaged by my Oath, 

Which Heav’n defend a Knight fhould viola 
Both to defend my Loyalty and Truth, 
To God, my King, and his fucceeding If{ue, 
Againft the Duke of Hereford, that appeals me; 
And by the Grace of God, and this mine Arm, 
To prove him, in defending of my felf, 
A Traitor to my God, my King, and me; 
And as I truly fight, defend me Heav’n, 
A Tucket founds. Enter Bullingbroke, and an Herald. 

K. Rich, Marthal; ask yonder Knight in Arms, 
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither, 
Thus placed in Habiliments of War : 

And formally according to our Law 
Depofe him in the Juftice of his Caufe. 

Mar. Whatisthy Name, and wherefore com’ft thou hither 
Before King Richard, in his Royal Lifts? | To Bulling, 
Againit whom com’ft thou? And what’s thy Quarrel? 
Speak like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heav’n, 

Bulling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaffer and Derdy, 

Am I, who ridy here do ftand in Arms, 

To prove, by Heav’n’s Grace, and my Body’s Valour, 
{n Lifts on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, 
That he’s a Traitor foul and dangerous, 

To God of Heav’n, King Richard, and to me; 

And as I truly fight, defend me Heav’n. 
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That vow along and weary Eien mages 
Then let us take a ceremonious Leave ‘ 
A dj loving Farewel of our {everal tC Tie nds. 
Jar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnefs, 


Be | Tok. Rich. 
And craves to kifs you Hand, and take his leave; 

K. Rich. We will defcend and fold him in our Arms. 
Coufin of Hereford, as thy Caufe 1s jult, 
So be thy Fortune in this Royal Fy ight: 
Farewel, 1 LY Blood, which if to Da yy thou fhed 
Lament we mys but not Revenge thee dead. 

Bull Hing. Oh let no noble Eye prophane a Tear 
For og if I be gor ‘d with 4 Loworay's Spear : 
As confiden if, as is the Faulcon’s s flis At 
Avainft a Bird, do 1 with AZowd: ‘ay fig! its 
M y lovin 1p Lo} oe j take i V lea sf of you, 
Of you, my! » Coufin, Lord Aumerle ; 
Not fick, althou a8 I have to do with Death, 
But lufty, young, and chearly drawing breath, 
Lo, as at Engli fb Feafts, fol: regreet 
The daintieft laft, to make the end moft {weet. 
Oh thou the Ea: thy Author of my Blood, 
W hofé ° youthful Spirit in me regenerate, 
L th with a two-fold vigour li fr me up 
To reach at Vict ory a bove my Head, 
Add proof unto miné Armour with thy Prayers, 
And with thy Bieffings fteel my Lance’s Point, 
T hat-it may enter 17 owbray’s Waxen Coat, 

And furnith new the Name of Fohn a Gaunt 
Even in the lufty *haviour of his Son. 

Gaunt, Heav'n in thy good Caufe make thee profperous, 
3e fwift like Lightning in the Execution, 
And let thy Blows, doubly redoubled, 
Fall like amazing Thuader on the Cask 
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Of thy amaz'd pernicious Enemy. 

Rouze up thy youthful Blood, be valiant, and live. 
Bulling. Mine Innocence, and St. George to thrive, 
Afowb. However Heav’n or Fortune caft my Lor, 

There lives, or dies, true to King Richard's Throne, 

A loyal, juft, and upright Gentleman: 

Never did Captain with a freer Heart 

Cait off his Chains of Bondage, and embrace 

His golden uncontroul’d Enfranchifementr, 

More than my. dancing Soul doth celebrate 

This feaft of Battel, with mine Adverfary. 

Mott mighty Liege, and my Companion Peers, 

Take from my Mouth the with of happy Years; 

As gentle, and as jocond, as to jeft, 

Go [ to fight: Truth hath a quiet Breaft. 

K. Rich. Farewel, my Lord, fecurely I efpy 

Virtue with Valour, couched in’ thine Eve, 

Order the Trial, Marfhal, and begin, 

Adar. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter and Derby,’ 

Receive thy Launce, and Heav’n defend thy Right, 
Bulling, Strong as a Tower, in hope, I cry Amen. 

Mar. Go bear this Launce to Thomas Duke of Norfolk. 
I Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his Soveraign, and himfelf, 
On pain to be found falfe and reereant, 
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowh 
A Traitor to his God, his King, and him, 
And dares him to fet forward to the fichr. 
2 Her. Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
On pain to be found falfe and recreant, | 
Both to defend himfelf, and to approve 
flenry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Derby, 
To God, his Soveraign, and to him difloyal : 


Couragioufly, and with a free Defire 


rv ay, 


Attending but the Signal to begin, | A charee founded. 
Attar. Sound Trumpets, and fer forward Combatatits. oe 
Stay, the King hath thrown his Warder down, 
K. Rich, Let them lay by their Helmets, and their spea 
And both return back to their Chairs acsin: as 


Withdraw with us, and let the Trumpets found, 
G3 Wh 
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1062 The Life and Death 


While we retyrn thefe Dukes what we decree. 

| A long Flourifh. 
Draw near, and lift 
What with our Council we have done. ; 
For that our ‘Kingdom’s Earth fhould not be foil’d 
With that dear Blood which it hath foftered, 
And for our Eyes do hate the dire afpec 
Of civil Wounds plough’d up with Neighbours Swords, 
Which fo rouz’d up with boifterous untun’d Drums, 
With harfh refounding Trumpets dreadful bray, 
And grating fhock of wrathful Iron Arms, 
Might from our quiet Confines fright fair Peace, 
And make us wade even in our Kindreds Blood: 
Therefore, we banith you our Territories. 
You Coufin Hereford, upon pain of Death, 
* Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our Fields, 
Shall not regreet our fair Dominions, 
But tread the ftranger Paths of Banifhment, 

Salling. Your will be done: This muft my Comfort be, 
That Sun that warms you here, fhall fhine on me: 
And thofe his golden Beams to you here lent, 

Shall point.on me, and gild my Banifhment. 

K. Rich. Norfolk ; for thee remains a heavier Doom, 

Which I with fome unwillingnefs pronounce, 
The fly flow Hours fhall not determinate 
The datelefs limit of thy dear Exile: 

The hopelefs word, of never to return, 
Breathe I againft thee, upon pain of Life. 

Maw. A heavy Sentence, my moft Soveraign Liege: 
And all unlook’d for from your Highnefs Mouth: 

A dearer Merit, not fo deep a Maim, 
As to be caft forth in the common Air 
Havel deferved at your Highnefs Hands. 
The Language I have learn’d thefe forty Years; 
Ny native Englifh, now I muft forgo, ~ 
And now my Tongue’s ufe is to me no more, 
Than an unftringed Viol, or a Harp, 
Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up, 
Or being open, put into his Hands 
That knows no touch to tune the Harmony. 
: Wichin 
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Within my Mouth you have engoal’d my Tongue, 
Doubly percullis’d with my Teeth and Lips, 

And dull, unfeeling, barren Ignorance, 

Is made my Goaler to attend on me. 

{ am too old to frown upon a Nurfe, 

Too far in Years to be a Pupil now: 

What is thy Sentence then, but fpeechlefs Death, 
Which robs my Tongue from breathing native Breath? 

K. Rich. It boots thee not to be compaffionate ; 
After our Sentence, plaining comes too late. is 

Afowb. Then thus [ turn me from my Country’s light, 
To dwell in folemn Shades of endlefs Night. 

K. Rich, Return again, and take an Oath with ye. 
Lay on our Royal Sword your banifh’d Hands; 
Swear by the Duty that you owe to Heav’n, 

(Our part therein we banifh with your felves,) 
To keep the Oath that we adminitter : 

You never fhall, fo help you Truth, and Heav’n, 
Embrace each others Love in Banifhment, 

Nor ever look upon each others Face, 

Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile 

This lowring Tempett of your home-bred Hate, 
Nor ever by advifed purpofe meet, 

To plot, contrive, or complot any Ill, 

’Gaintt us, our State, our Subjects, or our Land. 

Bulling. I {wear. 

Mowb. And I, to keep all this. 

Bulling. Norfolk, {fo far, as to mine Enemy, 

By this time, had the King permitted us, 

One of our Souls bad wandred in the Air, 
Banifh’d this frail Sepulchre of our Fleth, 

As now our Flefh is banifh’d from this Land. 
Confefs thy Treafons, e’er thou fly this Realm, 
Since thou haft far to go, bear not along 

The clogging burthen of a guilty Soul. 

Mowb. No, Bullingbroke; if ever I were Traitor, 

My Name be blotted from-the Book of Life, 
And I from Heav’n banifh’d, as from hence ; 
But what thou art, Heav’n, thou, and I do know, 
And all too foon, I fear, the King thall Me 
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1064 The Life and Death 
Farewel, my Liege; now-no way can I ftray, . 
Save back to Englana; all the W rorld’ sSmy way. | Exit, 
K, Rich. Uncle, even in the Gla ffes of thine Eyes 
ee thy grieved H art 5 cbs fad Aip ect 
ath from the Number of his banifh’d Years 
uck’d four away; fix frozen Winter rs {pent, 
Return with welcome home oy Bani(hment. 
Bylling. How long a time lyes in one little word: 
Four iagging Winters, and four wanton Springs 
End in a Word, fuch is the Breath of Kings. 


} 
’ 1 mur (€U6ftlUy es that 1 + ~ 9 r=) 
Cag Le tijd I iy Lit Ky m7 Aa’ fn | oe card () I me 
= 1. he <7 sae 
rie fhortens four Years of my Sor sa Bie es 
$5 littie vantage {hall I reap thereby: 
J 


yr eer the fix Years that he hath to {pend, 
an n cha re e thie Moons, and bring their times about, 
01 l-< é, Ame A and rimesbewshed Light, 
‘all | be extin@ with Age, and endlefs N1 ght : 
My in ch of T aper will be burnt, and do: 
na blindfold Death not let me fee my Son. 
K Rich. WI ny Uncle¢ hou haft» many Years to live. 
Gasnt. But not a Minute, King, that thou canf Give 3 
Sorten my Days thou canft with fudden Sorrow, 
Lad pluck Nights from me, but net lend a Morrow: 
Thou canft help Time to furrow me with Age, 
But {top no Wrinkle in his Pilgrimage: 
Tby word is currant ¥ ith him, for my Death 
Burt dead, thy Kingdom cannot buy n ny Breath. 
K. Rich, Thy § Son is banifh’d upon good advice, 
W hereto thy To gue a party-verdict gave; 
W iy at our Juftice feem’ft thou then to lowr? 
Gide Th. nes {weet to tatte, prove 1n digeftion fowrs 
You urg’d me as a Judge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me areue like a Fath eT 
Alas, I look’d when fome c of y ou fhould fay, 
I was too ftri ict to make mins bats away 
But you gave leave to my unwilling Tongue, 
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Avainft ny will todo my felf this v wrong 
| K Rich. Couf 1, farewel; and, Uniele, Bid him fos 
ix Years we banifh him, and he thall go, | Exit. 


Flourifl 
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Flouri fh. 

Aum. Coulin, farewel, what prefence muft not know, 
From where you do remain, let Paper fhow. 

Mar. My Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As far as Land will let me, by your fide, 

py 

Gaunt. Ob to what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words, 
That thou return’it no greeting to thy Friends ? 

Bulling. 1 have too few to take my leave of you, 

When the Tongue’s Office fhould be prodigal, 
To breathe th’ abiindant dolour of the Heart. 

Gaunt. Thy Grief is but thy Abfence for a time, 

Bulling. Joy abfent, Grict is prefent for that time, 

Gaunt. What is fix Winters, they are quickly gone 2 

Bulling. To Men in joy ; but grief makes one Hour ten; 

Gaunt, Call it a Travel that thou tak’ft for pleafure. 

Bulling. My Heart will figh, when I mifcall it fo, 
Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. Uhe fullen Paflage of thy weary Steps 
Elieem a Soil, wherein thou art to fet 
The precious Jewel of thy home return. 

Bulling. Oh who can hold a Fire in his Hand 
By thinking on the Frofty Cascafiss ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of Appetite, 

By bare imagination of a Feaft 2 

Or wallow naked in December Snow 

By thinking on fantaftick. Summer’s Heat 2 
Qh no, the apprehenfion of the good 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worfe ; 
Fell Sorrow’s Tooth doth never rankle more 
‘Than when it bites, but lanceth not the fore, 

Gaunt. Come, come; my Sor, I’ll bring thee on thy way ; 
Had I thy Youth, and Caufe, I would not ftay. 

Bulling. Then Exglana’s Ground farewel; {weet Soil adieu, 
My Mother and my Nurfe, which bears me yet: 
Where-e’er I wander, boaft of this I can, 

Though banith’d, yet a true-born Englifhman. . [ Exennt. 
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1066 The Life ana Death 











BASS DE « LY, 
Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Green, and Bagot, 


K. Rich, We did obferve. Coufin Aumerle, 

How far brought you high Hereford on his way? 

Aum, I brought high Hereford, if you call him fo, 
But to the next high way, and there I left him. 

K. Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting Tears were fhed? 

“Aum. Faith none by me; except the North-Eaft Wind, 
Which then grew bitterly againft our Face, 

Awak’d the fleepy Rheume, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a Tear. | 

K. Rich, What faid our Coufin when you parted with him? 

Anum, Farewel; and for my Heart difdained that my 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft | Tongue 
To counterfeit Oppreffion of fuch Grief, 

That word feem buried in my Sorrow’s Grave. 

Marry, would the word Farewel had lengthen’d Hours, 
And added Years to his thort Banifhment, 

Fie fhould have had a Volume of Farewels; 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

K. Rich. He is our Coufin, Coufin; but ’tis doubt, 
When time fhall call him home from Banifhment, _ 
Whether our Kinfman come to fee his Friends. 

Our felf, and Bushy, Bagor hereand Green 
Obferv’d his Courtthip to the common People: 
How he did feem to dive into their Hearts, 
With humble, and familiar Courtefie, 

What Reverence he did throw away on Slaves; 
Wooing poor Crafts-men with the craft of Souls, 
And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As ‘twere to banifh their Affe@s with him. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oytter-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God {peed him well, 
And had the Tribute of his {upple Knee, 

With Thanks, my Countrymen, my loving Friends, 
As were our Exgland in Reverfion his, 

And he our Subje@s next Degree in hope. 

Green. Well, he is gone, and with him go thefe Thoughts. 
Now for the Rebels, which ftand out in Trelands | 
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Expedient manage muft be made, my Liege, 
E’er further leifure yield the further means 
For their Advantage, and your Highnefs lofs, 

K. Rich. We will our felf in Perfon to this War, 
And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 
And liberal Largefs, are grown fomewhat light, 
We are infore’d to farm our Royal Realm, 
The Revenue whereof fhall furnifh us 
For our Affairs in hand; if they come fhort, 
Our Subftitutes at home fhall have blank Charters: 
Whereto, whenthey fhall know what Men are rich, 
They fhall fubfcribe them for Jarge Sums of Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our Wants : 
For we will make for Jreland prefently. 

Enter Buthy. 

K, Rich. What News? 

Bufhy. Old Fohn of Gaunt is very fick, my Lord, 
Suddeniy taken, and ‘hath fent poft hafte 
To intreat your Majefty to vifit him. 

K. Rich. Where lyes he? 

Bufhy. At Ely-houfe. 

K. Rich. Now put it, Heavy’n, in his Phyfician’s Mind, 
To help him to his Grave immediately : 
The lining of his Coffers fhall make Coats 
To deck our Soldiers f6r thefe Zrifb Wars. 
Come, Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him: 
Pray Heav’n we may make hafte, and come too late. [ Exe. 
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Enter Gaunt fick, with the Duke of York. 


Gaunt. ILL the King come, that I may breathe my laft 
In wholefom Counfel to his unftaid Youth2 
York. Vex not your felf, nor ftrive not with your Breath, 
For all in ~ comes Counfel to his Ear. 
Gaunt. Oh but, they fay, the Tongues of dvin 
Inforce Attention like eon Famatiys” — 
Where words are fcarce, they are feldom Spent in vain, 
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For oY breath Truth, that brea th their words-in pain, 
He that: > more mt ift fay, iS litte 


| iiien’da mor hs 

Than ie whom youth phe eafe have taught to glofe; 

More are Mens ends marke than their lives before, 

The fetting Sun, and Mufick in the clofe; 

At the laft tafte of {weets, is {weetedt laft, 

Writ in remembrance, more igen 1 things long palt ; 

Though Richard my fife’ s Counfel would not hear, 

My Death’s fad Tale may yet ‘undeaf his Bar. 
York, No, it is {topt- with other flatt’ring Sounds, 

As praifes of his State; then there are found 

Lafcivious Mecters, to whofe venom found 

The Oper nn Eats of Y outh do always liften. 

Report of Fafhions in proud tealy, 

Whofe Manners {till our tardy apifh Nation 

Limps after in bafe Imitation. 

Where doth the World thruft forth a Vanity, 

So it be new, there’s no refpe@ how vile, 

That is not quickly buz’d into their Ears? 

That all too late comes Counfel to be heard, 

Where Will doth mutiny with Wits regard: 

Dire& not him, whofe way himielf will chufe, 

°Tis. Breath thou lack’ft, and that Breath wilt thou lofe; 
Gaunt. Methinks [ am a Prophet new infpir’d, 

And thus expiring, do foretel of him, 

His rath fierce Blaze of Riot cannot laft ; 

For violent Fires foon burn out themfelves. 

Small Showers laft long, but fudden Storms are fhort; 

He tires betimes, that {purs too faft betimes; 

With eager teeding, food doth choke the Feeder; 

Light Vanity, iafariaté Cormorant, 

Confumis 1g mac ans, foon preys upon it felf. 

This Royal 1 “hrone of Kin igs, this fcepter’d Ifle, 
This Earth of Majefty, this Seat of Azars, 

This other Eden, di my Paradi ife, 

This Fortrefs built by Nature for her felf, 

Againtft Infeion, acd the Hand of War; 

This happy Breed of Men, this little World, 

This preci ous Stone fet in the Silver Sea, 

a Which ferves it in the Office of 4 Wall, 

ee Or as a Moat defenfive to a Houfe, 

ee Againft 
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of King Richard II. 1069 


Againft the envy of lefs happier Lands, 

This bleffed Plot, this Earth, this Realm, this England, 

This Nurfe, this teeming Womb of Royal Kings, 

Fear’d for their Breed, and famous for their Birth, 

Renowned for their Deeds, as fac from home, 

For Chriftian Service, and true Chivalry, 

As is the Sepulchre in ftubborn ‘Fury 

Of the World’s Ranfom, blefled AZary’s Son; 

This Land of fuch dear Souls, this dear dear Land, 

Dear for her Reputation through the World, 

Is now Leas’d out, I dye pronouncing it, 

Like to a Tenement or pelting Farm 5 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

Whofe rocky Shore beats back the envious Siege 

Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fhame, 

With Inky Blots, and rotten Parchment. Bonds. 

That England that was wont to conquer others, 

Hath made a fhameful Conqueft of it felf. 

Ah! would the Scandal vanifh with my Life, 

How happy then were my enfuing Death! 

Enter King Richard, Queen, Aumerle, Bufhy, Green, Bagot, 

Rofs, azd Willoughby. 

York. The King is come, deal mildly with his Youth; 

For young hot Colts, being rag’d, do rage the more. 
Queen. How fares our noble Uncle, Lancafter 3 
K. Rich. What comfort,Man? How is’t with aged Gaunt ? 
Gaunt. Oh how that Name befits my Compofition! 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

Within me Grief hath kept a tedious Faft, 

And who abftains from Meat, that is not gaunt¢ 

For fleeping Exgland long time have I watcht, 

Watching breeds leannefs, leannefs is all gaunt ; 

The Pleafure that fome Fathers feed upon, 

Is my ftri& Faft, I mean my Childrens looks, 

And therein fafting thou haft made me gaunt; 

Gaunt am I for the Grave, gaunt as a Grave, 

Whofe hollow Womb inherits nought but Bones, 
K. Rich. Can fick Men play fo nicely with their Names 
Gaunt. No, Mifery makes fport to mock it felf : 

Since thou doft feek co kill my Name in me, 
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1070 The Life and Death 


[ meck my Name, great King, to flatter thee. _ 
K. Rich, Should dying Men flatter thofe that live 2 
Gaunt. No, no, Men living flatter thofe that die. 
K. Rich. Thou now a dying, fay’ft thou flatter’ft me. 
Gaunt. Ohno, thou dy’ft, though I the ficker be. 
K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, I fee thee ill. 
Gaunt. Now he that made me, knows I fee thee ill: 

Ill in my felf to fee, and in thee feeing ill, 

Thy Death-bed is no leffer than the Land, 

Wherein thou lieft in Reputation fick; 

And thou, too carelefs Patient as thou art, 

Committ’it thy anointed Body to the cure 

Of thofe Phyficians that firft wounded thee: 

A thoufand Flatterers fit within thy Crown, 

Whofe compafs is no bigger than thy Hand, 

And yet ingaged in fo {mall a Verge, 

The watte is no whit leffer than thy Land. 

Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophet's Eye, 

Seen how his Son’s Son fhould deftroy his Sons, 

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy fhame, 

Depofing thee before thou wert poffeft, 

Which art poffeft now to depofe thy felf, 

Why, Coufin, wert thou Regent of the World, 

It were a fhame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy World enjoying but this Land, 

Is it not more than fhame, to fhame it fo2 

Landlord of Exgland art thou, and not King: 

Thy ftate of Law, is bondflave to the Law, 

And 
K. Rich. And thou, a lunatick lean-witted Fool, 

Prefuming on an Agues privilege, 

Dart with thy frozen Admonition 

Make pale our Cheek, chafing the Royal Blood 

With fury, from his Native Refidence: 

Now by my Scat’s right Royal Majetty, 

Wert thou not Brother to great Edward's Son, 

This Tongue that runs fo roundly in thy Head, ° 

Should run thy Head from thy unreverent Shoulders. 
Gaunt, Oh {pare me not, my Brother Edsyard’s Son, 

For that I was his Father Edward's Son: 

That Blood already, like the Pelican, 





Thou 
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Thou haft tapt out, and drunkenly carows’d. 
My Brother Glo’fer, plain well meaning Soul, 
Whom fair befal in Heav’n ’mongft happy Souls, 
May be a Prefident and Witnefs good, 
That thou refpe@’ft not fpilling Edward’s Blood: 
Join with the prefent Sicknefs.that 1 have, 
And thy unkindnefs be like crooked Age, 
To crop at once a too long wither’d Flower. 
Live in thy fhame, but dye not fhame with thee, 
Thefe words hereafter thy Tormentors be. 
Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave: 
Love they to live, that Love and Honour have. [ Exit. 
K. Rich. And let them die, that Age and Sullens have, 
For both haft thou, and both become the Grave, 
York. I do befeech your Majefty impute his words 
To wayward ficklinefs, and age in him: 
Fie loves you on my Life, and holds you dear 
As Henry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 
K. Rich. Right, you fay true; as Hereford’s love, fo his: 
As theirs, fo mine; and all be as-it is, 
Enter Northumberland. 
North,My Liege, old Gawnt commends him to your Majefty. 
K. Rich. What fay’s he2 
Worth. Nay nothing, all is faid: 
His Tongue is now a ftringlefs Inftrument, 
Words, Life, and all, old Lanca/fer hath {pent. 
York, Be York the next, that muft be Bankrupt fo. 
Though Death be poor, it ends a mortal wo. 
K. Rich. The ripeft Fruit firft falls, and fo doth he, 
His time is fpent, our Pilgrimage mutt be: 
So much for that. Now for our /ri/h Wars, 
We mutt fupplant thofe rough rug-headed. Kerns, 
Which live like Venom, where no Venom elfe 
But only they, have privilege to live. 
And for thefe great Affairs do ask fome charge, 
Towards our Affiftance, we do feize to us 
The Plate, Coin, and Revenues, and Moveables, 
Whereof our Uncle Gaunt did ftand poffeft. 
York. How long fhall I be patient? Oh how long 
Shall tender Duty make me fuffer wrong? 
Not Glo'/fer’s Death, not Hereford’s Banifhment, 
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1072 the Life and Death 


Nor Gauxnt’'s Rebukes, nor England's private Wrongs 5 
Nor the prevention of poor Bulling broke, 
About his Marriage, nor my own Diigrace, 
Have ever made me fower my patient Cheek, 
Or bend one Wrinkie on my Soveraign’s Face. 
Tam the laft of noble Edward’s Sons, 
Of whom thy Father, Prince of Wales, was firft : 
In Wars was ‘never Lion ed more herce; 
In Peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild, 
Than was that young and princely Gentleman 3 
His Face thou haft, for even fo look’d he, . 
Accomplith’d with the Number of thy Hours: 
But when he frown’d, it was againit the French, 
And not again{ft his Friends: His noble Hand 
Did win what he did {pend; and {pent not that 
Which his triumphant Father’s Hand had won. 
His Hands were guilty of no Kindreds Blood, 
But bloody with the Enemies of his Kin: 
Oh Richard, York is too far gone with Grief, 
Or elfe he never would compare between. 

K. Rich. Why Unele, what’s the matter? 

York. Oh, my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe; if not, 
I, pleas’d not to be pardon’d, am content with all: 
Seek you to feize, and gripe into your Hands 
The Royalties and Rights of banifh’d Hereford? 
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live? 
Was not Gaunt juft, and is not Harry true? 
Did not the one-deferve to have an Heir? 
Is not his Heir a well-deferving Son? 
Take Hereford’s Rights away, and take from Time 
His Charters, and his cuftomary Rights. 
Let not to Morrow then enfue to Day, 
Be not thy felf. For how art thou a King 
But by fair Sequence and Succeflion? 
Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, 
If you do wrongfully feize Hereford’s Right, 
Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Attorneys-General, to fue 
His Livery, and deny his offer’d Homage, 
You pluck a thoufand Dangers on your Head, 
You lofe a thoufand well difpofed Hearts, 

| And 
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And prick my tender Patience to thofe Thoughts 
Which Honour and Allegiance cannot think. 
K. Rich. Think what you will; we feize into our Hands, 
His Plate, his Goods, his Mony, and his Lands. 
York, Tl not be by the while; My Leige, farewel: 
What will enfue hereof, there’s none can tell. 
But by bad Courfes may be underftood, 
That their Events can never fall out good. [ Exit. 
K, Rich. Go Bufbie to the Earl of Wilt/bire ftreight, 
Bid him repair to us to Ely-hou/e, 
To fee this Bufinefs done: To morrow next 
We will for /reland, and "tis time I trow$ 
And we create, in abfence of our felf, 
Qur Uncle York Lord Governor of England: 
For he is juft, and always lov’d us well. 
Come on our Queen, to Morrow muft we part; 


Be merry, for our time of ftay is fhort. | Flouri fb. 
| Exennt King, Queen, &c. 
o ta 


Afanet Northumberland, Willoughby, and Rols. 
North. Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancafter is dead. 
Rofi. And living too, for now his Son is Duke. 

Willo. Barely in Title, not in Revenue. 

North. Richly in both, if Juftice had her Right. 

Refs. My Heart is great; but itmuft break with filence, 
E'r't be disburthen’d with a liberal Tongue. 

North. Nay, {peak thy Mind; and let him ne’er {peak more 
That {peaks thy Words again to do thee harm. 

Wille. ‘Tends that thou’dft {peak to the Duke of Hereford? 
If it be fo, out with it boldly, Man: 
Quick is mine Ear to hear of good towards him. 

Rofs. No good at all that I can do for him, 
Unlefs you call it good to pity him, 
Bereft and gelded of his Patrimony. 

North, Now afore Heav’n, it’s Shame fuch Wrongsare born , 
In ‘him a Royal Prince, and many more, 
Of noble Blood in this declining Land; 
The King is not himfelf, but bafely led 
By Flatterers; and what they wil! inform 
Meerly in Hate gaintt any of ts all, 
T hat will the King feverely profecute 
‘Gainft us, our Lives, our Children, and our Heirs. 

Vor. WT H Rofl. 
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1074 The Life ana Veatn 
“he Commons hath he pill’d with grievous Taxes, 
And quite loft their Hearrs; the Nobies hath he fin’d 
ilies Ueahe PLL it C : 
For ancient Quarreis, and q} site loft their Hearts. 
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As Blanks, Benevolcnces, and J wot not whats 
But what o God's Name du h become of this? 

North, Wars have not waited if, for war’d he hath not, 
Burt bafcly vielded upon Compr umife, 
av ag? L. a a) ae .° tree arch} Pf witl Blows: 
T hat Which ois A NCertors atcnicv da With 1G : 
More natn ne fpent in P e, than they in Wars. 

y a) Serr j e y | f 
i the = ? of Wil: (pire Bat the Kealm in Farm. 


. The ine’s crown Bank like a breken Man. 


North. &eproach and Diffolution ee ang:th over him, 


Rofs. He hath not Mony for ne fe Lrifo Wars, 
His Burthenous Taxations netwithitanding, 
But by the robbing of the banith’d Duke. 
North, His noble Kinfman——~moft degenerate King! 
But Lord:, we hear this fearful Icmp sp fing, 
Yet feek no She zig to avoid the Storm 
We fee the Wind fit ig upon our Sai Is. 
And yet wi trike not, bur fe curely perifh. 
Rofs. W e fee he very Wreck that we mutt fuffer, 
And unavoided ts the Dang er DOW, 
Ss {uffering fo the Caules of our Wrecks 
North. Not fo: Even through the hollow Eyes of Death, 
I {pie Life peering; but I dare n ot fay 
How near the Tidings of our C 1 nfort 1%. 
Willo. Nay, let us fhare th ; rhougbts., as thou doft ours. 
Rofs. Be con fident to fpcak, Fa ae 5 ‘latia, 
We three are but thy felf, an 4 (peaking > {0, 
Thy Words are but as Thoughts, there fore be bold. 
North. Then thus: I have from Port le Blan, 
A Bay in Britain, recetv’d Intelligence, 
T hat fier) Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham, 
That lave broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His Brother Archbifhop, late of Canterbury, 
Sic Thomas Erpingham, Six Fobn Rainfton, 
Sir Fohn Norberie, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Quoinly 
All thefe well furnifh’d by the Duke of Britain, 
With eight tall Ships, three thoufand Men of War, 
Are making hither with all due Expedience, 


And 
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And fhortly mean to touch our Northern Shore; 

Perhaps they had e’er this, but that they ftay 

The farft departing of the King for Fréland. 

If then we fhall fhake off our flavith Yoke, 

Imp ovt our drooping Country’s broken ee 

Redeem from broken Pawn the blemifh’d Crown, 

Wipe off the Duft that hides our Sceprer’s Gilt, 

And make high Majefty look like it feif, 

Away with me in hafte to Ra ven[purg 3 

But if ye i faint, as fearing to do fo, 

Stay, and be fecret, and my felf will go, 
Rofi. ToHorfe, to Horfe; urge Doubts to themthat fear. 
Wille. Hold out my Horfe, nd I will firft be there. | Exennt. 
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Enter Queen, Bufhy, and Bagot. 
Buby. Madam, your Maje ty ig too much fad 
You promis’d, when you part: d with the King, 
To lay afide felf-harming Heavinefs, 
And entertain a chearful Difpofition. 
Queen. To pleafe the King, I did; to pleafe my {elf 
I cannot do it; yet I know 0 Caufe 
Why I fhould welcome fuch a Gueft as Grief, 
Save bidding farewel to fo fweet a Gueft 
As my {weet Richard; yet again methinks 
Some unborn Sorrow, ripe in Fortune’s Womb, 
Is coming towards me, and i my inward Seul 
Which nothing t rembles at, fome' ci G it Prievesy 
More than with parting from my Lord the King. 
Bufhy. Each Subftgnce of a Grief hath twe nty © Shadows, 
W hich thaws like Grief it felf, but is not fo: 
For Sorrow’s. Eye, glazed with 1 blinding Tears, 
Divides one thing entire, to many Od): ts, 
Like Pi orfpectives, which rightly gaz d 1 upon 
Shew nothing but Confufion ey daw: ‘Ys 
Diftingnith Form: So y your {weet Maye ty, 
Loo kine awry upon your Lord’s Departure, 
Find Shapes of Grief, more than himfelf to wail, 
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Which look’d on as it 1s, 15 nought but Shadows 
OF: what it Is Bae then thrice pracious Queen, 
More than your Lord’s Departure weep not, More § not fen: 


. . of ‘ 
} >. rte ¢,pn/7 . 
Or if it DE ‘is with frallie sorrow s E VCs 


fo 


: 
Which for things true, vee things imaginary. 


Oucen. It may be fo; but yet my 1 inward Soul 


Perfuades me it 1s otherwife: How-e’er it be, 
/ cannot but be fad fo heavy fad, 
chit oki V¢ oy ric The tit 1 

$s thoug! nh on ctHll Ng op No 10 hink, 
om s me with h avy ‘nothing ent Sd fhrink, 

Buh) y, Tis nothing but Conceit, my gracious Lady. 

Queen. ’Tis nothing lefs; Conceit is il deriv'd 
From fome { fore-fathe: be lef, mine Is not fo, 
For nothing hath begot my fo ee ge Grief; 

™ € > 
©; fomething, hath ad ¢ nothing that I grieve, 
PS ° } 
>is in Reverfion that I do aif Tefs; 
But what it is, that is not yet eve, what 
i cannot Name, "tis namelets Wo 1 wot. 
Enter Green. 
Green. Heav ‘atave your Majeity, and well met Gentlemen 


* > ’ ? r ot : . mt “ - 
I heve the King is not yet fhipt for /reland. 


“y ® ; 1 . f ? y c } g of F } m 
w2€R, Why I Op at thou 410% Lis Detter nope he Is: 
pee Pes ee 1} ee 
i '.) 12Ns Cc C haft Fiope, 
vv Pan 9 | ¥ . 
Phen where! t thou hope he is not fhipté 
- t RPS 2 >. 
Green. i hat r Ho might have retir’d his Power 
And driven in "OO Ge Pali an £ocmies Hope, 
Who itron iy hath f iet for Ines im this Land, 
-: o 


"9 


he banifh’ a Bulls ing oy ‘oke speck himfelf; 
{ wi th up-lif res “AY ‘ms is fai PC. arriyv va 
At Ravenfpurg. 
if ; LEN. No W God in He 
Green. a Madam, “tis too true; and what is worfe,, 
The Lorc ‘ios tlies pblerland, his young Son Peds Percy, 
The Lo ords of RK Rofs, Beaumond, and Wil; ough 
With h all their "hb 1] Friends are fled to him. 
Bu Y WI a h 4V eye Ou HOE Proclai im d North humberlanay 
And the reft of that revolted Fa ction, Traitors 2 
Ses. We have: Whereupon the I Earl of Worceffer 
Hath broke his Staff, refign’d his Ste wardfhi iP» 
And all ‘he Houfhold Servants fled with himto Ballingbroke. 
Queen. So Green, thou art the Midwife of my Woe, F 
ete 
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And Bullingtroke my Sorrows difmal Heir: 
Now hath my Soul broug! ht forth her Prodigy, 
And I a gafping new delivered Mother, 
gee Wo to Wo, Sorrow to Sorrow joia’d, 
#[Dy. Defpair not, Madam. 

rail Who fhall hinder me¢ 
I will defpair, and be at enmity 
With cozening ieee he is a Flatterer, 
A Parafite, a keeper back of Death, 
Who gently wiaild diffolve the Bands of Life, 
Which falfe Hopes linger in Extremity. 

Exter York. 

Green. Here comes the Duke of Yor, 

Queen. With Signs of War about his aged Neck, 
Oh full of careful Bufinefs are his Looks : 
Uncle, for Heav’n fake {peak comfortable Words. 

York. Comfort’s in Heav’n, and we are on the Earth, 
Where nothing lives but Crofles, Care and Grief; 
Your Husband he is Boe to fave far off, 
Whilft others come to make him lofe at home, 
Here am [ left to oes his Land; 
Who, weak with Age, cannot fupport my felf: 
Now comes his fick Hour that his Surfeit made, 
Now fhall he try his Friends that flattered him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serve My Lord, your Son was gone before I came. 
York, He was; why fo, go all which way it will: 
The Nobles Dey are fled, the eke s they are cold, 

And will, I fi fear, re evolt on Hereford’s fide. 
Sirrah, get thee to Plaflie, to my Sifter Glo’ffer ; 
Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand Pound: 
Hold, take my Ring. \ 

Ser. My Lord, I had forgot 
To tell your Lordfhip, to Day I came by, and call’d there, 
But I thall grieve you to report the reft, 

York. What i ist, Knavye? 

Serv. An Hour before I camé, the Dutchefs dy’d. 

York. Heav’n for his Mercy, what a Tide of Woes 
Come rufhing on this woful Land at once? 
ZI know not what to do: I would to Heav’n, 
59 my Untruth had nog provok’d him to it, 
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The King had cut off my Head with my Brotner’s, 

7A RF i Y Bae 
W Nat, are there Pc {ts Gil} patch’d for. rela anae 
How {hall we do for Mor ¥y for thefe Wars? 
Come Sifter, (Goufin, i'wou! ray pardon me 

OMe WJiLivie ( KA Lildy WV OiW:a 13; ae lV af ° 

ca i we) i cmesttn tne 

Go Fellow, ger thee home, provide fome Carts, | | Toth e Servants 
. : 


m4 a er : a) ii er VII "mor ¢F 
away the Armour tnat 158 there. 


HAL i} : DENS | Spee Gy yr 
q; mtieme 9 Wii you mufter iVE ene 

; we Ay A Ay aiee d Tate 2 mi 
Ii I know how, o1 which way to 0 rder thefe Affairs 
iF ¢ qj 


hy , 1 14 a? “ i. 
: diforderly thruit into my Hands, 
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Never believe me. Both aremy Kinfmen; 
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Ih’ one is my veraign, wnom both my Oatl 
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Is wy Kinfmar, whom rhe King hath wrong Gd, 


Whom C nfcience, and my K indred bids to right. 
Well, fom ewhat we muft do: Come, Coufia, 
Vil difpole f you, Gentlemen, go multcr up your Men, 
And meet me p relently a at Bar kley Caftle: 
I fhouid to Plafbie too, but time will not pertaits 
All is uneven, and every thing isleft at fix and feven. 
| Exeunt York and O ) Wetis 
Bu fby. The Wind fits fair for News to go to Ireland, 
But none returns; for us to levy Power 
Proportionable to th’ Enemy, ts “all impoflible. 
Green. Befides, our nearnefs to the Ki ng in love; 
Ts near the Hate of thofe love not the e Kine, 
Bagot. And that’s the wavering Commons, for their Love 
Lie: in their Purfes, and whofo emptics here 
By fo much fills their Hearts with deadly hate. 
Bufhy, Waerein the King ftands general Hy condemn’d. 
bag If Judgment lye 1 a them, then fo do we, 
Becaufe we have béen ever near ‘Re King. 
Green. Well; T will for Refuge freight to Brifel Calle 
The Earl of Wiltfbire is already there, 
Bufby, Thither will I with you; for little Office 
Will the hateful Commons perform for us, 
Except like Curs, to tear us all in Pieces: 
Will you go along with us? 
_ Baget. No, I will to Zreland to his Majefty, 
Parewel If Heart Prefages be not vain, 
We three here part, that ne’er fhall meer again. 
Bu fby, That’s as York thrives to beat baat Bulkingbrokes 
Green, Alas poor Duke, the Task he undeitakes fi 
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{Ys numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 

W ere one on his Side fights, thoufands will flye. 
Buby. Farewel at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Green. Weil, we may meet again. : 
Bagot. I tear me never. | Exewnt. 
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Enter Bullingbroke, aza Northumberland, 
Bulling, How far is it, my Lord, to Barkley now?’ 
Noth. Believe me, noble Lord, 

I am a Stranger here 10 Glo’ fter fhire, 
Thefe high wild Hillis, and rough uneven Ways, 
Draw eut our Miles, and make them wearifome: 
And yet our fair Difcourfe hath been as Sugar, 
Making the hard Way {weet and delectable. 
Buc | berhi:k me what a wear Way 
From Ravenfparg to Cott {bold will be found, 
In Rofs and Willoaghby, wanting your Company, 
Which I proteft hath very much beguil’d 
The Tedioufnefs and Procefs of my Travel: 
But theirs 1s fweetned with the Hope to have 
The prefent Benefit that I poffefs: 
And hope to joy, is little lefs in Joy, 
Than Hope enjoy’d: By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make their Way feem fhort, as mine hath-done, 
By fight of what I have, your noble Company. 
Bulling. Of much lefs Value is my ( ompany, 
Than your good Words: But who comes hereg 
Exter Percy. 
North, It is my Son, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my Brother Worceffer: Whenceloevei’ 
Harry, how fares your Uncle ? 
Percy. 1 had thought, my Lord, to have learn’a ai 
Health of you. 
North. Why, is he not with the Queen? 
Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forfook the Coure, 
Broken his Staff of Office, and difperft 
The Houfhold of the Kins. 
North, What was his Reafon2 
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He was not fo refoly d, when we Jaft fpake together, 
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fercy. Becaufe your Lordthip was proclaimed ‘Traitor. 
But he, my Cord, 1s gone to Raven/pere, 
. 2 < 


To offer Service to the Duke of flereford, 

And fent me over by Barkley, to. difcover 

What Power the Duke of York had levy’d there, 

Then with Dire&tion to r pair to Rawen/purg. 
NV : 
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orth. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, Boy ¢ 
Percy. No, my good Lord; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’er I did remember; to my Knowledge, 
I never in my Life did look on him, 
North, Then learn to know him now; this is the Duke. 
fercy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my Service, 
Such as it is, being tender, faw, and youngs 
Which elder Days fhall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved Service and Defert. 
Bulling. I thank thee, gentle Percy, and be fure 
I count my felf in nothing elfe fo happy,  - 
As ina Soul remembring my good Friends ¢ 
And as my Fortune ripens with thy Love, 
Jt fhall be ftil] thy true Love’s Recompence, 
My Heart this Covenant makes, my Hand thus feals it? 
North. How far is it to Sareley? and what ftir 
Keeps good old York there with his Men of War2 
Percy. There ftands the Cafthe by yond. Tuft of Trees, 
Mann’d with three hundred Men, as 1 have heard. 
And in it are the Lords of York, Barkley, and Seymour ; 
None elfe of Name, and noble Eftimat 
Enter Rofs and Willoug 
North. Here comes the Lords of Ro/s and Willoughby. 
Bloody with fpurring, fiery red with hafte, 
Billing. Welcome, my Lords; I wot your Love purfizes 
A banithte Traitor; all my Treafury 
Is yet but unfelt Thanks, which more enrich’d, 
Shall be your Love and Labours Recompence, 
Rofs. Your Prefence makes us rich, moft noble Lord, 
Willo. And far furmounts our Labour to attain it. 
Bulling. Evermore Thanks, th Exchequer of the poor, 
Which “till my infant-fortune comes to Years, 


Stand for my Bounty, But who comes here 2 
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Enter Barkley. 
North. It is my Lord of Barkley, as 1 guefs. 
Bark..My Lord of Hereford, my Meflage is to you. 
Bulling. My Lord, my Anfwer is to Lancafter, 
And [ am come to feck that Name in England, 
And I mutt fiad that Title in your ‘Town, 
Before I make reply to ought you fay. 
Bark. Miftake me not, my Lord, ’tis not my meaning 
To raze one Title of your Honour out. 
To you, my Lord, I come, what Lord you will, 
From the moft glorious of this Land, 
The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 
To take Advantage of the abfent time, 
And fright our native Peace, with felf-born Arms. 
Exter York. 
Bulling. 1 fhall not need tranfport my Words by you, 
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My noble Uncle. | Xxeels. 
York. Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Knee, 
Whofe Duty is deceivable and falfe. 
Bulling. My gracious Uncle. 
York, Tut, tut, Grace me no Grace, nor Uncle me, 
I am no Traitor’s Uncle; and that Word Grace, 
In an ungracious Mouth, is but prophane. 
Why have thefe banith’d, and forbidden Legs, 
Dar’d once to touch a Duft of England’s Ground? 
But more then, why, why have they dard to march 
So many Miles upon her peaceful Bofom, 
Frighting her pale-fac’d Villages with War, 
And Oftentation of defpifed Arms 2 
Com’it thou becaufe th’ anointed King is hence? 
Why, foolifh* Boy, the King is left behind, 
And in my loyal Bofom lyes his Power. 
Were I but now the Lord of fuch hot Youth, 
‘As when brave Gaunt, thy Father, and my felf 
Refcued the Black Prince, that young AZars of Men, 
From forth the Ranks of many thoufand French; 
Oh then, how quickly fhould this Arm of mine, 
Now Prifoner to the Palfie, chaftife thee, 
And minifter CorreGtion to thy Fault. 
Bulling. My gracious Uncle, let me know my Fault; 
On what Condition ftands it, and wherein? 
7 : : Tork; 
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York. Even in condition of the worft degree, 
In grofs Rebellion, and detefted Treafon: 
Thou art a banifh’d Man, and here art come 
Before th’ Expiration of thy ume, 
In braving Arms againft thy Soveraign. 
Bulling. As 1 was banifh’d, I was banifh’d Hereford; 
But as I cc me, I come for Lancafter. 
And, noble Uncle, i befeech your Grace, 
Look on my Wrongs with an indifferent Eye: 
You are my Father, for methi: ks 1p you 
I fee old Gaunt alive. Ob then, my Father, i 
Wi] you permit that I fhall ftand condemn’d 
A wandrivg Vagabond; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt fiem my Arins perforce, and given away 
To upftart Unthrifts? Wherefore was I born ? 
If that my Coufin King, be King of England, 
Tre muft be granted I am Duke ot Lancafferv 
You have a Son, Aumerle, my.noble Kinfman, 
Had you firft dy’d, and he been thus trod down, 
He fhould have found his Uncle Gasut a Father, 
To rowze his Wrongs, and: chafe them to the Bay. 
I am deny’d to fue my Livery here, 
And yet my Letters Patents give me leave? 
My Father's Goods are all diftrain’d and fold, 
And thefe and al!, are all emifs imploy‘d. 
What would you have me do? I am a Subje&, 
And challenge Law: Attorneys are deny’d me, 
And therefore perfonally I lay my Claim 
To mire [nheritance of free Defcent. 
North. The noble Duke hath been too much abu;’d, 
Rofs. I+ ftands your Grace upon to do him right. 
Willo. B.fe Men by his Endowments are made great, 
York. My Lords of England, let me ‘tell you this, ; 
Ihave had feeling of my Coufin’s Wrongs, 
And labouw’d all I cou'd to do-him right: 
But in this kind, to come in braving Arms, 
Be his own Carver, and cut out his Way, 
To find out Right with Wrongs, it may not bes | 
And you that do abet him in this kind, 
Cherith Rebellion, and ave Rebels ail: 
North, The noble Duke hath {worn his coming is 
But 
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But for his own; and for the right of that, 
"We all have ftrongly fworn to give him Aid, 
And let him ne’er fee Joy that breaks that Oath. 

‘York, Well, well, I fee the iffue of thefe Arms; 
I cannot mend it, I muft needs confefs, 
Becaufésmy Power is-~weak, and all ill left: 
Bur if { could, by him that gave me Life, 
I would attach you all, and make you ftoop 
Unto the Soveraign Mercy of the King, 

3ut fince I cannot, be it known to you, 
I do remain as Neuter. So fare you well, 
Unlefs you pleafe to enter in the Caftle, 
And there repofe you for this Night. 

Bulling. An Offer, Uncle, that we will accept: 

But we muft win. your Grace to go with us 

To Briffow-Caftle, which they fay is held 

By Bujhy, Bagot, and their Complices, 

The Caterpillars of the Common-wealth, 
Which I have fworn to weed, and pluck away. 

York, It may be I will go with you, but yet I'll paufe, 

For J am loath to break our Country’s Laws: 
Nor Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
Things paft redrefs,. are now with me paft Care. [Exemnt, 
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Enter Salisbury, and a Captain, 


Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have ftaid ten Days, 
And hardly kept your Countrymen together, 
And yet we hear no Tidings trom the King; 
Therefore we all difperfe our felves: Farewel, 

Salis. Stay yet another Day, thou trufty Welchmax, 
The King repofeth all his Confidence in thee. 

Cap. “Tis thought the King is dead, we will not ftay, 
The Bay-Trtees in our Country are all wither’d, 
And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of Heav’n2 
The pale-fac’d Moon looks bloody on the Earth, 
And lean-look’d Prophets whifper fearful Change; 
Rich Men look fad, and Ruffians dance and leap; 
The one in Fear to lofe what they enjoy, 
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The other to enjoy by Rage and War: 

Thefe Signs forerun the Death of Kings. 

Farewel; our Countrymen are gone and fled, | 

As weil ailur’d, Richard their King is dead. [ Exit. 
Salis. Ah Richard, with Eyes of heavy Mind, 

I feethy Glory like a fhooting Star, 

Fall to the bafe Earth from the Firmament: 

Thy Sun fets weeping in the lowly Weft, 

Wirnefling Storms to come, Wo, and Unreft: 

Thy Friends are fled to wait upon thy Foes, ! 

And crofly to thy good, all Fortune goes. [ Exit, 
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Enter Bullingbroke, York, Northumberland, Rofs, Percy, 
Willoughby, with Buthy azd Green Pri/oners. 
BDYs r 3 d| 


Bailing. TY Ring forth thefe Men: 
Bufby and Green, I will not vex your Souls, 
Since prefently your Souls muft part your Bodies, 
With too much urging your pernicious Lives, 
For *twere no Charity; yet to wath your Blood 
From off my Hands, here in the View of Men, 
I will unfold fome Caufes of your Deaths. 
You have mifs-led a Prince, a royal King, 
A happy Gentleman in Blood and Lineaments, 
By you unhappy’d, and disfigur’d clean: 
You have in mariner with your finful Hours 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Queen and him, 
Broke the Poffeffion of a royal Bed, 
And ftain'd the Beauty of a fair Queen’s Cheeks 
With Tears drawn fiom her Eyes, with your foul Wrongs. 
My {elf-a Prince, by Fortune of my Birth, | 
Near to the King in Blood, and near in Love, 
"Lill you did make him mifl- interpret me, 
Flave ftoopt my Neck under your Injuries, 
And figh’d my Enxglifh Breath in foreign Clouds, 
Eating the bitter Bread of Banifhment; 
While you have fed upon my Seignories, 
Dil-park'd my Parks, and fell'd my Foreft Woods; 
ees From 
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From mine own Windows torn my Houfheld Coat, 
Raz’d out my Imprefs, leaving me no Sign, 
Save Mens Opinions, and my living Blood, 
To fhew the World I am a Gentleman. 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the Death: See them deliver’d over 
To Execution, and the Hand of Death. 
Bufby. More welcome is the Stroak of Death to me, 
Than Bullingbroke to England. 
Green. My Comfort 1s, that Heav’n will take our Souls, 
And plague Injuftice with the Pains of Hell. | 
Bulling. My Lord Northumberland, {ee them difpatch’d, 
Uncle, you fay the Queen is at yeur Houfe; 
For Heav’ns fake, fairly let her be intreated ; 
Tell her I fend to her my kind Commends; 
Take {pecial care my Greetings be deliver’d. 
York, A Gentleman of mine I have difpatch’d 
With Letters of your Love to her at large. 
Bulling. Thanks, gentle Uncle: Come Lords away, 
To fight with Glesdeure, and his Complices; 
A while to work, and after Holiday | Exennt 
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Flouri fb: Drums, and Colours. 


Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Bifbop of Carlifle, and Soldiers. 


K. Rich. Barkloughly-Caftle call you this at hand? 

Anum. Yea, my Lord; how brooks your Grace the Air, 
After your late toffing on the breaking Seas? 

K. Rich. Needs muft I like it well; I weep for Joy 
Yo ftand upon my Kingdom once again. 
Dear Earth, I do falute thee with my Hand, 
Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes Hoofs: 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 
Plays fondly with her Tears, andi {miles in meeting; 
So weeping, {fmiling, greet I thee my Earth, 
And do thee Favour with my Royal Hands. 
Feed not thy Soveraign’s Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy Sweets comfort his ravenous Senfe: 
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But let thy Spiders that fuck up thy Venom, 
And heavy-gated Toads lye in their way, 
Doing Annoyance to the treacherous Feet, 
Which with ufurping Steps do trample thee. 
Yield ftinging Nettles to mine Enemies; 
And when they from thy Bofom pluck a Flower, 
Guard ‘it I prithee with a lurking Adder, 
Whofe double Tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw Death upon thy Soveraign’s Enemies. 
Mock not my fenfelefs Conjuration, Lords; 
This Earth thall have a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Soldiers, e’er her native King 
Shall falrer under foul rebellious Arms. 

Bifbop. Fear not,my Lord, that Power that made you King 
Hath Power to keep you King, in fpight of all. 

tum. He means, my Lord, that we are too remifs 
Whilft Bullingbroke, through their Security, 
Grows {trong and great, in Subftance and in Friends, 

K. Rich. Difcomfortable Coufin, know’ ft thou not, 
That when the fearching Eye of Heav’n is hid, 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, 
Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unfeen, 
In Murders, and in Out-rage bloody here. 
But when from under this terreftrial Ball 
He fires the proud Tops of the Eaftern Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through ev’ry guilty Hole; 
Then Murders, Treafons, and detefted Sins, 
The Cloak of Night being pluck’d from off their Backs; 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves. 
So when this Thief, this Traitor Bulling broke, 
Who all this while hath revell’d in the Night, 
Shall fee us rifing in our Throne, the Eaft, 
His T'reafons will fet blufhing in his Face, 
Not able to endure the Sight of Day; 
But felf-affrighted, tremble at his Sin. 
Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 
Can wafh the Balm from an anointed King ; 
The Breath of worldly Men carinot depofe 
The Deputy ele&ted by the Lord: 
For every Man that Bullingbroke hath preft, 
To litt threwd Steel againit ou Golden Crown; 
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Heav’n for his Richard hath in heav’nly Pay 

A glorious Ange! ; then if Angels fight, 

Weak Men muft tall, for Hea.’n ftill guards the Right. 
Enter Salisbury. 

Welcome, my Lord, how far off lyes your Power ¢ 

Salis, Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious Lord, 
Than this weak Arm; Difcomfort guides my Tongue, 
And bids me {peak cf nothing but Defpair: 

One Day too late, I fear, my noble L.ord, 

Hath clouded all my happy Days on Earth, 

Oh call back Yefterday, bid Time return, 

And thou fhalt have twelve thoufand fighting Men: 
To Day, to Day, unhappy Day too late 

O’erthrows thy Joys, Friends, Fortune, and thy State. 
For all the Wél/bmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbroke, difperit and fled. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege; why looks your Grace fo pale? 

K. Rich. But now the Blood of tweaty thoufand Men 
Did triumph in my Face, and they are fled; 

And ’till fo much Blood thither come again, 
Have I not reafon to look pale, and dead 2 
All Souls that will be fafe, fly from my Side, 
For Time hath fet a Blot upon my Pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 

K. Rich. Vhad forgot my felf: Am I not King? 
‘Awake thou fluggard Majeity, thou fleepeft: 

Is not the King’s Name, forty thoufand Names? 
Arm, arm my Name; a puny Subject ftrikes 
At thy great Glory. Look not to the Ground, 
Ye Favourites of a King; are we not high? 
High be our Thoughts: I know my Uncle York 
Hath Power enough to ferve our Turn. 
But who comes here? 

Enter Scroop. 

Scroop. More Health and Happinefs betide my Liege, 
Than can my care-tun’d Tongue deliver him. 

K. Rich, Mine Ear is open, and my Heart prepar’d: 
The worft is worldly Lofs, thou canft unfold: 3 
Say, 1s my Kingdom loft? Why ’twas my Care: 

And what Lof: 1s it to be rid of Care? is 
Strives Ballingbroke to be as great as we? 
Greater 


£ ER —, GR y  y  e E h, E ty Ey AE -e  - 


GS a 


‘ 
= 
\ 
v. 
. 
as 
ts - 
7 v 
\ 
4 
| ¥ 
ca 
\ 
& 
\ 
~ 
\ 
bi 
x 
+ 
€ 


a 


= 


ee 





-- > ON @— HY OSB Ow 6- Be 


=o 


ye SI OS 

















il 








i 
" 





i Hie) 
"i Hitt WaT 
Bh} ahi 
| } ! 
WH ck { WE 


Awad 





: 
> - i h~ ~~ gor 


ie Or Ce Ge PO OER OEP 0-6 heetconttiealiees 


1038 The Life and Death 


Greater he’ fhall not be; if he ferye God, 

We’ll ferve him too, and be his Fellow fo. 

Revolt our Subjects? That we cannot mend; 

They break their Faith to.God as well as us? 

Cry Wo, De ftruction, Ruin, Lofs, Decay ; 

The worft is Death, and Death will have his Day. 
Scroop. Giad am I, that your Highnefs is fo arm’d 

To bear the Tidings of Calamity. 

Like an unfeafonabie ftormy Day, 

Which makes the filver Rivers drown their Shores, 

As if the World were al! diflolv’d to Tears: 

So high above his Limits, {wells the Rage 

Of Bullingbroke, covering your fearful Land 

With hard bright Steel, and Hearts harder than Steel, 

White Beans have arm’d@their thin and hairlefs Scalps 

Againft thy Majefty, and Boys with Womens Voices, 

Strive to {peak big, and clap their female Joints 

In {tiff unwieldy Arms, againft thy Crown; 

The very Beadfmen learn to bend their Bows 

OF double fatal Ewe, againft thy State; 

Yea diftaff-Women manage rufty Bills; 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rebel, 

And all goes worfe than I have Power to tell, 

K. Rich. Too well, too well thou tell’ft a Tale {0 ill, 

Where is the Earl of Wil: /Dire? Where is Bizor2 

aie tin R ay) x Es. 

What is become of Bu/hy? Where is Green ? 

That they have let the dangerous Enemy 

Meafure our Confines with fuch peaceful Steps? 

It we prevail, their Hands fhall pay for it. 

I warrant they have made Peace with Bullingbroke, 
Scroop. Peace they have made with him, indeed, my Lord, 
K. Rich. Oh Villains, Vipers, damn’d without Redemption, 

Dog:, eafily won to fawn on any Man, 

Snakes in my Heart-biood warm <, that fting my Heart, 

Three Fudaffes, each one thrice worfe than Sndas, | 

Would they make Peace? Terrible Hell make War 

Upon their {potted Souls for this Offence. 

Scroop. Sweet Love, I fee, changing his Property, 

Turns to the fowreft, and moft deadly Hare: 

Again uncurfe their Souls; their Peace js made 


With Heads, and not with Hands: T hofe whom you curfe 
; #3 Have 
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Have felt the worft We Death’s de {troying Hand 
And lye full low, grav’d in the hollow Ground. 
Aum, 1s Bufby, Green, and the Earl of Vilt [Dire dead 2 
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Briffow loft their Heads, 


Aum. Where is the Duke, my. Fath er with his Power 2 


- 


K. Rich. No matter where, of Comfort roeMan {peak : 
Let’s talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaj hs, 
Make Duft our Paper, and with rainy Eyes 
Write Sorrow in the Bofom of the Earth. 
Let’s chufe Executors, and talk of Wills: 
And yet not fo, for what can we beque ath, 
Save our depofed Bodies to the Ground 2 
Our Lands, our Lives, and all are B, Misiegorek Ss 
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Some poifon’d by their Wives, fome liceping 
All murther’d. For within the ho Ho iw Crow: 
That rounds the mortal abn ples of a King, 
Ke eps Death his Court, and there the Anti i ie fits 
Scofling his State; and Ae inning at his Pomp 
Allowing him a Breath, a little Scene, 
To Monarchize, be fear’d, and kill with Lo: ks, 
Infufing him with felf and vain C onceit, 
As if this Fle fh, which walls about our Life, 
Were Brafs impregnable: And humour’d thus, 
Comes at the laft. and witha little Pin 
Boats through his Caftle Walls, and fa: ewel King 
Cover your Heads, and mock not Fleth and Blo “id 
With folemn Reveren ce Throw away Refpea, 
Tradition, Form, and ceremonious Duty, 
For you hay ve but miftook me al! rhc while : 
{ live with oe like you, feel Want, 
Tafte Grief, need Friends: fubje&ted thus, 
How can you fay to me, I ama Ki: oe 

Carl. My Lord, wife Men -ne’er wail theic profent Woes, 
But prefen ly prevent the Ways to wail: 

Vor. Il. J To 
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1090 The Life and Death 

To fear the Foe, fince Fear opprefle ch Strength, 
G.ves in your ees Sire! eth unto your Foe; 
Fear, and be flain, no wo she can come to fight, 
And fighe and die is De: id wit ying Deith, 
WI nere re aring, CYNE pa aS De fervile Breath. 


M y F. ather hat na Po wer, enquire la Kin, 
And learn to make a Bod dy of a Limb, 

K. Rich. Thouchid’f me well: Proud Bullingbroke, I come 
To change Blows with thee, for our Day of Doom; 
rhis Ague-fit of Fear is over-blown, 

Aa eafie Task it is to win our own. 
Say, Screop, where lyes our Uncle with his Power? 
} iweetly Man, although t! ‘y Looks be fower. 

| by the Complexion of the Sky 
The State and Inclination of the Day; 
So may you by my dull and heavy Eye: 
My Tongue hath but a heavier Tale to fay: 
I play the Torturer, by fmall and fmall 
To lengthen out the worft, that muft be fpoken. 
Your Uncle York ts join’d to Bullingbroke, 
And all your northern Caftles yielded up, 
And all your fouthern Gentlemen in Arms 
Upon his F.étion. 

kK. Rich. Thowhaft faid enough. 
3efhrew thee, Coufin, which didft lead me forth 
Of that.fweet way I was into Defpair. 
What fay you now? what cntict have we now? 
By Heav’n Dll. hate him everlaitingly 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Go to Flint-Caftle, there I'll pine away, 
A King, Wo’s Slave, fhall kingly Wo obey: 
‘That Power I have, difcharge, and let em go 
To ear the Land, that hath fome Hope to grow. 
For I have none. Let no Man fpeak. again 
To alter this, for Counfel ts but in vain. 

Aum. My Liege, one Word. 

K. Rich. He dots sme double Wrong, 

That wounds me with the Flatreries of his Tongue. 
Difcharge my Followers: let them hence away 
From Richard's Night, to Ballingbroke’s fair Day. 


Scroop. Men judge 


[ Exeun 
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Enter with Drum and Colonrs, Bullingbroke, York, -Nor- 
thumberland, and Attendants. | 
Balling. So that by this Intelligence we learn 
Lhe We Shave are difpers’d, and Salisbxry 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 
With fome few Private Friends upon this Coaft: 
North. The News is very fair and good, my Lord: 
Richard not far from hence; hath hid his Head. 
York. It would befeem theLord Northumberland, 
To fay King Ri chard, Alack the heavy Day, 
When fuch a facred King fhould hide his Head: 
North. Your e ieacd miltakes me; only to be brief; 
Left I his Title out. 
York. The time hath been, 
W ou!d you have been fo brief with him, he would 
Have been fo_brief with you, to fhorten you, 
For taking fo the Head; your whole Head’s Je neths 
Bulling. Miftake not, Uncle, farther than you fhould, 
York, Lake nor, gc foe Coufin, farther than you fhoulds 
Left you miftakes the Heav’ns are o’er your Head. 
Bullin ng. [ know ue Unel le, and opp. fe not m ly felf 
Againft their Wills But who comes here? 
ee Pere ys 
Welcome Harry; what; will not this Cafhle yield? 
= The Caftle r oyaily is mann’d, my Lord; 
Againft thy Entrance. 
Bu ings Koyally? Why; it contains no King 
Percy. Yes, my good Lord; 
It doth contain a Kin; g: Kin; g Rithara lyes 
Within the Limits of yé oir d] Bs ime and Stone; 
And with him the Lord umerle, Lord Salisburys 
Sir Stephen croop, belides a Clergy-man 
Of ho! y Reverence; who, I-cannot learn; 
North. Oh, belike it is th ic Bifhop of Cxrlifle. 
Bulling. Noble Lord; | To Nerth: 
Go to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 
Through brazen Tri umpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Ears; and thus deliver: 
Henry 
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Henry Bullingbroke upon his Knees doth kis 
King. Richard’s Hand, and fends Allegiance 

And true Faith of Heart to his Royal Perfon; hither come 
Even at his Feet, to ay my Arms and Power, 


Provided, that my Banifhment repeal’d, 


And Lands reftor’d ea be frecly gre nted; 

cau a ufe the Advantage of 1 my Power, 

An d Jar rhe S ummer ! ; Du it Wi | j Ss) 10OWers of Blood, 

Rain’d from the Wounds of flaughter’d Englifhmen; 

The which, how far off from the Mind of B Bullingbroke 

It is, fuch Crimfon Tempeft fhoul d bedrench 

The freth green Lap bo fait King Richara’s Land, 

My ftooping Duty tenderly fhall thew. 

Go fienihe as much vhile here we march 

Upon the graflie Carpet of this Plain; 

Let’s march without the Noife of thre itning Drum, 

That from this Caftle’s tatter’d Battlements 

Our fair Appointments may be well perus’d. 

Methinks King Richard and my felf fhould meet 

With no lefs Terror than the Element: 

Of Fire and Watér, when their thundring Smoak 
tmecting tears the cloudy Checks'of Heav’n: 

3e he the fete Tl be the yielding Water: 

The Rage be his, wl ile on the Earth I rain 

My Waters on th e Earth, and not on him. 

March on and mark King Richard how he looks. 

Parle without, and Anfwer within; then a Flourifh. Enter on 
the Walls, King Ra ichard, the Bifbop of Carlifle, Aumer- 
le, Scroop and Salis’ DUTY. 

See, fee, King Richard doth himfelf appear 

As do ace the blufhing difcontented Sun, 

2 out the fiery Portal of the Eaft, 

When: he perceives = envious Clouds are bent 

To dim his Glory, and to ftain the Frac 

OF his bright Pailare to the Occidentr. 

York. Yet looks he like a Kirg; behold his Eye 

As bright as is the Eagle’s, lightens forth 

Controlling Mayefty; alack, alack, for Wo, 

That any Harm fhould itain fo fair a Show. 

K, Rich. We.are amaz’d, and thus long have we ftood 

To watch the fearful bending of thy Knee, [To North. 


Becaule 








— > oI 0— 3 o-—=P Ow 6— Se ¢ 


~~ 


Se © 


————— 

















of King Richard II. 1093 


Becaufe we thought our felf thy lawful King ; 
And if we be, how dare thy Joints forget 

To pay the ax ful Dury to our Prefence? 

If we be not, fhew us the Hand of God, 

That hath difmifs’d us from our Steward{hip ; 
For well we know, no Hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the facred Handle of our Scepter, 
Unlefs he do prophane, fteal or ufurp. 

And though you think, that all, as you have done, 
Have torn their Souls, by turning them from us, 
And we are barren, and bereft of Friends: 

Yet know, my Mafter, God Omnipotent, 


: 


Is muttering 1n his Clouds on our behalf, 
Armies of Peftilence, and they fhall ftrike, 
Your Children yet unborn, and unbegot, 
That lift your Vaffal Hands againft my Head; 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crown, 
Tell Bulling broke, for yond methinks, he is, 
That every Stride he makes upon the Land, 
Is dangerous Treafon, he is come to ope 
The purple Teftament of a bleeding War; 
But e’er the Crown he looks for, live in Peace, 
Ten thoufand bloody Crowns of Mothers Sons 
Shall ill become the Flower of Exgland’s Face, 
Change the Complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew 
Her Paftors Grafs with faithful Bzgli/b Blood. 

Worth. Vhe King of Heav’n forbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civil and uncivil Arms 
Be rufh'd upon: Thy thrice-noble Coufin, 
Harry Bullingbroke, doth humbly kifs thy Hand, 
And by the honourable Tomb he {wears 
That ftands upon your Royal Grandfire’s Bones, 
And by the Royalties ofiboth your Bloods, 
Currents that’ {pring from one moft gracious Head ; 
And by the bury’d Hand of warlike Gaunt, 
And by the Worth and. Honour of himfelf, 
Comprifing all that may be fworn, or faid, 
Fis coming hither hath no farther Scope, 
Than for his lineal Royalties, and to beg 
Infranchifement immediate on his Knees: 
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Which on thy Royal party granted once, 
His glitterin; o Arms he will commend to 
His barbed Steeds to Stables, ee his H 
Yo faithful Service of your Majefty: 
This {wears he, as i is a Prince, “1s 
And as IT ama Gentleman, I credit him 
K. Rich. gine poe rland, fay thus: 
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Shall we call back Northuml 
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EY 
Defiance to the Faitor, and fo dic? 
Aum. No, good my Lord,le 
“Till time lend Friends, and Fr 








On yor id pre se Man, fhould take it off ; 


As is my | Grief, or lefler than my Name; 
Or that I could forget whar I have been, 


Be tists, Or not remember what I muft be now. 
ai Swell'ft thou, proud Heart? D’ll’give thee Scope to beat, 
since Foes have Scope to beat both thee and me. 
Anim. Northumberland comes back from Bullingbroke. 
K, Rich, What mult the King do now? Muft he fubmit ¢ 
The King thall do it: Muft he be depos’d? 


The Ki: 12 fhall be contented: Muft he 


I'll give my Jewels for a Set of B eads ; 
My gorgeous Pallace, for a Herm: itage; 


My figur’d Goblets, for a Dith of Wood; 
My Scepter 5 for a Palmer’s walking Staff, 


- 


My S$: ies Bs » fora Pair of carved Sai ints, 


, 
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A little litrle Grave, an obfcure Grave. 


Or Pll be bury’d in the King’s Highway; 
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The King returns, 
His gai Coufin is right welcome hither, 


ial be accomplifh’d without Contradiction 3 


f - , males r ou i v ae ~¢y lind one ; wae 
eak to his pentie neasring i 3a 1 COMME 
H} ! Dastentn nie feat " 

‘e do debafe our felf, Coufin, beh we Not, 


shag ay an aa f¢ nd 

t’s fight with gentle Words, 
ends the eir hope ful Swords, 
K, Rich. Oh God; oh God th; r this Fongue of mine, 


That laid the Sentence of « ad Banifhmene 


With h Words of footh; oh that I were as oreat 


The Name of Kin ge? o’God’s Name let it g0. 


My gay A ee ir an Alms-man’s Gown: 


And my lar: ge Kingdom, for a little eave. 
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Some way of common Trade, where ae &s Feet 
May hourly trample on their Soveraign’s Head; 
For on my Heart they tread now, whilft it 
And bury’d once, why wot upon my Head 
Aumerle, thou weep’ft, my tender hearted Coufin ™ 
We'll make foul Weather with defpifed Tears. 
Our Sighs, and the Ys fhall lodge the Summer Corn, 
And make a Dearth in this revol ting Land, 
Or fhall we play the Wantons with our W oes, 
And make fome pretty M: itch with fhedding Tears? 
As thus, to drop them {till upon one Place, 
‘Till they have fretted us a Patr of Graves, 
Within the Earth; and therein laid, there lyes 
Two Kinfmen dige’d their Graves with weeping Eyes ? 
Would not this ill do well? Well, well, I fee 
I talk but idely, and you mock at me, 
Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What fays King Bullinzbroke? Will his ae ty 
Give Richard leave to liye, “till Richard die? 
You make a Leg, and Bulling rbyoke lays I, 
North. My Lord, in the | bafe C ourt ‘he doth attend 
To fpeak with you, may it pleafe you to come down. 
K. Rich. Down, down I come, like gliftring Phaeron, 
Wanting the Manage of unruly Jades. 
In the bafe Court? bafe Court where Kings grow bafe, 
To come at Traitors Calls, and do them Grace. 
In the bafe —— come down; down Court, down Kirg, 
For Night-Owls fhriek, where mounting Larks fhould fire 
Bulling. W hat ye his Majefty ? 
North. Sorrow, and Grief of Heart 
Makes him fpeak fondly like a frantick Man; 
Yet he is come, 
Bulling. Stand al] apart, 
And thew fair Duty to-his Majcfty. 
My gracious Lord. [ Kueels 
K. Rich. Fair Cowfin, | 
You debafe your Princely Knee, 
To make the bafe Earth proud with kiffing it. 
Me rather had, my Heart might feel your Love, 
“aes my un-pleas’d Eye fer. your Courtefie. 
Jp Coufia, up, your Heart is up, I know, 
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Bulling, My gracious Lord, I come but tor mine own, 
oa ; we r . J if o~ 7 sy 4 © £ 
K. Rich. Your’own is yours, and i am yours, ana all. 
¥? iy 4 ." ; } oi 7 TY . r {} “f ic bted Lo d 
Dbwiling, oo far oe mine, My Moikt Teoeouvee OF 5 
As my true Service fhall deferve your Leve. 
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For do we mutt 
Set on towards: 
Coufin, is it fo 

Bullinz. Yva,~my good Lord, 


| 


K. Rich. Then I muft not fay no. | Flourifb, Exeunt, 


ey ae age i is Dee 

Enter © uecn, aud toyo Ladies. 
Oxcen. What Sport thall we devife here in this Garden, 
irive away the heavy thought of Care? 
Lady. Madam, we'll play at Bowls. 
L Twill make me think the World is full of Rubs, 
And that my Fortune runs againft the Bias. 

Lady. Madam, we'll dance. 

Queen. My Legs can keepno Meafurein Delight, 
Whea my poor Heart no Meafure keeps in Grief. 
‘Therefore no dancing, Girl ; fome other Sport. 

Lady. Madam, we'll tell Tales. 

Queen. OF Sorrow, or of Grief 2 

Lady. OF either, Madam. 

Queen. Of neither, Girl. 

For if of Joy, being altogether wanting, , 

Te doth remember me the more of Sorrow : 
Or if of Grief, being altogether had, 

It adds more Sorrow to my want of Joy: 
For what I have, I need not to repeat: 
And what I want, it boots not to complain. 


“Ww hy ~~ 


(/“¢en, 


Lad}. 
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Lady. Madam, [ll fing. 


Queen. "Tis well that thou haft Caufe: 

Burthou fhould’ft pleafe me better, would’ft thot weep. 
Lady. 1 could weep, Madam, would it do you good? 
Queen, And I could fing, would weeping do me good, 

And never borrow any Tear of thee. 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants. 

But ftay, here comes the Gardiners ; 

Let’s ftep into the Shadow of thefe Trees. 

My Wretchednefs, unto a row of Pines; 

Dhey’il talk of States for every one doth fo, 

Againft a Change; wo is fore-run with wo. 

Gard, Go bind thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 

Which like unruly Children, make their Syre 

Stoop with oppreffion of their prodigal weight : 

Give fome fupportance to the bending Twigs. 

Go thou, and like an Executioner | 

Cut off the Heads of too falt growing fprays, 

That look too lofty in our Commonwealth: 

All muft be even in our Government. 

You thus imploy’d, I will go root away 

The-noifom Weeds that without profit fuck 

The Soil’s fertility from wholfom Flowers, 

Serv. Why fhould we in the compafs of a Pale, 

Keep Law and Form, and due Proportion, 

Shewing, as in a Model, our firm State? 

When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land, 

Is full of Weeds, her faireft Flowers choakt up, 

Her Fruit-trees all uprun’d, her Hedges tuin’d, 

Her Knots diforder’d, and her wholfom Herbs 

Swarming with Caterpillers. 
Gard. Hold thy Peace, 

He that hath fuffer’d this diforder’d Spring, 

Hath now himfelf met with the fall of Leaf, 

The Weeds that his broad-{preading Leaves did fhelter, 

That feem’d in eating him, to hold him up, 

Are pull’d up, Root and all, by Bullingbroke ; 

I mean the Earl of Wilrfbire, Bufby, Green. 

Serv. What, are they dead? 
Gard. They are, 
And Bullingbroke hath feiz’d the wafteful King, 
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What pity 
And dreft his 


And wound the Bark, the Skin of our Fri ult-trees, 
Left being over proud with Rap and BI lood, 

With too much Riches it confound it fe felf 2 Q 
Had he done fo, to great a ad growing Men, 


They might have liv’d to bear, mes he to rafte 
yr} 5 TY A ele RS” Agee ~ . 2, 

i neir LItS O} Dury . All {y pe rf VOL is Branches 
We lop away, that bearing | Boughs may live: 


- 


Had ne fo, himfelf had born the Crown, 
Which te and idle Hours hath quite thrown down. 
Sery hat think you the King fhall be depos’d 2 


Sard preft ay; in depos’d 
fs ris doubted he whl Dee Le tters came laft Night 


To a dear Friend of the Duke of York, 


That tell black Tidings 
Queen, Oh Tam oe to Death through want of {peaking; 
Thou old Adam's likenefs, fet to drefs this Garden, 


How dares thy harfh Tongue found this unpleafing News? 
What Eve? What Serpent hath fuggefted thee, 
To make a fecond fall of curfed Man 2 
Why dott thou fay, King Richard is depos’d? 
Dart thoy, thou little better thing than Earth, 
Divine his down! al l@ Say, w pert whee, and Lowy 
Cam ft thou byt il] ip ydings? ‘ eak, thou Wretch. 
Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Lit de jt oy have I 
‘Fo breath thefe ete s; yet what I fay is true; 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bulling broke, their Fortunes both are weigh’d: 
In your eee d’s Scale, 1s nothing but himfelf, 
And fome few Vanities that make him light: 
But in the Ballance of great By! lingbrokey 
Befides h imfelf, are all the Exnglifbh Pec 
And with that odds he weighs Kine he Bib down. 
Polt you to Loudon, and you'll find it fo; 
I fp ak no more, than ev very one doth know, 
Oneen. Nimble Mu onerie% that art fo light of Foot, 
‘th.not thy Leer aflage belong to me? 
nds am Y jaft thar kanes it? Oh thou think’ 
Fo ferve me laft, that I may longeft keep 
Thy Sorrow in my Breaft, Come Ladies, £0, 


of King Richard I, 1099 


To meet at Loudon, London's King in wo, 
What, was I born to this! That my fad Look, 
Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbroke ! 
Gard’ner, for telling me thefe News of wo. 
I would the Plants thou graft’ may never grow. | Exit, 
Gard. Poor Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe, 
I would my Skill were fubject to thy Curfe, 
Tere did fhe drop a Tear, here in this place 
I'll fet a Bank of Rew, fowr Herb of Graces 
Rew ev'n for Rath, here fhortly thall be feen, 
In the remembrance of a weeping Queen, l Evxip. 
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Enter as to the Parliament, Bullingbroke, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumberland, Percy, Fitzwater, Surrey, Bifbop of Carlile, 
Abbot of Weltmintter, Herald, Officers, and Bagot. 


Bulling. ALL forth Bagot. 
Now Baget, freely fpeak thy Mind, 

What thou doft know of noble Glo’fer’s Death ; 

Who wrought it with the King, and who perform’d 

The bloody Office of his timelefs End. 
Bagot. ‘hen fet before my Face the Lord Aumerle. 
Bulling. Coutin, ftand forth, and look upon thar Man. 
Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring Tongue 

Scorns to unfay, what it hath once deliver'd. 

In that dead time when Glo'fter’s Death was plotted, 

I heard you fay, Is not my Arm of length, 

That reacheth from the reftful Englifh Court 

As far as Calais to my Uncle’s Head2 

Amongft much other talk, that very time, 

I heard you fay that you had rather refute 

The offer of an hundred thoufand Crowns, 

Than Ballingbroke return to England; adding withal, 

How bleft this Land would be tn this your Coufin’s Death. 
“inm, Princes, and noble Lords, 

What anfwer fhall I make to this bafe Man 2 

Shall I fo much difhonour my fair Stars, 
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On equal terms to give.him chal ifement ¢ 
A f ae 
ws * ’ v f} } Re ee Tre i 
Either i Muit, Or nave mine CPrLONOUI {poll d 


With the Attainder of his fland rous Lips. 

There is my Gage, the manual Seal of Death, 

That marks thee out for Hell. Thou lieft, 

And ['}] eee what thou haft faid, 1s falfe, 

In thy Heart Blood, though being all too bafe, 

To ftain hie temper of my Knigh ty Sword. 
Bulling. Bagot tor bear, thou fhalt not take it up. 


<> " 
LAU. Ex cel tii ig one, | would ne were the beft 
7 } ‘ f } ty 7 ain Ii oO 
Tn all this blancs that hath moved me fo. 
Fitzw. If that thy Valour ft and on Sy mpathies: 


t 
There is my Gage, Aumerle, in Gage to thine: 
‘ ri é “ , ' . ree Ad 
By that fair Sun, that pessoa me where thou ftand’ft, 
7 ; 
; 


’ 13> 
V unt 12] iV tho u {pak’ft 1 If, 


he + t} a a% AFL rr’ 

. ai Sf wipw ays a c 

a ae es ] . wh . = Pag AE iy Gli De: h 
That thou wert caule of noble Glo’/fer’s Death. 


If thou deny ft 1 it, twenty times thou] lieft, 
And I will turn th y falfhood to thy Heart, 
Where it was forged, with my Rapier’ § point. 
Aum, Thou darft not, Cc oward, live to fee the Day. 
Fitzw. ews by my Soul, [1 woud it were this Hour. 
Aum. Fitzovater, thou art as mn’d to Hell for this. 
Percy. Aumerie, thou lieft; his Honour is as true 
In this Appeal, as thou art all unjuft: 
And that thou-art fo, there I throw my Gage 
To prove it on uae to th’extreameft point 
Of mortal Breathing. Seize it, if thou dar ft. 
Aum. And if I do not may my Hands rot off, 
And never brandith more revengeful Steel, 
Over the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 
Saxreye My Lord Fitzwater 
I do remember well the very time 
Aumerle and you did talk. 
Fitzw. My Lord, 
"Tis very true: You were in Prefence then; 
And you can witnefs with me, this is true. 
Surrey. As falfe, by Heav’n, 
As Heav’n it felf is true. 
Fitzw. Sarrey, thou lieft. 
Sarrey. Difhonourable Boy, 
That Lie, fhall lye fo heavy on my Sword, 
That 
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That it fhall render Vengeanc and Revenge, 


>Till thou the Lie-giver, and that Lie, do lye 
In Earth as quiet, as thy Father's Scul!: 
In proof whereof, there 1s mine Hor our’s Pawn, 


Engage it to the Trial, af thou dar’ft. 
Fitzw. How fondly do’ft thou fpur a forward Horfe? 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live, 
I dare meet Surrey in a Wildernefs, 
And fpit upon him, whilft I fay he lies, 
And lies, and lies; there is my Bond of Faith, 
To tie th: e to my ftrong CorreGion, 
As I intend to thrive in this new babe ld, 
Aumerle is guilty of my ~ e Appe 
sefides, I heard the banifht NW ret fay, 
That thou Aumerle dic dft fend two of thy Men, 
To execute the noble Duke at Calais. 
Aum, Some honeft Chriftian truft me with a Gage, 
That Norfolk lies; here do I throw down this 
If he may be repeal’d, to try his Honour. 
Bul ling. Thefe Differences fhall all reft under Ga: oe, 


> 


Til A or folk be repeal’d : Repeal I'd he thall be; 
And though mine Enemy, reftor'd again 


To all his Hands and Seign nioriess when he’s return’d, 
Againlt Aumerle we w il} enforce his Tria] 
Carl. ‘That bonenerel Day fhall ne’er ie feen. 
Many atime hath banifht Norfolk, fought 
For Jefus C hrift, in glorious Ctritis n ae 
rity: the En ne n of the ‘Chittia 1 Crof; 
Againtt black Pagan sy Turks, and Sica 
An d toil’d with’ works of War, retir'd himfelf 
To ftaly, and th t Ver ice Bave 
His Bx dy to that pleafant C suntries Earth, 
And his pure Soul ant his Captain Chrift, 
Under whofe Colours he had fous ht fo long 
Bulling. Why, Bi fh: IP, is [Vor rfolk. god? 
Carl, As fare as I live, my Lord. 
Bulling. Sweet peace conduct his {weet Soul 
To the Bo fom of £0! od old Abraba WE 
Lor ‘ds As ppealants, you r Dif fferen ces fhall all ref{t un der r pace 
Till we aflign you to your Days of Trial. 
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1102 The Life and Death 


Exter York, 
York, Great Duke of Laxcaffer, I come to thee 
, r . *“¥° » ie 
From plume-plucke Richard, who with willing Soul 


Adopts thee H €lr, atid his high SC ~pter yl Ids 
-- “4 a , 


a i ¢ SSnT x Bde ieee 3s F th ries ae Ss re 
lo tne FoOU¢Ci10N OF 1 ly Oval a ld, 


re 


cend his Thro €, adeicending now trom him, 
live Henry, of that Name the Fourth. 

n God’s Name, I'l! afcend the Regal Throne 
Carl, WMlarry, Heav*n forbid. 
Worlt in this Royal Prefence may I f{peak, 

¢ 7 

Yet belt befeeming me to (Deak the truth, 
, 


Nould God, that any in this noble Prefence 
Were enough noble to be upright Judge 

O: noble Richard, then true Noblenefs would 
Learn him forbearance from fo foul a Wrong. 
What Subject can give Sentence on his King? 
And who fits here that is not Richard's Subje& ? 
Thieves are not judg’d, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent Guile be feen in them: 

And fhall the Figure of God’s Majcfty, 
His Captain, Seward, Deputy ele&, 
Anointed, crown’d and planted many Years, 

Be judg’d by Subject and inferior Breath 
And he himfelf not prefent? Ob, forbid it,” God; 
That in a Chriftian Climate, Souls refin’d 
Should thew fo heinous, black, obfcene a deed, 
I {peak to SubjeGs, and a Subject {peaks, 
Stirr’d up by Heav’n, thus boldly for his King. 
My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 
Is a foul Traitor to proud flereford’s King. 
And if you crown him; let me prophefie, 
Tae Blood of Exelifb fhall manure the Ground; 
And future Ages groan for his foul AG. 
Peace fhall go fleep with Turks and Infidels, 
And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Wars 
Shall Kia with Kin, and kind with kind confound; 
Diforder, Horror, Fear and Mutin 
Shail here inhabit, and this Land be ¢all’d 
The Field of Golgotha, and dead Men’s Sculls. 
Oh, if you rear this Houfe, againft this Houfe; 
{t will the wofulleft Diviffon prove, 


That 
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That ever fell upon this curfed Earth. 
Prevent it, refift it, let it not be 
Left Child, Childs Children cry againft you, wo. 
North. Well have you argu’d, Sir; and for your pains, 
Of Capital Treafon we arreft you here. 
My Lord of Weftminffer, be it Ries Charge, 
To keep him fafely, ’all his Day of Trial. 
May it ‘pleafe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit 2 
Bulling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common Viet 
He may furrender: So we fhall proceed 
Without Sufpicion. | 
York, I will be his Condud. | Exk. 
Bulling. Lords, you that are here under our Arreft, 
Procure your Sureties for your Days of An{wer: 
Little are we beholding to your Love, 
And little look’d for at your helpi: ng Hands. 
Enter King Richard azd York. 
K. Rich. Alack, \ vhy am I fent for to.a King, 
Before I have tho k off the regal Thoughts 
Wherewith I reign’d? I hardly yet have Jearn'd 
To infinuate, flatter, bow, a1 nd bend my Knee. 
Give Sorrow leave a while, to return me 
To this Submiffion. Yet I will remember 
The favours of thefe Men: Were they not mine? 
Did they a fometime cry, All hail to me2 
So Fudas did to Chrift: But he in twelve, 
Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thoufand, nones 
God fave the I King +: Will no Man fay, Amen. 
Am I both Prieft - and Clark? Well rial Ameh. 
God fave the King, although I be not he: 
And yet Amen, if Heav’n do think him me. 
To do what rads am I fent for hither 2 
York. To do that Office of thine own good Wil! 
Which tired Majelty did make thee offer: 
The Refignation of thy State and Crown 
To Henry Bulling br ok i 
K. Rich. Give me the Crow m. Here Coufin,feize the Crown; 
Here Coufin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden C own i ke a deep 
That owes two Buckets, filling one anothe: 
The emptier ever dancing in the Air; 
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The Life Death 

r1o4 fe s&.17e@ and JCAL 
7 1 . Be ud é< on Z ar an 0% J ga my ts Us. aye 
T ne ormer Gown, unfeen, and full Or vvater: 


That Bucket down, and full of Tears am I, 

Drinking my pacts, whilit you mou: it up on high. 
Bulling. i tho eht pak had been willing to refign, 

K. Rich, My Ci own Lam, but {til my Griefs are mine: 


Sef. Sere 


YT 1} +x mv Cslories an i Tis vU 7 ’ > de} > ofe 

i OU i} ki y WWJ il ICS» € = Soe © | ) > e L\ <P s 
“5 eran! ame. ey. Te ee a ee. 
Griefs; {till am | King O01 tnole,. 


lling, Part of your Cares you at ve me with your Crown, 
K. Rich. Your Cares fet up, #9 not pluck my Cares down, 
My Care, is lofs of Care, by old Care done, 
Your Care, is gain of Cai e, by new Care won. 
The Cares I give, [ have, though given away, 
They tend the Crown, yet ftill with me they ftay. 
Bulling. Are you contented to refign the Crown? 
K. Rich. I no; no I, for I muft no thin 1g be: 
Therefore no, no, for I refign to thee. 
Now, m: it me how I will undo my {elf; 
I give this heavy Weight from off my Head, 
And this unwieldy Scepter from my Hand, 
The pride of Kingly fway from out my Heart, 
With mine own Tears I wafh away my blame, 
With mine own Hands I give away my Crown, 
With mine own Tongue deny my facred State, 
With mine own Breath releafe all dutious Oaths: 
All Pomp and Majefty I do forfwear: 
ey Manors, Rents, Revenues, I forgo; 
y A@s, Decrees, and Statutes I deny: 
As pardon all Oaths that are broke to me, 
God keep all Vows unbroke are made to thee. 
Make mé, that nothing have, with nothing griev’d, 
And thou with all p'eas’d, that haft all atchiev d; 
Long mayft thou long live in Richard's Seat to fit, 
Aad foon lye Richard in an E sarthy Pir. 
God fave King Henry, un-king’d Richard fays, 
And fend him mi y Years of Sun-fhine Days. 
What more remains? 
North No more; but that you read 
Thefe Accufations, and thefe gricvous Crimes 
Committed by your Perfon, and your Followers, 
Againtt 1 the Stare and Profit of this Land: 
T hat 
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That by confeffing them, the Souls of Men 
May deem that you are worthily depos’d., 

K. Rich, Muft I do fo? And muft I ravel out 
My weav’d-up Follies? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not fhame thee, in fo fair a Troop, 
Lo read a LeGture of them? If thou would’{t, 
There should’ thou find one-heinous Article; 
Containing the depofing of a King, 
And cracking the ftrong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark'd with a blot, damn’d in the Book of Heav’n. 
Nay, all of you, that ftand and look upon me, 
Whilft that my wretchednefs doth bait my felf, 
Though fome of you, with Pilate wath your Hands, 
Shewing an outward Pity: Yet you Pilates 
Have here delivered me to my fower Cros, 
And Water cannot wath away your Sin, 

Nort. My Lord, difpatch, read o’er thefe Aiticles. 


K. Ricis Mine Eyes are full of Tears, I cannot fee: 
And yet Salt-water blinds them not fo much, 
But they can fee a fort of Traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine Eyes upon my felf; 
I find my felf a Traitor. with the ref: 
For I have given here my Soul’s confent, 
T’undeck the pompous Body of a King ; 
Made Glory bafe; a Soveraign, a Slave; 
Proud Majefty, aSubje@; State, a Peafant. 
North. My Lord, 
 K. Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught-infulting Man3 
No, nor no Man’s Lord: I have no Name, no Title; 
No, not that Name was given me at the Font, 
But ’tis ufurpt; Alack the heavy Day, 
That I have worn fo many Winters out, 
And know not now, what Name to call my felf, 
Oh, that I were a Mockery, King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sun of Bulling broke, 
To melt my felf away in W ater-drops, 
Good King, great King, and yctnot greatly good, 7o Bulling. 
And if my word be Sterling yet in Exgland 
Let it command a Mirror hither {treight, 
That it may thew me what a Face [ have, 
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Since it is Bankrupt of his Maje 
Bulling. Go fome of you, anc B 
North. Read o’er this Paper, while the Glafs doth come, 
K. Rich, Fiend, thou tormenv'it me, ¢e’er I cometo Hell. 
Bulling, Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland, 
North. The Commons wili-not then be fatisfy'd. 
K. Rich. They fhall be fatisfy’d: I'll read enough, 


W her i oo fee the very Book indeed, 
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Where all my Sins are writ, and that’s my felf. 
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T hat ev ery Day Wades hi bg fhold-roof 
Did keep ten tho sufand Men: Nas ne the Face, 


That fs La i > Reholders inde 2 
a hid & Al} Ke tre sun C d make Rehold iérs Wi K¢ 
- pes | waa he . pa ok tibe - fac od 1 {¢ 4 2 Be \: PS 
Is this the Face, which fac’d fo many Follies, 
Wore é j 49 ; 7. >. J]: / ; - 
Chat was at lait out-facd by Bulling broke? 
; ’ ons = | 4] . vet z 
| A brittie Glory es eth 1p this Face, 
| ey TS nie ie is eke | ee 
HM AAS Orittle as Che Uiory, 18 the race, 
ke 7 a ther rT < L. f ary / ‘WHare a CL were 
AJR LaAbet ww SOL * Cid : T} : Bea eL Fae PLLAV I 
RAa,! (7 } * |} ax 
s¥iar kK, 11/CD{ King, the Mora! of this if Orf, 
- “on 5 oe OE ges © ER p RRP eS F mere RES ©, 
Ho: toon my oorrow hath ger oF a my Face. 


B 4 ida The Shadow of your Sorrow hi ath deftroy d 
The Shadow of your Face. 
K. Rich. Say that again. 
The Shadow of my Sorrow ! ha, Tet’s fee, 
— very true, my Grief lycs all within, 
nd thefe ext ernal Manrers of Laments 
Lre ED Shadows to the unfeen Grief, 
That Ay ells with filence in the tortur’d Soul. 
Ther yet the S Subitance: And I thank thee, King, 
ae ereat Bounty, that not ide giv’ it 
Me Caufe to wai!, but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the Caufe. — I'll beg one boon, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it 2 


Bulling. 


Nat 
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Bailing. Name it, fair Coufin. 
K. Rich. Fair Coufin! Iam greater than a King : 
For when I was a King, my Flitterers 
Were then but Subjects; being now a Subje@, 
I havea King here to my Flatterer: 
Being fo great, Ihave no need to beg, 
Bulling. Yet ask. 
K. Rich. And fhall T have? 
Balling. You fhall, 
K. Rich, Then give me leave to go; 
Bulling. Whither? 
K. Rich. Whither you will, fo I were from your fights 
Bulling. Go fome of you, convey him to the Zower, _ 
K. Rich, Oh good; convey: Conveyers are you all, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true King’s fall, 
Balling. On Wednefday next we folemnly fet down 
Our Coronation: Lords, prepare your felves, 
ge all but Abbot, Bi [bop of Carlifle and Aumerle, 
Abbot. A woful Pageant have we here beheld. 
Bifhop. ‘The wo’s to come, the Children yet unborn, 
Shall feel this Day as fharp to them as Thorn. 
lum, You holy Clergy-men, is there no Plot 
To rid the Realm of this pernicious Blot 2 
Abbot. Before I freely fpeak my Mind herein, 
You fhall not only take the Sacrament, 
To bury mine Intents, but alfo to effe@ 
Whatever I fhall happen to devife. 
I fee your Brows are full of Difcontert, 
Your Hearts of Sorrow, and your Eyes of Tears, 
Come home with me to Supper, I'll lay a Plot 


Shall thew us alla merry Day: | Exesine, 
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Enter Ouctn and Ladies, 


el Bo way the King will come: This is the way 
; To Fulias Cafar’s ill-ereted Tower, 
fo whole flint Bofom, my condemned Lord 
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I, doom’d a Prifoner, by proud Bzllin, cbroke. 
Here let us reft, if this Rebellious E arth 


3 
¥ x. wa dha ie on - Sp ne R K ‘no ro ' © Ty 
Have any refting for her true King’s Queen. 
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Later hing WAiCHal Go, and Guaras. 


But foft, but fee, or rather do not fec, 


My fair Rofe wither; yet look up; bchold, 
; a 
dhat you in pity may di flo ie to Dew, 


And wafh him trefh again with t paid: ees, 

Ah thor, the Model, be Kere e old 1 Troy did {tand, | Zo K.Rich, 
Thou Map of Sisigar. thou King Richard’s Tce 

And not King Richard; thou m Hie beautcous Inn, 


Why. fhould hard-favour’d Grief be lode’d in thee, 
When Triumph ts venom ne an Alech houfe Gueft2 
K. Rich. Join not with Gricf, fair Woman, do not fo, 


To ma ke ny E na i te SSK iG {den : L earn, good Soul, 
To think our fosmaes State a happy Dre am, 
From which awak’d, the truth of what we art 
Shews us.but tae ‘y a n Brother, Sweet, 
To grim Neeeflity; and he acd I 
Will keep a League “till death. High thee to France, 
Aud ng ter thee in fome Religious Houfe; 
Our holy Lives muft win a new World's Crown, 
Which our prophane Hours here have ftricken down. 
Oneen. Wat, iS m y Rich ard both in S! rape and Mind 
Transform’d’ and weakened? Hath Bulling broke 
Depos’d thine Inte Hee 2 Hath he been in thy Hearté 
The Lion dying thrufteth forth his Paw, 
And wounds the Earth, if nothin ig elfe, with rage 
To be o’ er-power d: And wilt thor le Pupil- like, 
Take thy Corre@ion mi is ly, kifs the Rod, 
And fawn on Rage with bafe Humility, 
Which art a Lion and 4 King of Beafts 2 
K. Ritch. AKing of Beatts indeed; if ought but Beaft 
I had been Soh a happy King of Men. 
Good, fome: 2S teen prepare thee hen efor France; 
*Phink [ am ded sad that even here thou tak 
As trom my Death-b:d, my felis ae leave. 
In Winters tedious Nights fit hy the Fire 
With good old Folks, and let them tell thee Tales 
OF wofu Ages, ! ng ago betides 
And e’er theu bid good. “nights to quit their Grief, 


“ft, 


Tell 
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Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And fend the Hearers wecping to their Beds: 
For why? The fenfelefs Brands will fympathize 
The heavy accert of thy moving Tongue, 
And in compaflion weep the Fire out: 
And fome will mourn in Atfhes, fome coal-black, 
For the depofing of a rightful King. 
Exter Northumberland. 
North. My Lord, the mind of Ballingbroke is chang’d. 
You mutt to Pomfret, hot unto the Tower. 
And, Madam, there is order ta’en for you: 
With all fwift fpeed, you mult away to France. 
K. Rich. Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bullingbroke afcends my Throne, 
The time fhall not be many Hours of Age, 
More than it is, e’er fou! Sin, gathering head, 
Shall break into Corruption; thou fhale think, 
Though he divide the Realm, and give the half, 
It is too little, helping him to all: 
And he fhall think, that thou which know’ft the way 
To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know agains 
Being ne’er fo little urg’d, another way, 
To pluck him headlong from th’ ufurped Throne. 
The Love of wicked Friends converts to Fear ; 
That Fear to Hate; and Hate turns one, or both, 
To worthy Danger, and deferved Death. 
North My Guilt be on my Head, and there’s an end. 
Take leave, and part, for you muft part forthwith. 
«. Rich. Doubly divorc’d? Bad Men, ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage? “twixt my Crown and mc: 
And then betwixt me and my married Wife. 
Let me unkifs the Oath, ’twixt thee and me: [ Tothe Oueen, 
And yet not fo, for with a-kils ’ewas made. 
Part us, Northumberland: I, towards the North, 
Where fhivering Cold and Sicknefs pines the Clime: 
My Queen to France; from whence, fet forth in Pomp, 
She came adorned hither like {weet AZay, 
Sent back like Hollowmsas, or fhorteft. Day. 
Queen. And mutt we be divided? Mult we part 2 
K. Rich. Ay, Hand from Hand, my Love, and Heart from 
Qucen. Banith us both, and fend the King withme, [Hear-. 
K 3 Norih 
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1110 The Life and Death 
North. That werefome Love, but little Policy, 
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go, 

K. Rich. So two together weeping, make one wo, 

Weep thou for me in France; I for thee here: 

Better far off than near, be ne’er the near. 

Go, count thy way with Sighs, I mine with Groans, 
Queen. So longeli ‘ays fhall have the longelt Moans, 
K. Rich. Uwice for one ftep I’ll groan, the way bein g fhort, 

And piece the way out ge: a heavy Hi arte 

Come, come in wooing Sorrow let’s be brief, 

Sin ling it, there is fuch lene i in Grief: 

One {hall ttop our Mouths, and dumbly parts 

Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy Heart, | They kifs, 

Juecn, Give Me mine own again; ‘twere no good Part, 

To take on me to keep, and kill thy Heart. 

So, now I have mine own again, be gone, | Ki/s again, 

% i bas l may ee to kill it with a Groan. 

K. Riche We make Wo wanton with this fond delay: 

Once more adieu; the reft let Sorrow fay, | E xewnl 

ik ges Nok: Stk 
i | Enter York K ana bis Dutchefs. 


you WOOL 


pg, CROWS A SP 3 is 
Dutch, My Lord, yout told me y: uld tell I the reft, 


Of our two Cauthnes coming into Lenile 
York. Where did leaves 
Dutch, At that fad i ftop, my “ord, 
Where e rude mifs-govern’d Hand s, from Windows tops, 
Threw Duft and Rub bifh on Kir 1g Richard’s Head 
York, Then, as I faid, the Du ike. great Bullingbroke, 
Motinted { upan a a hot and fiery Steed, | 
Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know 
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With flow, but flarely Pace, kept on his rie: 


. 
You would have thou ght the very Windows {pake, 
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Looks of y a ng and olk d, 
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With painted Imagery had faid at once, 
efu preferve thee, welcome Bullingbroke. 
Whilft he, from one fide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed lower than his proud Steed’s Neck, 
Befpoke them thus; I thank you, Country-men; 
And thus {till doing, thus he paft along. 
Dutch. Alas! Poor Richard, where rides he the -whilft2 
York, As ina Theater, the Eyes of Men, 
After a well-grac’d Actor leaves the Stage, 
Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 
Even fo, or with much more contempt, Mens Eyes, 
Did {cowle on Richard; no Man cry’d, God fave him: 
No joyful Tongue gave him his welcome home, 
But Duft was thrown upon his Sacred Head, 
Which with fuch gentle Sorrow he fhook off, 
His Face {till combating with Tears and Smilcs, 
ie Badges of his Grief and Patience, 
iat had not God, for fome ftrong purpofe, fteel’d 
The Hearts of Men, they mutt perforce have melted, 
And Barbarifm it felf have pittied him, 
But Heav’n hath a Hand in thefe Events, 
To whofe high Will we bound our calm Contents, 
To Bullinbroke, are we {worn Subjects now, 
Whofe State, and Honour, I for aye allow, 
Ezter Aumerle, . 
Dutch. Here comes my Son Azmerle, 
York. Aumerle that was, 
But that is loft, for being Richard’s Friend. 
And, Madam, you mutft call him Rutland now: 
I am in Parliament pledge for his Truth, 
And lafting Fealty in the new-made King, 
Dutch. Welcome my Son; who are the Violets now, 
That ftrew the green Lap of the nex-come Spring? 
Aum, Madam, I knew not, ner I greatly care, 
God knows I had as lief be none, as one. 
York, Well, bear you well in chis new-fpring of time, 
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime. 
W hat News from Oxford? Hold thofe Jufts and Triump 
Mum. For ought I know, my Lord, they do, 
York, You will be there I know. 
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L112 The Life and Death 


Aum. If God prevent me not, I purpofe fo, 

York. What Seal is that that hangs without thy Bofom? 
Yea, lock’ft thou pale? Let me fee the Writing, 

Aum, My Lord, "tis nothing. 

York. No matter then who {ees it. 
[ will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. | do befeech your Grace to pardon me, 
It is a matter of {mall Confequence, 
Which for fome Reafons I would not have feen. 

York, Which for fome Reafons, Sir, I mean to fee; 
I fear, I fear. 

Dutch, What fhould you fear? 
‘Tis nothing but fome Bond, that he is enter’d into 
For gay Apparel, againit the Triumph, 

York. Bound to himfelf? What doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a Fool). 
Boy, let me fee the Writing. 

dum, 1 do befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew it. 

Terk. I will be fatisfied, let me fee it, I fay. 

| Suatches it, and,reads. 

Lreafon! foul Treafon! Villain, Traitor, Slave. 

Du:ch, What's the matter, my Lord ¢ 

York, Hoa, who’s within there? Saddle my Horfe. 
Heav’a for his Mercy; what Treachery is here 2 

Dutch. Why, what is’t, my Lord? 

York, Give me my Boots I fay; faddle my Horfe, ° 
Now by my Honour, my Life, my Troth, 
I will appeach the Villain. 

Dutch. What is the matter? 

York, Peace, foolifh Woman. 

Dutch, T will not peace: What is the matter, Son? 

«44m. Good Mother be content, it is no more 
Than my poor Life muft anfwer. 

Dutch, Thy Life anfwer! 

Enter Servant with Boots. 

York, Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. 

Dutch. Strike him, Aumerle. Poor Bey, thou art amaz’d. 
Hence Villain, never more come in my Sight. 

York, Give me my Boots, I fay. 

Dutch. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the Trefpafs of thine own2 
Have we more Sons? Or are we like to have? Is 
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Is not my teeming date drunk up with Time?2 
And wilt thou pluck my fair Son, from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy Mother’s Name? | 
Is he not like thee? Is he not thine own? 
York, ‘Thou fond mad Woman, 
Wilt thou conceal this dark Confpiracy 2 
A dozen of them here have ta’en the Sacra ent, 
And interchangeably have fet their Hands 
To killthe King at Oxford. 
Dutch, He fhall be none: 
We'll keep him here; then what is that to him 2 
York. Away fond Woman; were he twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him, 
Purch. Hadit thou groan’d for him as I have done, 
Thou wouldft be more pitiful : 
But now I know thy Mind; thou doft fufped 
That I have been difloyal to thy Bed, 
And that he is a Baftard, not thy Son: 
Sweet York, {weet Husband, be not of that mind: 
He is as like thee, as a Man may be, 
Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yet I love him. 
York. Make way, unruly Woman. [ Exit. 
Dutch, After, umerle. Mount thee upon his Horfe, 
Spur poft, and get before him to the King, 
And beg thy Pardon, e’er he do accufe thee. 
Pll not be long behind; though be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as faft as York : 
And never will I rife up from the Ground, 


'Till Bullingbroke have pardon’d thee, Away, be gone, [Exe 


S CEN E II. 


Exter Bullingbroke, Percy, and other Lords. 


Bulling. Can no Man tell of my unthrifty Son2 
"Tis full three Months fince I did fee him laft. 
If any Plague hang over us, ’tis he: 
I would to Heav’n, my Lords, he might be found, 
Enquire at London, ’mongft the Taverns there: 
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1114 The Life and Death 


For there, they fay, he daily doth frequent, 
With unreftrained loofe Companions 

Even fuch, they fay, as ftand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our Watch, and beat our Paflengers, 
Which he, young, wanton, and effeminate Boy, 
Takes on the point ef Honour, to fupport 

So diflolute a Crew. 

Percy. My Lord,.fome two Days fince I faw the Prince, 
And told him of thefe Triumphs held at Oxford. 

Bulling. And what faid the Gallant ¢ 

Percy. His anfwer was; he weuld unto the Stews, 

And from the common’f{t Creature pluck a Glove 
And wear it as a Favour, and with that 
He would unhorfe the luftieft Challenger. 

Bulling. As diffolute as defp’rate, yet through both 
I fee fome {parks of better hope; which elder Days 
May happily bring forth. “But who comes here ? 

Enter Aumerle. 

Aum. Where is the King? 

Bulling. What means our Coufin, that he ftares 
And looks fo wildly ¢ 

Aum. God fave your Grace. I do befeech your Majefty 
To have fome conference with your Grace alone. 

Bulling. Withdraw your felves, and leave us here alone: 
What is the matter with our Coufin now? 

Aum, For evermay my Knees grow to the Earth,| Kueels, 
My Tongue cleave to my Roof within my Mouth, 
Unlefs a Pardon, e’er I rife or {peak. 

Bulling. Intended or committed was this Fault? 

If on the firft, how heinous e’er it be, 
To win thy after-love I pardon thee, 

ium. Then give me leave that I may turn the Key, 
‘That no Man enter ’till the Tale be done. 

Bulling. Have thy defire. [York within 

York, My Liege beware, look to thy felf, 

Thou haft a Traitor in thy Prefence there. 

Balling. Villain, I'll make thee fafe. 

Aum, Stay thy revengeful Hand, thou haft no caufeto fear. 
— York. Openthe Door, fecure fool-hardy King: 

Shail I for love fpeak Treafonto thy Face? 
Open the Door, or I will bréak it open, 
Enter 
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Enter York. 

Bulling, What is thematter, Uncle, fpeak, recover breath, 
Tell us how near is danger, 
That we may armlus to encounter it. 

York, Perufe this Writing here, and thou fhalt know 
The reafon that my hafte forbids me thow. 

Aum. Kemember as thou read’ft, thy Promife paft : 
I do repent me, read not my Name there, 
My Heart is not confederate with my Hand. 

York, It was, Villain, e’er thy Hand did fet it down, 
I tore it from the Traitor’s Bofom, King. 
Fear, and not Love, begets his Penitence; 
Forget to pity him, left thy Pity prove 
A Serpent, that will fting thee to the Heart. 

Bulling, Oh heinous, ftreng, and bold Confpiracy ! 
© loyal Father of a treacherous Son: 
Thou fheer, immaculate, and Silver Fountain, 
From whence this Stream, through muddy Paffages 
Hath had his Current, and defil'd himfelf, 
Thy overflow of good, converts to bad, 
And thine abundant goodne(s fhall excufe 
This deadly blot, in thy digrefling, Son, 

York, So fhall my Virtue be his Vice’s Bawd, 
And he fhall {pend mine Honour with his Shame; 
As thriftlefs Sons their {craping Father’s Geld, 
Mine Honour lives when his Difhonour dies, 
Or my fham’d Life in his Dithonour lyes: 
Thou kil’ me in his Life, giving him breath, 
The Traitor lives, the true Man’s put to Death, 


! 
bad 
ay ot | Dutche/s within, 

Dutch, What ho, my Liege! for Heav’ns fake let me in. 
Bulling, What thrillevoied Suppliant makes this eager cry 3 
Dutch. A Woman, and thine Aunt; great King, "cis I. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the Door, 
A Beggar begs, that never bege’d before. 

Bulling. Our Scene is alter’d from 2 ferious thing, 
And now chane’d to the Beggar, and the King: 
My dangerous Coufin, let your Mother in, 

I know fhe’s come to pray for your foul Sin, 

York. If thou do pardon, whofoever pray, 

Wlore Sins for this forgivenels, profper may, 


This 


% & 


COE - oer 


a oa {,<* 


0 EMS AO Et, Ee Ee AE EE - 


\ 
a 
v 
e 7 
t 
: > 
| 
4 ¥ : 
ON 
; © 
: 
@ 
\ 
> 
i : 
, 
\ 
® 
Ee. 
i | 
. \ 
i 
t 





- > OW O— > O-- Op C-- ap 


a 


a 

















& 





~ ] < 5 = 
> OR. 2 Ce O- SP OTe. 0 SO OS SP Eo SPs SI ee ee ee eae & 








L116 The Life and Death 


ys 


This fefter’d Joint cut off the reft refts found, 
This let alone, will all the reft confound. 
Enter Dutchefs. 
Dutch. O King, believe not this hard-hearted Man, 
Love, loving not it felf, none other can. 
York. Thou frantick Woman, what doft thou do here? 
Shall thy old Dugs once more a Traitor rear? 
Dutch. Sweet York be patient; hear me gentle Liege, | Kneels, 
Bulling. Rife up, good Aunt. 
Dutch. Not yet, 1 thee befeech; 
For ever will I kneel upon my Knees, 
And never fee Day that the happy fees, 
‘Till thou give Joy, until thou bid me Joy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgreffing Boy. 
Aum, Unto my Mother’s Prayers, I bend my Knee.| Kueels, 
York, Againft them both, my true Joints bended be. | Kneels, 
Dutch. Pleads he in earneft2 Look upon his Face; 
His Eyes do drop no Tears, his Prayers are in jeft; 
His Words come from his Mouth, ours from our Breatts: 
He prays but faintly, and would be deny’d; 
We pray with Heart and Soul, and all! befide. 
His weary Joints would gladly rife, I know; 
Our Knees fhall kneel, *till to the Ground they grow. 
His Prayers are full of falfe Hypocrifie, 
Ours of true’Zeal, and deep Integrity: 
Our Prayers do out-pray his, then let them have 
That Mercy, which true Prayers ought to have. 
Bulling. Good Aunt ftand up. 
Dutch. Nay, do not fay ftand up, 
But pardon firft, and afterwards ftand up. 
And if I were thy Nurfe, thy Tongue to teach, 
Pardon fhould be the firft Word of thy Speech. 
I never long’d to hear a Word ’till now: 
Say pardon, King, let pity teach thee how. 
The Word is thort, but not fo fhort as fweer, 
No Word like Pardon, for Kings Mouths fo meet. 
York; Speak it in French, King, fay Pardon’ne moy. 
Dutch. Doft thou teach Pardon, Pardon to deftroy? 
Ah my fewre Husband, my hard-hearted Lord, 
That fet’lt the Word it felf, againft the Word. 
Speak Pardon as *tis currant in our Land, 


The 
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The chopping French we do not underftand. 
Thine Eye begins to fpeak, fet thy Tonene there; 
Or in thy piteous Heart, plant thou thine Ear, 
That hearing how our Plaints and Prayers do pierce, 
Pity may move thee, Pardon‘to rchearfe. 

Bulling. Good Aunt ftand up, 

Dutch. I do not fue to ftand, 
Pardon is all the Suit I have in hand, 

Bulling, I pardon him, as Heav’a fhal) pardon me. 

Dutch, O happy Vantage of a kneeling Knee; 
Yet am I fick for Fear; {peak it again, 

Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twain, 
But makes one Pardon ftrong,. 

Bulling. 1 pardon him with all my Heart. 

Duich. A God on Earth thou art. 

Builing. But for our trufty Brother-in-law, the Abbot; 
With all the reft of that conforted Crew, 

Deftruction ftreight thal! dog them at the Heels, 
Good Uncle help to order feveral Powers 

To Oxford, or where-e’er thefe Traitors are: 
They fhall not live within this World, I fwear, 
But I will have them once know where. 

Uncle farewel, and Coufin adieu; 

Your Mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 

Dutch. Come my old Son, I pray Heav’n make thee new, 

| Exeunt. 
Exter Exton and a Servant. 

Exton. Didtt thou not mark the King what Words he {pake2 
Have I no Friend will rid me of this living Fear, 

Was it not fo2 

Serv. Thofe were his very Words. 

Exton. Have I no Friend? queth he; he 
And ureg’d it twice together; did he not2 

Sery. He did. 

Exton, And fpeaking it, he wiftly look’d on me, 
As who hall fay, I would thou wert the Man 
That would divorce this Terror from my Heart; 
Meaning the King at Pomfret. Come, let’s 20, 

I! am the King’s Friend, and will rid his Foe. 


{pake it twice, 


| Exeunt. 
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1118 The Life and Death 


SC E'N E IV. APs 


Enter King Richard. 


K. Rich. 1 have been ftudying, how to compare 
This Prifon where I live, unto the World; 
And for becaufe the World is populous, 
And here is not a Creature but my felf, 
I cannot do it; yet I'll hammer’t out. 
My Brain, I’ll prove the Female to my Soul, 
My Soul, the Father; and thefe two beget 
A Generation of {till breeding Thoughts ; 
And thefe fame Thoughts people this little World 
In Humours, like the People of this World, 
For no Thought is contented. The better Sort, 
As Thoughts of Things divine, are intermixt 
With Scruples, and do fet the Faith ic felf 
Againftthe Faith; as thus; come littleones; and then again, 
It is as hard to come, as for a Camél 
To thread the Poftern of a Needle’s Eye. 
Thoughts tending to Ambition they do plot 
Unlikely Wonders; how thefe vain weak Nails 
May tear a Paflage through the flinty Ribs 
Of this hard World, my ragged Prifon Walls: 
And for they cannot, die in their own Pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelves, 
That they aré ‘not the firft of Fortune’s Slaves, 
Nor fhall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 
Who fitting in the Stocks, refuge their Shame 
That many have, and others muft fit there; 
And in this Thought, they find a kind of Eafe, 
Bearing their own Misfortune on the Back 
Of fuch as have before endur’d the like. 
Thus play Lin one Prifon, many People, 
And none contented. Sometimes am I King, 
Thea Treafon makes me with my felf a Beggar, 
Andfo Tam. Then crufhing Penury 
Perfuades me, I was better when a King; 
Then am I king’d again; and by and by, 
Think that I am unking’d by Ballingbr oke, 

And 
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And ftreight am nothing, But what-e’er I am, | Adufick. 
Nor J, nor any Man, that but Man is, 
With nothing fhall be pleas’d, *till he be eas’d 
With being nothing. Mufick do I hear? 
Ha, ha; keep time: How fower fweet Mufick is, 
When time is broke, and no Proportion kept ¢ 
So is it in the Mufick of Mens Lives; 
And here have I the Daintinefs of Ear, 
To hear time broke in a diforder’d String ; 
But for the Concord of my State and Time, 
Had not an Ear to hear my true Time broke. 
I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafte me. 
For now hath Time made me his numbring Clock: 
My Thoughts are Minutes; and with Sighs they jar, 
Their Watches to mine Eyes, the outward Watch, 
Whereto my Finger, like a Dial’s Point, 
Is pointing {till, in cleanfing them from Tears, 
Now, Sir, the Sound that tells what Hour it is, 
Are clamoreus Groans, that {trike upon my Heart, 
Which is the Bell; fo Sighs, and Tears, and Groans, 
Shew Minutes, Hours, and Times: O but my Time 
Runs pofting on, in Bullingbroke’s proud Joy, 
While I ftand fooling here, his Jack o’th’ Clock. 
This Mufick mads me, let it found no more; 
Fer though it have holp mad Men to their Wits, 
in me it feems, it will make wife Men mad, 
Yet blefling on his Heart) that gives it me, 
For-’tis a Sign of Love; and Love to Richard, 
Is a ftrange Brooch, in this all-hating World, 
Enter Groom. 

Groom. Hail, royal Prince. 

K. Rich. Thanks, noble Peer. 
The cheapeft of us, is ten Groats too dear. 
What art thou? and how com’ft thoy hither, 
Where no Man ever comes, but that fad Dog 
That brings me Food, to make Misfortune liye2 

Groom. I wasa poor Groom of thy Stable, King, 
When thou wert King, who travelling towards York, 
With much ado, at length have gotten Leave, 
To lock upon my, fometimes Royal, Matfter’s Face. 
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1120 The Life and Death 


O how it yearn'd my Heart, when I beheld 
In London Streets, that Coronation Day, 
When Ballingbroke rode on roan Barbary ; 


That H yr fe, that thou fo often haft beftride, 
That Horfe, that I fo carefully have drefs’d. 

K. Rich, Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle Friend; 
How went he under him? | 

Groom. So proudly, as if he had difdain’d the Ground, 

K. Rich. So proud, that Ballingbroke was on his Back; 
That Jade hath eat Bread from my royal Hand, 

This Hand hath.made him proud with clapping him. 

Would he not ftumble? Would he nor fall down, 

Since Pride muft have a fall, and break the Neck 

Of that proud Man, that did ufurp his Back? 

Forgivene(s, Horfe; why do I rail on thee, 

Since thou, created to be aw’d by Man, 

Watt born to bear? I was not made a Horfe, 

And yet I bear a Burthen like an Afs, 

Spur-gall’d; and tyr’d by jauncing Bullingbroke, 
Enter Keeper with a Difh. 

Keep. Fellow, give Place, here is no longer ftay. 

| Zo the Groom: 

K. Rieh. If thou love me, ’tis time thou wert away. 

Groom. What my Tongue dares not, that my Heart fhall fay. 

| Exits 

Keep. My Lords will’t pleafe you to fall to2 

K, Rich, Tafte of it firft, as thou wert wont to do. 

Keep. My Lord, I dare nor; Sir Piercé of Exton, 

Who lately came from th’ King, commads the contrary. 

K. Ritch. The Devil take ffenry of Lancaffer, and thee; 
Patience is ftale, and I am veary of it, | Beats the Keepers 

Keep. Help, he!p, help, 

Lxter Exton and Servants, 

K. Rich. How now ? What means Death in this rude Affault? 
Villain, thine own Hand yields thy Deaths Inftrument; 
Go thou and fill another Room in Hell. 

[Exton frikes him downs 
That Hand fhall burn in néver-quenching Fire, 
That flaggers thus my Perfon. Exton, thy fierce Hand, 
Hath with the King’s Blood ftain’d the King’s own Land. 
Mount, mount my Soul, thy Seat is uP on high, 
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Ti2iz Th Life and Death 


More than thou haft, and with it joy thy felf: 
So as thou liv'ft im Peace, die free from Strife. 
For though mine Enemy thou haft ever been, 
High Sparks of Honour in thee I have feen. 
Enter Exton wit ith a Coffin. 

Exton. Great ie WwW ith in this Coffin I prefent 
igi bu 'y'd Fe Herein all breathlefs lyes 

he mi ight ieft of thy grea teft Enemies, 


. 
Rich Lard of Bourdeaux by me hither brought, 


+L, 


24 Ling. Exton I thank Emce not, for thou haft wrought 
A. Deed of Slaughter wit h thy fatal Hand, 
Upon my Head, and all this famous Lata: 
Exton. From yourown Mouth,my Lord, did I this Deeds 
Bulling. T hey | ove not Poifon, that do Poifon need; 
Nor do I thee, though I did with him dead; 
T hate the Murtherer, love him murthered. 
The Guilt of Confcience take thou for rg Labour, 
But neither my § good Word, ner prince! y Favour. 
With Cain go wander through the Shades of Night, 
And never thew thy Head by Day, nor Light. 
Lords, I Se {t my Soul ts full of Wo, 
That Blood fhould {prinkle me, and make me grow. 
Come mourn with me, for that I do lament, 
And put on fullen Black incontinent: 
I'll make a Voyage to the Holy-Land, 
To wath this Blood off from my guilty Hand. 
March fadly after, grace my Mourning here, 
In weeping after this untimely Bier. | Excunt omnste 
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ei 1126 The Fiif? Pars 


And furious clofe of civil Bu:chery, 

Shall now in mutual well-befeeming Ranks 

March ail one Way, and be no more oppos d. 

Againft Acq iaintance, Kindred, and Allies; 

The edge of War, like an ill-heathed Knife, 

fhall cut his Mafter. Therefore, Friendg, 

-as to the Sepulchre of Chrift, 

ofe Soldier now, under whofe blefled Crofs 

We are imprefied, and engag’d to fight, 

: Forthwith a Power of Exgiifi hall we levy, 

| Whofe Arms were moulded intheir Mother’s Womb 

Lo chafe thefe Pagans in thole holy Fields, 

Over whofe Acres walk’d thefe blefled Feet 

Which fourteen hundred Years ago were nail’d 

For our Advantage on the bitter Crofs, 

But this our purpofe is a Twelvemonth old, 

And bootlefs *tis to tell you we will go: 

Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear 

Of you my gentle Coufin We?morlaud, 

What yelternight our Council did decree, 

In forwarding this dear Expedience. 

Mm | Weffl. My Liege, this hafte was hot in queftion, 

he And many limits of the Charge fet down | 
| But yefternight: When all athwart there came 

A Poft from Wales, loaden with heavy News; 

Whole warft was, That the roble Azortimer, 

Leading the Men of Hereford ire to fight 

Again{t the irregular and wild Glexdower, 

Was by the rude Hands of that Wel/bmax taken, 

And a thoufand of his People butchered: 

Upon whofe dead Corps there was fuch mifufe, 

Such beaftly, fhamelefs Transformation, 

By thofe Wel/hwomen done, zs may not be, 

| 7 Without much fhame, re-told or {poken of, 

te K. dTenry, It {feems then, thit the tidings of this Broil 
ee Brake off our Bufinefs for the Holy Land, 

Weft. This, matcht with other like; my gracious Lord, 
Far more uneven and unwelcome News : | 
Ea Came fromthe North, and thus it did report: 

ea On Holy-rood Day, the gallant Hor-/pur there, 
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of King Henry IV. 1127 


Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 
At Holmedon met, where they did fpend 
A fad and en Hour: 
As by difcharge of their Art llery 
And thape of likelihood the News was told: 
For he that brought them, an the very Heat 
And pride of their Contention, did take Horfe; 
Uncertain of the Iffue any way, 
K. Henry, ‘Here is a dear and true induftrious Friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe, 
Staind with the variation of each Soil, 
Betwixt the Holmedou, and this Seat of ours: 
And he hath brought us {mooth and welcome News. 
The Earl of Dowglas is difcomfited, 
Ten thoufand phd Scots, two and twenty ae 
Balk’d in their own Blood did Sir Wea leer fee 
On Holmeaon's Plains. Of Prifone » fHot-/pur took 
Mordake Earl of Fife, and eldeft S$ 
Lo beaten Dowglas, and the Earl of Athol, 
Of Murry, Aung us, and AZenteith. 
And is not this an Honourable Spoil? 
A gallant Prize? Ha, Coufin, is it not? In faith it is. 
Weft, A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 
K. Henry. Yea, there thou mak’{t me fad, and mak’ft me fia, 
In envy, that my Lord Worthwmberland 
Should be the Father of fo bleft a Son ; 
A Son, who is the ‘Theam of Honour’s Tongue: 
Amoneit a Grove, the very ftreighteft Plant, 
Who is fweet Fortune’s Minion, and | her Pride: 
Whilft I by looking on the Praife of him, 
See Riot and Difhonour ftain the Brow 
Of my young Harry. O that it could be prov’d, 
Taat fome Night-tripping ees had exchane’d, 
In Cradle Cloaths, our Children where they lay, 
And call’d mine Per cy, his Plantagenet ; 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine: 
But let him from my Thoughts. What think you, Coz, 
Of this young Percy's Pride? The Prifoners, 
Which he in this Adventure hath furpriz’d, 
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To his sown U fe he keeps, and f nds me Werd 
wee "y bong few 2 ee 
] fhall have nene but Afordake Earl of Fife. 
Welt, Lnis is his U 1k '$ teach NS, this is Worcefter, 
ij : 3] iikoke ” . fs . 4 ne 
rx7t ? ‘ § LK fil. 
Which 1 ; oriltle up. 
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Vi eft ‘2 W lil 423 ¥ ful S S [ Exeunt, 


pte Stops 2 N G If 

oO UL ‘a ie 
L 4a aa ) ae - a Dipcan C AV. i a4 ; aA “ * . 
Lanter taenry Prince of Wales, and Sir John Falftaff, 


“1 H >» T ee eee é - co oT . ° 1 
fai. Now Hal, what time of Way 1s ae Lad? 
F mae), be 


ff. ftenry. hou.art to fat-witted with drinking of old 
. ¥ {| 


yack and unb ittoning thee after Supsey.c4 and {leeping up- 
On Benches in. the Afternoon, that thou haft for rgotten to 
demand that truly, which the u wouldft truly know. What 
a Dev il haft thou todo with the time one the Day? unlefs 
biours. were. Cups of Sack, and Minute 2 Capons, and 
Ciocks tie J 0} 5 UES. of Bawas, ands Dia Is the § Signs of 
Leaping-Houfes, and the, bleffed ‘Sun_himfelf a fair hot 
Wench in Flame-colour’d Taffata, I fee no Reafon why thou 
fhouidit be fo fiperfluous, to demand the time of the Day. 

Fal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal. For we that 
take Puries, go by the Moon and feven Stars, and not 
by Phebus, he, that wandrin g Knight fo why And I 
pray thee, fweet Wag, when thou art King, as God fave 
thy: Grace, Majelty I fhould fay, for Grace thou wilt 
have none. 

FS Henry, What! none 2 

fal. No, not fo much: as will ferve to be Prologue to an 
Ego’ and Butter, : z 
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1130 The Firft Pavt 
havethe hanging of the Thieves, and fo bec ome a rareHangman 

Fal. Well, 4 FTal, wells and in fome fort it jumps with 
my Humour, as well as waiting in'the Court,I can tell you, 

P. Henry. Fe yr obtaining of Suits2 

Fal. Yea, for obtaini ng et Suits, whereof the Hang- 
man hath no lean Wardrobe. I am as melancholly as 4 
Gyb-Cat, or a luge’d Bear. 

P, Henry. Or an old Lion, or a Lover’s Lute, 

Fal, Yea, or the Drone of a LincoluPire Bagpipe. 

P. Henry. What fay’{t thou to a Hare, or the Melancho. 
ly of Moor-Ditch? 

Fal. Tho yu haft the moft unfavoury Similes, and artindeed 
the moft comparative rafcalleft {weet young Pringix But, 
#1al, I prithee trouble me no more with Vanity; I would 
thou and I knew, where aC ommodity of good Names were 


to te bought: An old Lot ‘d of the Council rated me the 
other Day in the Street about you, Sir; but I matk’d him 
not, aad es he talk’d very wifely, but I regarded him nor, 


and yet he call? d wifely, and in the Street too, 

P. Henry. Thou didft well; for no Man regards it, 

Fal. O, thou haft damnable Iteration, and art indeed 2 
ble to corrupt a Saint. Thou haft done much harm unto 
me, fal, God forgivethee for it. Before I knew thee, Hal, 
T knew not ing; and now I am, if a Man fhould {pe aktruly, 
little better than one of the Wic ked. I muft give overthis 
Life, and I will give ic over; and I do not, [am a Villain, 
I'll be damned for never a King’ s Son in Ch tite 1dom. 

P. Henry. Where fhall we take a Purfe to M: orrow, Jack? 

Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad, I'll make one; and Ido 
nor, call me Villain, and ba fle me, 

P. Henry. I fee a good Amendment of Life in thee, from 
Praying to Purfe taking. 

Fal, “Why, flal, ‘tis my Vocation, Hal. °Tisno fia for 
a Man to labour in his Vocation. 

Exter Poirs, 

Poins. Now fhall we know if Gads-bill have fet 4 Watch, 
©, 1f Men were to be faved by Merit; what Hole in Hell 
were hot enough for him? This is the moft omnipotent 

Villain, that ever cry’d, Stand, toa true Map. 
P. Henry, Good morrow, Ned. 
Poins, Good morrow, {weet Hal. What fays Monfieur 
Remorfe$ 


of King Henry IV. fray 


Remorfe? What fays Sir Sebn Sack and Sugar? Sack! 
How agrees the Devil and thee about thy Soul, that thou 
foldett him on Good-Friday lalt, for a Cup of Madera, 
and a aay a8 s Leg? 

P. iat Sir Fohn {tands to his Word,the Devil thall have 
his Bargain, for he was never yet a breaker of Pr 


ly roveros ; 
Le will give the Devil his due 
pO ag Then art thou damn -g for keeping t! hy Word with 


the Devil. 
P. Henry. Elfe he had been damn’d for coze ning the Devi) 
Poins. But, my Lads, my Lads, to morrow Morning, by 
four a Clock early at Gads-Hill, there are Pil: eriMs going to 


oe 


Can erbury with rich Offerings, and Traders riding g to 


London with fat Purfes. I have Vizards for you all; 
have Horfes fo; yee: felves; G Gads-Hill ly es to Ni ight in 
Fehr I have be! (poke Supper to morrow in Eaft-che tap; Wwe 

may do it as fecure as fleep: If you will go, I will tuff 
your Purles full of Crowns; if 3 you will not, tarry at home 
and be hane’d. 


“y ou 


ry) 
iNvGa 


Fab Beas ye Tedward, if I tarry at home, and go not, 

Mil hang. you for going, : 

Poins. You will, Chops. 

fal, Hal, wilt thou make one2 

P. Henry. Who, I rob? Ia Thief2 not I. 

Fal, There’s neither Honefty, Manhood, nor good Fellow- 
fhip in thee, nor thou cam’ft ‘not of the Blood Roya’, if 
thou dar{t not ftand for ten Shillings. 

P. Henry. Well then, once in my Days I'll be a mad-cap, 

Fal. Why, that’s well faid. : 

P. Henry. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home. 

Fal. Vl) be a Traitor then, when chou art King, 

P. Hexry. I care not. 

Poins. Sir Fohn, I prithee leave the Prince and me a! lone, 
I will lay him down fuch Reafons fo r this Adventure, that 
he thall go. 

fal, Well, may’ft thouhaye the Spirit of Perfuafior, and 
he the Ears of profiting; that what thou iP ak {t may 
move, and what he hears may be believed; that the true 
Prince may, for Recreation fake, prove a falfe Tn ief; for 
the Fae Abufes of the time, wan t Counte: Nance. 
you fhall find me in Eaft- cheape 


} 


cucaat 


P. Henry. 
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P, Henry. Farewel the latter Spring.  Farewel allhollows 
A SORE [Exit Fal, 
Dias Mes any’ eobd fee Noy ae ri si wae us to 
4 lone. Falfiaf’, Harvey, Rofil, and Gas ds-Hill, t all I rob 
f thofe Men that we have already way-laid; your felf and] 
will not be there; and when they have the Booty, if 
bi youand I donot robthem, cut this Head from my Shoulders, 
A P. Henry. Bat how thally art withthem 1n fett ting forth? 
‘ Poins. Why, we will fet forth before or after them, and 
a a>point them a Place Of meeting, wherein It is at our plea. 
ica I; and 1 will they venture upon the Exploit 
hich they have fooner atchiev’d, but we'll 


2, fT wanmaens ih + 1 sat %een ee > «1, ae ¢ Levy know usb T 1] 
= CHI ¢ : \ Put ah i1KC Liat giv ¥ J wil RLV oY ty] rt} lOfe 
es by Our | ae 1hwy every <¢ ay & ppoNt me 5 
CS; OY Our Piavdit ,ahia DY CvYCry other ol OMNtMnent to be Our 


eins. Tut, our Horfes they wi not fee, I'll tye them 
in the Wood; our Vizards we will change Ho r we leave 
them ; and Sirrah, I have Calis of Buckram for the nonce 

tward Garments. 

Teur) Joubt they w will be too hard for us. 

Poins, Well, for two of them, I know themto beastrue 
bred Cowards-as ever turn’d back; and for the third, if 
he fight longer than he fees Reafon, I'll forfwear Arms, 
ue of > incomprehenfible Lies 
that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we meet at Supper; 
how thirty at leaft he fought with, what Words, what 
Blows, what Extremities he endured; and in the Reproof 
of this, yes the Teft 
Weil, I'll eo with thee, provide us-all things 


nectflary, and’meet me to morrow Night in Ea/t-chea , there 


L’. £4€NYY. 


. } 3 
l'lifup. Farewel. 
1 Pe cg eee oF feo ; 
Lows. ait wW is mi Lord. Exit Poins. 
RE on ce ERE, BS Capi Ses ag gig gD ap | ; ny ak ogee Pe 
P. Henry. i know you all,. and will a while uphold 
t ten st - 
Mine unyoa k’d Humour of your Idlenefs; 


VW Ae® rein 7 
Yet herei: will I imitate the Sun, 
coy 


Who doth permit the bafe contdgious Clouds 
To {mother up his B eauty from the Worl d3 : 


-~s "1 } ’ s ; Bs 
Tr nit when he pleafe a? ain to be himfe Cir, 
Beiig wanted, he may be more Wondad at, 


> 
reaking through the foul and ugly Mifts Of 
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You have good Leave to leave us. When we heed 
Your Ufe and Counfel,we fhall fend for you. | Exit Worcefter, 
You were about to (peak. | To N orthumberland, 

North. Yea, my good Lord. 

Thofe Prifoners in your Highnefs Name demanded, 

Which Harry Percy here at. Holmedon took, 
Were, as he-fays, not with fuch Strength deny’d 
As was deliver’d to your Mayefty ; 
Who either through Envy, or Mifprifion, 
Was guilty of this Fault, and not my Son. 
Hot. My Liege, I did deny no Prifoners. 

Bur, I remember when the Fight was done, 

When I was dry with Rage, and extream Toil, 
Breathlefs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly drefs’d; 
Freth as a Bridegroom, and his Chin new reap’d, 
Shew’d like a Stubble Land at Harveft home. 

He was perfumed like a Milliner, 

And ’twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held 

A Pouncet Box, which ever and anon 

He gave his Nofe, and took’t away again; 

Vno therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Took it in Souff. And ftillhe fmil’d and talk’d; 
Aind as the Soldiers bare dead Bodies by, 

He call’d them untaught Knaves, unmannerly, 

To bring a flovenly, unhandfome Coarfe 

Betwixt the Wind, and his Nobility. 

eWith many Holiday and Lady Terms 

He queltion’d me: Among the reft, demanded 
My Prifoners, in your Mayefty’s behalf. 

[ then, all-fmarting with my Wounds, being cold, 
To be fo peftered with a Popingay, 

Out of my Grief, and my Impatience, 

Anfwer'd, nepleGingly, I know not what, 

He fhould or fhould not; for he made me mad, 
To fee him thine fo brisk, and {mell { {weet, 

And talk fo like ‘a waiting-Gentlewoman, 

Of Guns, and Drums, and Wounds; God fave the Matk 
And telling me, the Soveraign’ft thing on Earth 
Was Parmacity, for an inward Bruife ; 

And that it was great Pity, fo it was, 
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That villainous Salt-peter fhould be dige’d 
Out of the Bowels of the harmlefs Earth, 
Which many a good tall Fellow had deftroy’d 
So cowardly. And but for ‘thefe vile G uns, 
He would himfelf have been a Soldier. 
This bald, unjointed Chatof his, my Lord, 
Made me to anfwer indire€lly, as I faid. 
And I befeech you, let not this Report 
Come currant for an Accufation, 
Betwixt my Love and your high Majefty. 
Blunt. ‘The Circumftance confider'd, good my Lord; 
What ever Harry Percy then had faid, 
To fuch a Perfon, and in fuch a Place, 
At fuch a Time, with all the reft retold, 
May reafonably die, and never rife 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, fo he unfay it now. 
K. Henry. Why yet he doth deny his Prifoners, 
But with Provifo and Exception, 
That we at our own Charge, fhall ranfom frei 
His Brother-in-Law, the foolith AZortimer, 
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Prince. He is walk’d up to the Top of the Hill, ij 90 
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P.ficnry, Vhou lieft, thou art not colted, thou art uncolted, 

Fat. | prithee, good Prince Hal, help me to my Horfe, 
good King’s Son, 

P. Henry, Out you Rogue, fhall I be your Oftler ? 
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__ Fal. (so hang thy felf in thy own Heir-apparent Garters; 
if I be ta’en, I'll peach for this; and I have not Ballads 
made on you all, and tung to filthy Tunes, let a Cup of Sack 
be my Poifon; when a Jeit is fo forward, and afoot too, 
I hate ir. 
Exter Gads-hill and Bard Iph. 
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Bard. Cale ye, cafe ye; on with your Vizards, there’s 
Mony of the King’s comi ng down the Hill, ’tis going to 
the King’s Exche “ er. 

Fal. Youle, you Rogue, “ts going tothe King’s Tavern, 

Gad. There’s eno: igh to make us all. 

Fal. To be haneg’d 

P, Henry. You four fhall front them inthe narrow Lane: 
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counter, then they 1i okt on us. 

Peto. But how ‘man y be of them? 
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Fal, Will they not rob us? 
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Fal, lodeed [ am not Fobx ‘of Gaunt, your Grandfather; 
but yet no Coward, Hal, 
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certain: his Gangerous to take a co! ld, CO leep, to “drial Ky 
but i tell you, my Lord Foo], out of this ete Danger; 
we pluck Unis Flower, Safety. lhe purpofe yOu undertake 1$ 
dangerous, the Friends jou have named meer _ the time it 
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Plot, very good Frie ds. Whata Frolty-fpi- 
R ogue Is this? Way, my Lor d of Yore commends 
be Plot, and the gene ral Courfe of the Action. By this 
Hand, if I were now by this Rafcal, I could brain him 
with with his Lady’s Fan, Is there not my Father, my 
Uncle, and my felf, Lord Edmond Afort ‘mer my Lord 
York, and Owen Glendower ? 1s there not befides, the Dowg 
laf? Have [not ‘ail their Letters, to meet me in Axms by 
the ninth of the next Month? And are there not fome of 
them fet forward already? What a Pagan Rafeal 1s this ¢ 2 
AnInfidel. Ha! you flrall fee-now in very fincerity of Fear 
and cold Heart, will he to the King, and lay open all our 
Proceedings. O, I could divide my felf, and go to buffets, 
for moving fuch a Dith of Skim’d- Milk with fo honourable 
an AGtion. Hang him, let him tell the King we are prepa- 
red. I will fet forwa ds to Binetice: 
Ener Laay Percy. 
How Now, Kate! I mutt leav sa by uu within thefe two Hours, 
Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus aloneg 
For what Offence have I this Fortnight been 
A banifh’d Woman from my Harry’s Bed ¢ 
Tell me, {weet Lord, what ist that takes from thee 
Thy Stomach, Pleafure, and nye golden Sleep? 
Why doft thou bend thy! {yes ipOg the Earth? 
And ftart fo often when thou fire’ ft alone 
Why haft thou loft the freth Blood in th Ly Ch ks 2 
And given my Treafures and my R: ights of thee, 
To thric keey’ iM fi Ing, and ple Me ancholly ¢ 
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On fome Preat iudden haite. ©O wl rat Portents are thefe2 
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And | mutt k OW lis eile he ioves me not. 


fot. What ho; is Gilliams with the Packer gone? | 


Enter Servant. 
Sery, He is, my Lord, .an Hou cod 
ffot. Fat Barler brought thofe Horfes from the Sheriff 
sery. One Horfe, my Lord, he bro oh even now. 


Flot. What Horfe2? A Roa , a Crop-car, is it not2 
hat Roan fhall be my Throne. Well, I will back 
him ftreight. E/perance, bid Butler lead him forth into the 
Park. 

Lady. But hear you, my Lord. 

Flot. What fay’{t thou, my Lady? 

Lady. What is it that carric $ you away? 

Hot. W hy, my Horfe, my Love, my Horfe. 

Lady. Qut you mad-headed Ape, a Weazel hath not fuch 
a deal o! Spleen, as you are toft with. In footh I'll know 
your Bufinefs, Harry, that I wil l, I fear my Brother AZor- 
timer doth ftir about his Tir tle, and hath {ent for you to 
line his En js ei But if you. go——— 

fZot. So far afoor, I thall be weary, Love. 

Lady. Come, co Bes you Paraquito, aniwer me diredlly 
unfo this Queition, that I fhall ask. Indeed Fl break thy 


7 . 
little Fin Per; if.thou wilt no t tell me 


Hot. 


itv cru Ee 
7 
Frot. Away, away, you 7 Trifler : : Love! I love thee not, 
T = Pe | 
i care not for thee, Kare: this js no World 
at | Pe, RA 


© play wita Mammets, and to tilt with Lips. 

We mutt ate bla ey Nofes, and | crack’d Crowns, 

And pafs them currant to as oe ds me, my Morte 

W a fay’ ft thou, Ka te ? W hat would’ft thou have with me? 
- Do ye not love me? Do you not indeed 2 

VAIL es not then, For fince you love me not, 

I will not love my felf. Do you not love me? 

Nays tell me if thou fpeakeft in Jeft or no, 
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Hot. Come, wilt thou fee me ride 4 
And whenI ama H gotiodn I will {wear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Ke ite, 
I muft not have you hencef rth queftion me, 
Whithe rl | >; nor reafon where abour. 
W hither ft inat I eae and to conclu 
This Evening muft I lave thee, gent Ka 
I know you wife, but yet no further wife 
Then Harry Percy's Wife. Conftant you are, 
But yet a Woman; and for Secrefie, 
No Lady clof For I will believe, 
Thou wilt not utter what thou do i not know, 
And fo far will I truft thee, gent!e Kare. 

Laz ie Bian fi oO tar? 

Fiot, Not an Tach further. But hak you Kare, 
Whither I go, thither fha'l you go too: 
To Day will I fet forth, to morrow you. 
Will this c mS you Kale? : 
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Lady. It Inu {t 0 . force. | Excant. 
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Eater Prince Henry and Poins. 

P, Henry. Ned, prethee come out of that fat room, and 
lend me thy Hand to laugh a little. 

Poins. Where hat been, Hal? 

P. Henry. W.th three or four Loggerhead, amon nen three 
or fourfcore Hogfheads. I have founded the very bafe 
{tring of Humility. Sirrah, Iam fworn Brother t toa Leath 
of aedeay and can call them by their Namvs, as 7 0n2, 

Ee Im + . 7 . s 
Dick, and Francis. T : y take it already upon their Coa- 
fidence, that tho: igh I be but Prince of Wales, yet I amtte 
Ki ne of Curtefj i¢ 5 telling me e flatly, I am not Proud like 
ee A f > . a 

fack Faileag but a Corinth nian, a Lad of mettle, a rood 
Boy, and when I am King of Eap ‘land, | hall con mind 
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all] the 200d Lads in Ea hehe ip. 2 he 7¥ call d ri Ww deep 
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dying Scarlet; and hen you ut eak in your She then 
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they cry Pem, and bid you p play it si x conclude, - I 
m{fo good a Proficient in one quarter of an Ho ur, that I 
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Life. I tell thee Ned, thou haft loft 1 1 Honour, . 
thou wert not with me in this ‘A Bien but {weet Ned, 
fweeten which Name e of Ned, I give thee this Pe nya 
ae Sugar, clapt even now into my Hand by an under Skinker, 
one that never "Grike other Exglifh in his Life, then Eight 
Shillings and Six Pence, and; You are welcome Sir: With this 
fhrill Addition, Anon Sir, Anon Sir, Score a Pint of Ba- 
fiard in the Half Moon, or fo: But Ned; to drive away 
time ‘till Falfta if come, I prethee do thou pes in fome b 
Room, while I q weftion my puny Drawer, to what end he 
gave me the Sipe, ard do never leave calling Francis, 
that his Tale to me ‘may be nothing but, sduon: Step afide, 
and I'll fhew thee a Prefident; 
Poinss Francis. 
P. Henry. Thou art perfed: 
Poins. Francis. 
Enter A ‘9 eye the Drawer. 
Fran. Anon, anon Sir < down into the Pomgranets 
Ralph. 
P. He ary. Come hither, Frazcis. 
Fran. My Lord. 
P. Henry. How long haft thou to ferve, Francis? 
Fran. Forfooth five Years, and as mt ich as to——— 
Poins. Franei 5. 
fran. Anon, anon Sir. 
P. Henry. Five Years; Berlady, along Leafe for the clink 
ing of Pewter. Burt Francis, dar eft thou be fo valiant, as 
to play the Coward with ety goate. ire, and fhew ita fair 
air of Fieels, and run fro 
Fran. © Lord, Sir, il be {worn upon all the Books in 
Engl land, I could find in my Heart-—~ 
P oins, oF ancts, 
Fran. Anon, anon Sir 
P. Henry. How old art thou, Francis? 
Fran, Let me fee, about Adichaelmas next I fhall b— 
Poins, Francis, 
ran. Anon Sir; pray you {tay a little, my Lord. 
REALL? Nay, but hark you EF rancts, for the Sugar thou 
Savett me, “twas a Peanyworth, was’t not 2 
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of King Henry IV. Liss 


P. Henry. Twill give thee for it a shins Pound: ask me 
when thou wilt, and thou fhalt have it. 

Points. LYANCIS. 

Fran. Anon, anon. 


fd py ; A ~~ 1a9 4 C NT 5 BEF safe . nee, ou 080s 
P. Henry. Anon, francis¢ No, francis, but to morrow 


Francis; or francis, On £1 Yj OT il deed LY si CIS, when 
thou wilt. <} Fraxcis. 

Fran. My Lord. 

P. Hen Je W ult thou rob this le athern Terl 


Jerkin, Chriftal But- 
ton, Not-pated, Aga-tring, Puke-ftocking, Cad 
Spani fb Pouch. 
Fran, © ‘ rd, Ir, W ho do Yo u meane 
P. Henry. Why then your brown Baft 


cadice-Gsrarter, 


y rd 
© ad d é 
Drink; for los k you, Franeis, your ae te Canvas Doubler 


will { ys In B: irba LT V5 SH it cannot come to {op much 


salle \ 
Fran. W ae ats Sur 4 
2 : i rae 
Poins. brane bie 
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P, Henry. Away you Rogue, doft thou hear them call2 
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Vint. What ftand’f{t thou till, and hear’ft fuch a calling 2 
Look to the Gueft within: My.Lord, old Sir Fohx 
with half a Dozen more ‘are at the Door; fhall I let 
them in? 

P. Henry. Let themalonea while, and then open the Door, 
Poins. 


Poins. Anon, anon, Sir 
P, H Cnr ye Sirrah a ; nd 
at the Door; ; fhall we be merry? 


. See Ee Qe ek cia J R., q 
Poins, As mei as Crickets my Lad. But hark ve, 
. SE Se Be NT BIE SR a 7 ST 
what cunnl ing Mar atch nave vol made with tnis Feit af the 


Drawer 2 Chane. what’s the [fue2 
P.flenry. Ll am now of all f MO UTS, that | have fhew’d them 
felves Humours, 'fince the old Days of Goodman Adam, to 
the Pupil Age sh this mectant: twelve a Clock at Midnicht. 
What's a a Clock, Francis?. 3 
Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. 
P. Henry. That everthis Fellow fhould have fewer Words 
than a Parrot Uy and yet the Son of a Womun. His Ind 


G 

i 

2 ¢ 

TS 

Ati ® 
~ 


a re — 


SS ee 


= tilheat 


aN 
z a === > = = 


—— 


" 
& 
| 
. 
i 
: 
¢ 
Py 
Hs ¢ 
y 
he 
via b 
fay 
i. ? 
4 
. 
E 
ae, 
¥ 
\ 
sh 
\ 
° 
' 
. 
a 4 
\ 
Me 
y 
, 
. 
\ 
© 


. a ae 


thine 


—-v ase 


<~ tw eee - 


~ — 


= 


—— 


™~ 
* 


ae Co ae Meee x 






eS > Oa Oa 0— > oS — a o— Se Oe ose os 


ok a 








oo a = OR I> OE BP Oe O-  - — — > C—O = i ee 





So a 


? £ 
cell tye as Reckoning, I am not yet of Percy’s Mind, the 
four he North; he that kills me fome fix orfe 
en D zen of Scots at a Breakfaft, wathes his Hands and 
Gain to his Wi fe, Fie upon this quiet Life, I want Work 
() my {weet #., AVY y lays fhe, how many haft thou killd 
to Day? Give my roan Horfe a Drench, fays he, and am 
fwers, fome fourteen, an Hour after; a Trifle, a Trifle, 
I prithee call in F. lft aff; I'll play Percy, and that damn 
Brawn fhall play Dame Mortir mer his Wife. Kiva, fays 

the Drunkard. Call in Ribs, c; : in Tallow 

eee. Falftaff. 

Poins. Welcome ‘Fack, where matt thou been? 

Fal. A bore of all Cowards, I fay, and a Vengeance 
too, marry and dmenx. Give mea Cup of Sack, Boy, Ber 
i lead this Life long, 'T’ll fow nether Socks, and mend 
them too, A plague of all Cowards. Give mea Cup of 
Sack, Rogue, Is there no Virtue extant? 

P. Henry. Didft thou never fee Titan kifs 4D; th of Butter, 
pitiful hearted Titan, that melted at the fweet Tale of the 
Sun? If thou didft, then behold tha t Compound, 

Fal. You Rogue, here’s Lime in this Sack too: there 
is nothing but Rost ery to be found in villainous Manj yet 
a Coward is worfe de a Cup of Sack with Lime. A 
villainous Coward---go thy ways old Fack, die when thou 
wilt, if Manhood, 200d ‘Manhood be not forgot upon the 
Face of %: Ean th, then am Ta fhotten Herring : There livés 
ot three good N Te unhang’d in Exgland, and one of them 
is fat, and grows old, God he Ip the while, a bad World I 
fay. I would I were a Weaver, I could fing all manner of 
Songs. A plague of all C wards, I fay {till. 

P., Flenry a ww now Woolfa ich what mutter you? 

Fal. A Ki Son? Tf I do not beat thee out of thy 
Ki: ingdom with. oe ath, and drive al] thy Subs 
jets. afore thee like a "Bloc kof ia Geefe, I'll never wear 
Hair on my Face more. Jou Prince of Wales? 

FP. ETenry. Wi i y you horfon round i Man! What's the Matter? 

Fal. Are you not a Cou Anfwer me to that, and 
Poins there >” 

r eed Ye fat Paunch, and ye call me Coward; I'll 
tab th 
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Fal, I call thee Coward! T'H fee thee damn’d e’er I call 
thee Coward; but I would give a thoufand Pound I could 
rtin as faft-as thou canft. You are ftreight enough in the 
Shoulders, you care not who fees your Back: Call you 
that backing of your Friends? a plague upon fuch backing ; 
give me them that will face me. Give mea Cup of Sack, 
I am a Rogue if I drunk to Day. 

P, Henry. O Villain; thy Lips are {carce wip'd fince thou 
drunk’ft laft. 

Fal, All’s one for that. [ He drinks. 
A plague on all Cowards, ftill, fay I. 

P. Henry. What’s the Matter? 

Fal; Whiat’s the Matter! here be four of us, Have ta’en 
d thoufand Pound. this Morning. 

P. Henry. Where is it ‘fack? Where is it? 

Fal. Where is it? taken from us, it is; a hundred upoa 
poor four of us. 

P,. Henry What, a hundred, Man? 

Fal. I am a Rogue, if I were not at half Swotd with 
2 Dozen of them two Hours together. I have efcap’d by 
Miracle. I am eight times thruft through the Doubler; 
four through the Hofey my Buckler eut through and 

through, my Sword hack’d like a Hand-faw, ecce fignum. 
T never deale better fince I was a Man; all would not do: 
A Plague on all Cowards——let them {fpeak; if they {peak 
more or lefs than Truth; they are Villains and the Sons of 
Darknefs. 

P. Henry. Speak Sirs; how was it? 

Gads, We four fet upon fome Dozen. 

Fal. Sixteen, at leaft, my Lord. 

Gads, And bound them: 

Peto. No,no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You Rogue they were bound, every Man of thcmi, 
or Tama Few elle, an Ebrew Few. 

Gads. As we were fharing, fome fix or feven frefh Men 
fet upon us. 

Fal. And unbound the reft; and then came in the other; 

P. Henry. What, fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All? I know not whit ye call All; But if I fough 
hot with fifty of them, I am a Bunch of Radith; if the 
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were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Fack, then 
am I no two-lege’d Creature. 

Poins, Pray Heav’n, you have not murthered fome of them, 

Fal. Nay, that’s palt praying for. I have pepper’d two 
of them; two am fure I have pay’d,two Rogues in Buck. 
ram Suits. I-tell thee what, Mal, if I tell thee a Lig, 
fpit in my Face, call me Horfe; thou know’ft my old 
Word; here I Jay, and thus I bore my Point ; four Rogues 
in Buckram let drive at me. 

P. Henry. What, four? thou faidit but two, even now, 

Fal. Four Hal, 1 told thee four. 

Poins. Ay, Ay, he faid four. 

Fal. Thee four came all a-front, and mainly thruft at 
me; I made no more ado, but took all their feven Points 
in my Target, thus. 

P. Henry. Seven? why there were but four, even now, 

Fal. In Buckram. 

Poins. Ay, four, in Buckram Suits. 

Fal. Seven, by thefe Hilts, or I am a Villain elfe, 

P. Henry. Prithee let him alone, we fhall have more anon, 

Fal. Doft thou hear me, Hal? 

P. Henry Ay, and mark thee too, Zack. 

Fal. Do fo, forit is worth the liftning too: Thefe nine 
in Buckram, that I told thee, of. 

P. Henry. So, two more already. 

Fal, Their Points being broken —— 

Poins. Down fel his Hofe. 

Fal. Began to give me Ground; but I follow’d meclof, 
came in Foot and Hand; and with a Thought -feven of the 
eleven I pay’d. 

P.Henry. O monftrous! Eleven Buckram Men grown out 
of two! 

Fal. But as the Devil would have it, three mif-begot- 
ten Knaves, in Kezdal Green, came at my Back, and let 
drive at mc; for it was fo dark, A/al, that thou coulditnot 
fee thy Hand. 

P. Henry. Thefe Lies are like the Father that begets them, 
grofs as a Mountain, open, palpable. Why thou Clay- 
brain’d Guts, thou Knotty-pated Fool, thou Horfon obicene 
greafie Tallow Catche 3 

Fal. 
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Fal. What, art thou mad? Art thou mad? Is not the 
Truth, the Truth? 

P. Henry. Why, how could’{t thou know thefe Men:in 
Kendal Green, when it was fo dark, thou could’ft not fee 
thy Hand¢ Come tell us your Reafon: What fay’{t thou 
to this ¢ 

Poins. Come, your:Reafon, Fack, your Reafon. 

Fal. What, upon compulfion? No; were I at the Strap- 
pado, or all the Racks in the World, I would nor tell you 
on Compulfion. ‘Give you a Reafon on compulfion! If 
Reafons were as plenty as Black-Berries, I would give no 
Man a Reafon upon Compulfion, 1. 

P. Henry. Vil be no longer guilty of this Sin, This 
fanguine Coward, this Bed-preffer, this Horfeback-breaker, 
this huge Hill of Fleth. 

Fal, Away you Starveling, you Elf-skin, you dry’d 
Neats- Tongue, Bull’s-piffel, you Stock-fith: O for Breath 
to utter. What ts like thee? You Tailor’s Yard, you Sheath, 
you Bow-Cafe, you vile ftanding Tuck. 

P. Henry. Well, breath a while, and then to’t again ; and 
when thou haft tyr’d thy felf in bafe Comparifons, hear me 
{peak but thus. 

Poins. Mark “fack. 

P, Henry, We two, faw you four fet on four and bound 
them, and were Matters of their Wealth: Mark now, how 
a-plain Tale fhall put you down. Then did we two, fet 
on you four, and with a Word, outfac’d you from your 
Prize, and: have it, yea, and can fhew it you in the Houfe. 
And Falftaf, you carry’d your Guts away as nimbly, with 
as quick Dexterity, and roar’d for Mercy, and. {till ran 
and roar’d, as ever I heard Bull-Calf. What a Slave are 
thou, to hack thy Sword as thou haft done, and then 
fay it was in fight. What Trick? What Device? What 
ftarting Hole canft thou now find out, to hide thee from 
this open and apparent Shame? 

Poins, Come, let’s hear Fack: What Trick haftthounow? 
| Fal. I knew ye, as well as he that made ye. Why hear 
ye my Matters, was it for me to kill the Heir apparent? 
Should I turn upon the true Prince? Why, thou knoweft 
[ am as valiant as Hercules; but beware Inftin@, the Lion 
Will not touch the true Prince: Inftin@ is a great Matter. 

N 3 
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1 was ‘a Coward on Inftin@: I fhall think the better of my 
felf, and thee, during my Life; I, for a valiant Lion, and 
thou for a true Prince. But Lads, I am glad you havethe 
Mony. Hoftefs, clap to the Doors; watch to Night, pray 
to Morrow. Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, all 
the good Titles of Fellowfhip come to you. What, fhall 
we be merry? Shall we have a Play extempore¢ 

P. Hensy. Content, and the Argument fhall be, thy 
running away. 

Fal. Ah! no more of that, Hal, if thou loveft me, 

Enter Hofte/s. 

Ffoft. My Lord the Prince! 

P. Henry, How now, my Lady the Hoftels, what fay’ 
thou to me? 

Hoft. Marry, my Lord, there is a Nobleman of the 
Court at Door would {peak with you; he fays he comes 
from your Father. 

P. Henry. Give him as muchas wi!l make hima royal Man, 
and fend him back again to my Mother. 

Fal. What manner of Man is he? 

Hoff. An old Man, 

Fal, What doth Gravity out of his Bed at Midnight? 
Shall I give him his Anfwer ¢ 

P. Henry. Prithee do, Fack; : 

Fal. Faith and I'll fend him packing. | Exit. 

P. Henry, Now Sirs, you fought fair; fo did you Pets, 
fo did you Bardolph; you are Lions too, you ran away up- 
on Inftinét; you will not touch the true Prince, no, fhe. 

Bard. ’Faith, I ran when I faw others run. 

P. Henry, Tell me now in earneft; how came Falftaf's 
Sword fo hackt? 

Peto. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid, he 
would {wear Truth out of all Exgland; but he would make 
you believe it was done in fighr, and perfuaded us to do 
the like. 

Bard. Yea, and tickle our Nofes with Spear-grafs, to 
make them bleed, and then beflubber our Garments with 
it, and fwear it was the Blood of true Men. I did that 
I did not thefe fevea Years before, I blufh’d to hear his 


monftrous Devices. 
P, Henry. 
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P, Henrys O Villain, thou ftolleft a Cup of Sack eighteen 
Years ago, and wert taken with the Manner, and. ever 
fince thou hift bluth’d extempore; thou hadft Fire and 
Sword on thy Side, and yet thou ranneft away: What. In- 
{tinct hadft thou for it? 

Bard. My Lord, do you feethefe Meteors? Do you be 
hold thefe Exhalations? 

P, Henry. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend 2 

P. Henry. Hot Livers, and cold Purfes, 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Henry. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 

Enter Falftaff. 
Here comes lean Sack, here comes Bare-bone. How 
now my fweet Creature of Bombaft, how long is’t ago, 
Fack, fince thou faw’ft thine own Knec?2 

Fal. My own Knee? When I was about thy Years, 
Hal, I was not an Eagle’s Talon in the Wafte, I could 
have crept into any Alderman’s Thumb-Ring: A plague 
of Sighing and Grief, it blows a Man up like a Bladder. 
There's villainous News abroad: Here was Sir John Braby 
from your Father; you mult goto the Court in the 
Morning.  Uhe fame mad Fellow of the North, Percy ; 
and he of Wales, that gave Amamnon the Baitinado, and 
made Lucifer Cuckold, and {wore the Devil his crue Liege- 
Man upon the Crofsof a Wel/hb-hook: What a plague call you 
him 2 

Poins. O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen; the fame, and his Son-in-law Afortie 
mer, and old Northumberland, and the fprighrly Scat of 
Scots, Dowgla/s, that runs a Horfeback up a Hill perpendi- 
cular. 

P. Henry. He that rides at high fpeed, and witha Piftol 
kills a Sparrow flying. 

Fal. You have hit it. 

P. Henry. So did he never the Sparrow. 

Fal. Well, that Rafcal hath good Metal in him, he will 
not run. 

P. Henry. Why, what a Rafcal art thou then, to praife 
him fo for running? 

N B4 Fal, 
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1158 The Firft Part 


Fal. A Horfeback, ye Cuckow, but afoot he will not 
budge afoot. 

P. Henry. Yes, Fack, upon Inftine. - 

Fal. 1 grant ye, upon Inftin&: Well, he is there too, 
and one Afordake, and a thoufand blew-Caps more. Wor- 
cefter is’ ftoll’n away by Night: Thy: Father’s Beard is 
turn’d white with the News: You may buyLand now as 
cheap as ftinking Mackerel. 

P. Henry. Then ’tis like, if there come a hot Sun, and this 
civil buffeting hold, we {hall buy Maidenheads as they buy 
Hob-nails, by the Hundreds. 

Fal. By the Mafs, Lad, thou fay ft true, it is like we 
fhall have good trading that Way. Buttell me, Hal, art 
not thou horribly afeard? thou being Heir apparent, could 
the World pick thee out three fuch Enemies again as that 
Fiend Dowglafs, that Spirit Percy, and that Devil Glendow- 
er? - Art thou not horribly afraid? Doth not thy Blood 
thrill at it? | 

P. Henry. Nota whit: I lack fome of thy Inftinda. 

Fal, Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to morrow, when 
thou com’{t to thy Father: If thou do love me, practife 
an Anfwer. 

P. Henry. Do thou ftand for my Father, and examine me 
upon the Particulars of my Life. 

Fal,, Shall I? content: This Chair fhall be my State, 
this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cufhion my Crown. 

P. Henry. Thy State is taken for a joint-Stool, thy gol- 
den Scepter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich 
Crown for a pitiful bald Crown. 

Fal. Well, and the Fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee, now fhalt thou be moved: Give me a Cup of Sack 
to make mine Eyes look red, that it may be thought I 
have wept, for I muft {peak in paflion, and I will do itin 
King Camby/fes Vein. 

P. Henry. Well, here is my Leg. 

Fal, And here is my Speech; ftand afide Nobility. 

Floft, This is excellent Sport, i’faith. 

Fal. Weep not, {weet Queen, for trickling Tears afe 
vain. 

loft. © the Father, how he holds his Countenance? 

Fal. For God's fake, Lords, convey my triftful- Queen, 
for Tears do ftop the Flood-gates of her Eyes. Hoff 
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Hoff. O rare, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry 
Players, as ever I fee. 

Fal, Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-brain. 
Harry, 1 do not only marvel, where thou f{pendeft thy 
time; but alfo, how thou art accompany d: For though 
the Camomil, the more itis trodden, the fafter it prows; 
yet Youth, the more it 1s walted, the fooner it wears. 
Thou art my Son; I have partly thy Mother's Word, 
partly my Opinion; but chiefly, a villainous Trick of 
thine Eye, and a foolith hanging of thy nether Lip, thae 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Son to me, here lyeth 
the Point; why, being Son to me, art thou fo pointed 
at? Shall the bleffed Son of Heav’n prove a Micher, and 
eat Black-berries? a Queftion not to be ask’d, Shall the 
Son of England prove a Thief, and take Purfes? a Queftion 
to be ask'd, There is a thing, tarry, which thou haft 
often heard of, and it is known to many in our Land, 
by the Name of Pitch: This Pitch, as ancient Writers do 
report, doth defile; fo doth the Company thou keepeft; 
for Harry, now! do not fpeak to thee in Drink, but in 
Tears; not in Plesfure, but in Paflions; not in Words only, 
but in Woes alfo; and yer th re is a virtuous Min, whom 
I have often noted in thy Company, but I know: not his 
Name. 

P. Henry. What manner of Man, and it like your Majefty 2 

Fal, A goodly portly Man rfaith, and corpulent, of a 
chearful Look, a pleafing Eye, and a moft noble Carri- 
ape, and as I think, his Age fome fifty, or, by’rlady; in- 
clining to threefcore; and now I remember me, his Name 
is Falftaff: If that Man fhould be lewdly giver, he de- 
ceives’me; for Harry, I fee Virtuc in his Looks. If then 
the Tree may be known by the Fruit, as the Fruit by 


- a * 


y #4) 


oA 


ee ee ae ee pet eer 0et 6a Ce oe Cee ee ce te AGE 8 SEAS A OME ME ME OE aE —— 


ht 


~~ — 


2 nee 


-_ 


: 


— 


ee Ch aan 


the Tree, then percmptorily I fpeak it, there is Virtue in AR 
that Falfaf; bim keep with, the reft banifh. And tell me ae 

ww, tl hey Varlet, tell here haft th hae 
now, thou naughty Varlet, tell me, where haft thou been yy iit 


P. Henry. Doft thou fpeak like a King? Do thou ftand 
for me, and I'll play my Father. 

Fal. Depofe me! if thou doft it half fo gravely, fo ma 
jeftically, both in Word and Matter, hang me up by the 
Heels for a Rabbet-fucker, or a Poulterers Hare, 

N 4 P. fenry. 
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P. Henry. Well, here I am fet. 

Fal. And here I ftand; judge, my Mafteis. 

P. Henry. Now Harry, whence come you? 

Fal. My noble Lord, from Eajft-cheap. 

P. Heary. The Complaints I hear of thee are grievous, 

Fal. faith, my Lord, they are falfe. Nay, Vl tickleye 
for a young Prince. 

P. Henry. Sweareft thou, ungracious Boy? Henceforth 
ne’er look on me; thou art violently carry’d away from 
Grace; there's a Devi} haunts thee, in the likenefs of a 
fat old Man; a Tun of Man is thy Companion: Why 
doft thou converfe with that Trunk of Humours, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Beaftlinefs, that fwoln Parcel of Drop. 
fies, that huge Bombard of Sack, that ftuft Cloak-bag of 
Guts, that rofted Manning-Tree Ox with the Puddings 
in his Belly, that reverend Vice, that grey Iniquity, that 
Father Ruffian, that Vanity in Years; wherein is he good, 
but to tafte Sackand drink it?) Wherein neat and cleanly, but 
to carve a Capon and eat it? Wherein cunning, but in 
Craft? Wherein crafty but in Villany? wherein villainour, 
but in all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing? 

Fal, 1 would your Grace would take me with you: 
What means your Grace? | 

P. Henry. That villatnous abominable Mif-leader of Youth, 
Falftaff, that old white-bearded Sathan, 

fal. My Lord, the Man I know. 

P. Henry. 1 know thou doft. 

Fal. But to fay, I know more harm in him than ig 
my felf, were to fay more than I know. That he is old 
the more’s the pity, his white Hairs do witnefs it; But that 
he is, faving your Reverence, a Whore-mafter, that I ut 
erly deny. If Sack. and Sugar be a Fault, Heav’n help the 
Wicked: If to be old and merry, be a Sin, then many a 
Hoft that I know is dimn’d: If to be fat, be to be hated, then 
Pharoah's lean Kine are to be lov’d. No, my good Lord, 
banifh Peto, banith Bardolph, banifh Poins; but for {weet 
Jack Falftag, kind Fack Falfaff, true Fack Falftaf, vali- 
ant fack Falftaff, and therefore more valiant, being -as he is 
ald Fak Faiftafi, banith not him thy Harry's Company, 
hanifh fot him thy Harry's Company; -banifh = plump 
Jack, and banith alk the World, | | 

7 f, envy, 





ee a tie ie o> 0- > 0p CIP SS 6a Oe aS 


of King Henry IV. 1161 


cael Henry. 1 do, I will. 
Enter Bardolph running. 

Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff with a moft 
mon{trous Watch, is at the Door. 

Fal, Out you Rogue, play out the Play: I have much 
to fay in the behalf of that Falfaff. 

Enter the Hofte/s. 

Hoff. QO, my Lord, my Lord. 

Fal. Heigh, heigh, the Devil rides upon a Fiddle-ftick : 
What’s the Matter? 

Hoff. The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the Door: 
they are come to fearch the Houfe, fhall I let them in2 

Fal. Doft thou hear, Hal? never call a true Piece of 
Gold a Counterfeit: Thou art effentially mad, without 
feeming fo. 

P. Henry. And thou a natural Coward, without Inftin@. 

Fal, I deny your Afajor ; if you will deny the Sheriff, 
fo; if not, let him enter. If I become not 4 Cart as 
well as another Man, a plague on my bringing up; I hope 
I fhall as foon be ftrangled with a Halter, as another. 

P. Henry. Go hide thee behind the Arras, the reft walk 
above. Now my Matters, for a true Face and good Con- 
{cience. 

Fal. Both which I have had; but their Date is out, and 
therefore Ill hide me. 


ay 3 


| Exeunt Falftaff, Bardolph, ec. 
BR. Henry. Call in the Sheriff. 
Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 

P. Henry. Now Matter Sheriff,what is your Will withme2 

Sher. Firlt, pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 
follow’d certain Men unto this Houfe. 

P, Henry. What Men? 

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious Lord, a 
erofs fat Man, 

Car. As fat as Butter. 

P. Henry. The Man, I do affure you is not here, Ma AU 
For I my felf at this time have imploy'd him; Ve 
And, Sheriff, I will engage my Word to thee, Cine 
That I will, by to Morrow Dinner time, | im 
send him to anfwer thee, or any Man, 
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And fo let me intreat: you leave the Houfe. 
Sher. I will, my Lord; there are two Gentlemen 
Have in this Robbery loft three hundred Marks, 
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f hh hed P. Henry; It may be fo; if he have robb’d thefé Men, 
f Ha HM | { \ He fhall be anfwerable; and fo farewel. 
" Te gi Sher. Good Night, my noble Lord. 
\ aes P. Henry. 1 thitk it is good Morrow, is it note 
4 ue Sher, Indeed, my Lord, I think it be two a Clock[ Exp, 
: a ie i P. Henry. This oily Rafcal is known as well as Pauls; go 
: Lie call him forth. 
it Peto, Falftaff? Faft afleep behind the Arras, and fnorting 
uit i like a Horfe. 
BY ay cat ah P. Henry, Hark, how hard he fetches his Breath; fearch his 
Be ey Pockets. | He fearcheth his Pockets, and findeth certain Papers. 
CR ea P. Henry. What-haft thou found? 
Fh Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 
me Te P. Henry. Let’s fee, what be they? read them. 
te MG aN Peto. ltem, a Capon, 35: 2th 
Ma ait ftem, Sawce, 4d. 
TURE ge at Item, Sack, two Gallons, 5 s. 4d» 
alee ath Item, Anchoves and Sack after Supper, 25. 6d. 


Item, Bread, ob. 


a : P. Henry. O monftrous, but one half Penny-worth of 
Ce ale Bread to this intolerable deal of Sack 2. What there is elfe, 
i a ah keep clofe, we'll. read it at more advantage; there let him 
Dh aaa et fleep’till Day. ji to the Court in the Morning: Wemutt 
hae aoe all to the Wars, and thy Place thall be honourable. Ill 
1S SRR GP procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and I know his 
ae te Death will be a March of Twelvefcore. The Mony fhall 
eat be paid back again with Advantage. Be with me betimes 
Lame in the Morning; and fo good morrow, Peto, 


Peto. Good morrow, good my Lord. [ Exewnt. 
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Enter Hot-fpur, Worcefter, Lord Mortimer, azd Owen 
Glendower. 


Mort. Hefe Promifes are fair, the Parties fure, 
And our Induction full of profperous hope, 

Hot. Lord Atortimer, and Coufin Glendower, 

Will you fit down 2 
And Uncle Worcefter 
I have forgot the Map, 

Glend. No, here it is; 

Sit Coufin Percy, fit good Coufin Hot/pur : 

For by that Name, as oft as Lancajter doth {peak of you, 
His Cheeks look pale, and with a rifing figh, 

He witfheth you in Heav’n. 

Hor. And you inHell, as oft as he hears Owen Glendower 
{poke of. 

Glend. I cannot blame him; at my Nativity, 

The front of Heav’n was full of fiery Shapes, 
Of burning Creffets; and at my Birth, 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak’d like a Coward. 

Hot. Why fo it would have done at the fame Seafon, if 
your Mother’s Cat had but kitten’d, though your felf had 
never been born. 

Glend. I fay the Earth did thake when I was born. 

Hor. And I fay the Earth was not of my Mind: 

If you fuppofe, as fearing you, it fhook. 

Glend. The Heavens were all on fire, the Earth did tremble. 

Hor. Oh, then the Earth fhook 
To fee the Heavens on fire, 

And-not in fear of your Nativity. 

Difeafed Nature oftentimes breaks forth 

In ftrange Eruptions; and the teeming Earth 

Is with a kind of Cholick pinch’d ee vexts 

By the imprifoning of unruly Wind 

Within her Womb; which for enlargement ftriving, 
Shakes the old Beldam Earth, and tumbles down 





A plague upon it, 


Steeples, 
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Steeples, and mofs-grown Towers. At your Birth, 
Qur Grandam Earth, having this Diftemperature, 
In paffion fhook. 
Glend. Coufin; of many Men 
I do not bear thefe Croflfings: Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my Birth 
The front of Heav’n was full of fiery Shapes, 
The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Herds 
Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted Fields: 
Thefe Signs have mark’d me extraordinary, 
And all the Courfes of my Life do fhew, 
I am not in the Roll of common Men. 
Where is the Living, clipt in with the Sea, 
That chides the Banks of Exgland, Scotland and Wales, 
Which calls me Pupil, or hath read to me? 
And bring him out, that is but Woman’s Son, 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of Art, 
And hold me pace in deep Experiments, 
Hot, 1 think there’s no Man {peaks better Wel/b. 
Y’ll to dinner. 
Mort. Peace, Coufin Percy, you will make him mad. 
Glend. 1 can call Spirits from the vafty Deep. 
Hor. Why, fo can I, or fo can any Man: 
But will they come, when you do call for them? 
Glend. Why, I can teach thee, Coufin, to command the 
Devil. 
Hot. And I can teach thee, Coufin, to fhame the Devil, 
By telling Truth. Tell Trath, and fhame the Devil. 
If thou have Power to raife him, bring him hither, 
And I'll be fworn, I have Power to fhame him hence. 
Oh, while you live, tell Truth, and fhame the Devil. 
Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat. 
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bullingbroke made head 
Againft my Power; thrice from the Banks of Wye, 
And Sandy-bottom’d Severz, have I fent him, 
Bootlefs home, and Weather-beaten back. 
Hot. Home, without Boots, 
And in foul Weather too, 
How {capes he Agues in the Devil’s Name? 
Glend. Come, here’s the Map: 
Shall we divide our Right, 


; Accord- 
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According to our threefold order ta’en? 
Mort. The Arch-Deacon hath divided it 
Into three Limits, very equally : 
England, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 
By South and Eaft, is to my part aflign’d: 
All Weftward, Wales, beyond the Severn fhore, 
And all the fertile Land within that bound, 
To Owen Glendower; and dear Coufin to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn: 
Which being fealed enterchangeably, 
A Bufinefs that this Night may execute, 
To morrow, Coufin Percy, you and I, 
And my good Lord of Worcefter, will fet forth, 
To meet your Father, and the Scotti/h Power; 
As is appointed us at Shrewsbury. 
My Father Glexdower is not ready yets 
Nor fhall we need his help thefe fourteen Days: 
Within that {pace, you may have drawn together 
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen. 
Glend. A fhorter time fhall fend me to you, Lords: 
And in my Condué& fhall your Ladies come, 
From whom you now mutt fteal, and take no leave, 
For there will be a World of Water fhed, 
Upon the parting of your Wives and you. 
Hot. Methinks my Moity, North from Bwrson here, 
{n quantity equals not one of yours: 
See, how this River comes me cranking in, 
And cuts me from the beft of allemy Land, 
A huge half Moon, a monftrous Cantle out. 
I'll have the Current in this place damn’d up: 
And heré the fmug, and Silver Trenz fhall rur 
In a new Channel, fair and evenly : 
It fhall not wind with fuch a deep Indent, 
To rob me of fo rich a bottom here. 
Glend, Not wind? Ic fhall, it muft, you fee it doth. 
Mort. Yea, but mark how he bends his Courfe, 
And runs me up, with like advantage on the ether fide, 
Gelding the oppofing Continent as much, 
As on the other fide it takes from you. 


Wor. 
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1166 The Firff Part 


Wor. Yea, but a‘ little Charge will trench him here, 

And on this North-fide win this Cape of Land, 

And then he runs ftraight:and even, | 
Hot. Wil have it fo, a little Charge.wall do it. 
Glend. I'll not have it alter’d. 
Hot. Wilbnotyou 2 
Glend. No, nor you {hall not. 
Hot. Who hall fay me ray? 
Glend, Why, \ that «will J. 
Hot. Let me not underftand you then, fpeak it in Welp, 
Glend. 1 can {peak Englifb, Lord, as well as you. 

For I was train’d.up inthe Exglifh Court: 

Where, being but young, I framed'to the Harp 

Many an Englifh Ditty, lovely+well, 

And gave the Longue ahelpful Ornament; 

A Virtue that was never feen in you. 

Hot. Marry, and Iam glad of it with all my Heart. 

I had rather: be.a Kitten, and cry mew, 

Than one of thefe fame Meeter-ballad-mongers, 

I had rather hear a’ Brazen Candleftick run’d, 

Or adry Wheel-grate on the Axel-tree, 

And that wouldifet my ‘Teeth on Edge, 

Nothing fo much:as mincing! Poetry ; 

"Tis like the fore’d: Gate of a thuffling Nag. 

Glend. Come, you flall have Trent turn’d. 
Hot. Idownot care; Pil-give thrice fo much Land 

To any well-deferving: Friend ; 

But in the way.-ofsBargain, mark ye me, 

Pll cavil on the ninth part of a Hair. 

Are the Indentures drawn? Shall we be gone? 

Glend. The Moomfhines fair, 

You may away by Night: 

Pil hafte the Writer; and withal, 

Break with your Wives, of your departure hence: 

I am afraid my Daughter will run mad. 

So much fhe doteth on her Afortimer. [ Exit. 
Mort, Fie, Coufin Percy, how you crofs my Father, 
ffot. I cannot chufe; fometime he angers me, 

With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 

Of the Dreamer AZerlin, and his Prophecies; 


And of a Dragon, and a finlefs Fith, 
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A clip-wing’d Griffin, and a moulten Raven, 

A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat, 

And fuch a deal of skimble-skamble Stuff, 

As puts me from my Faith, I tell you ‘what, 
He held me laft Noght, at leaft nine Hours, 

In reck’ning up the feveral Devils Names, 
That were his Lackeys: 

I cry’d hum, and well, go too, 

But mark’d him nota word. O, he is.as tedious 
As a tired Horfe, a railing Wife, 

Worfe than a {moaky Houfe. I had rather Jive 
With Cheefe and Garlick in a Windmil far, 
Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me, 
In any Summer-houfe in Chrifterdom, 

Mort. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman ; 

Exceeding well read, .and profited, 

In ftrange Concealments : 

Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous affable, 

And as bountiful as Mines of Zzdja. 

Shall I tell you, Coufin, 

He holds your temper in a high refpe@, 

And curbs himfelf, even of his natural Scope, 
When you do crofs his Humour; ’faithshe does. 
I warrant you, that Man is not.alive, 

Might fo have tempted him, as you have done, 
Without the tafte of danger, and reproof : 
But do not ufe it oft, let me intreat you. 

Wor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilful blame, 
And fince your coming hither, have done enough, 
To put him quite befides his Patience: 

You mutt needs learr, Lord, to amend this fault; 
Though fometimes it fhew Greatnefs, Courage, Blood, 
And that’s the deareft grace it renders you; 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harfh Rage, 

Defect of Manners, want of Government, 

Pride, Haughtinefs, Opinion, and Difdain: 

The leaft of which, haunting a Nobleman, 

Lofeth Mens Hearts, and leaves behind a Stain 

Upon the Beauty of all parts befides, 

Beguiling them of Commendation, 


Fier. 
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1168 The Firft Part 


Hot. Well, I am fchool’d : 
Good-manners be your fpeed; 
Here come our Wives, and let us take our leave. 
Enter Glendower, with the Ladies. 
Mort. This is the deadly fpight that angers me, 
My Wife can fpeak no Exnglifh, 1 no Wel fh. 
Glend. My Daughter weeps, fhe’ll not part with you; 
She'll be a Soldier too, fhe’ll to the Wars. 
Mort. Good Father tell her, that fhe and my Aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your Condué fpeedily, 
[ Glendower /peaks to her Welth, and fhe anfwers him in 
the fame. 
Glend. She is defperate here: 
A peevith felf-will’d Harlotry, 
One that Perfwafion can do no good upon. 
| The Lady fpeaks in Welhh. 
Mort. I underftand thy Looks; that pretty Wel/h, 
Which thou powr’ft down from thefe {welling Heav’ns, 
I am too perfeé& in: And but for fhame; 
In fuch a Parly fhould I anfwer thee. 
| [ The Lady again in Welt. 
Mort. I underftand thy Kiffes, and thou mine, 
And that’s a feeble Difputation: 
But I will never be a Truant, Love, 
Till I have learn’d thy Language: For thy Tongue 
Makes Wel/b as {weet as Ditties highly penn’d, 
Sung by a fair Queen in a Summer’s Bower, 
With ravifhing Divifion to her Lute. 
Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will fhe run mad, 
[The Lady peaks again in Wels: 
Mort. O, I am ignorance it felf in this. 
Glend. She bids you, 
On the wanton Ruthes lay you down, 
And reft your gentle Head upon her Lap, 
And fhe will fing the Song that pleafeth you, 
And on your Eye-Lids Crown the God of Sleep, 
Charming your Blood with pleafing heavinefs; 
Making fuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
The Hour before the Heav’nly harnefs'd Teem 
Begins his golden Progrefs in the Eaft. 
Morte 
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Mort. With all my Heart (il fir, and hear her fing: 

By that time will our Book, I th wn 
Glend. Do fo: 

And thofe Mufitians that fhall play to you; 

Hang in the Air a thoufand Leagues from hence; 

Yet ftraight they fhall be here: Sit, and attend. 

Flot, Come, Kate, thou art pe rect in lying down: 

Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in thy Lap: 
Lady. Go » ye siddy Gi oofes | The Ad 4/2Ck e plays 
Hor. Now I perceive the Devil underflands Wel/h, 

And ’tis no marvel he is fo humorous: 

By’rlady he’s a good Mufician. 

Lady. Lhen would you be nothing but 

For you are all t ogether governed by Humors: 

Lie ftill ye Thie f, and hear the L ady fing in Wel/h. 
Hot. 1 had rather hear, Lady my Brach, 
Lady, Would ’it have thy Head broken? 
Hot. No. 

La aVe Chen be ftill. 

Hot. Neither, ’*tis a Woman's Faults 
sag’ ga New God hel Ip thee. 

Hot. To the Wel/h Lady’s Bed. 
oar ‘What’ s that 2 


. Peace, fhe fings. [Here the Lady fings a W Felth Songs 


Co me, [ll have your Song too. 
Lady. Not mine, in good footh. 
Hot. Not yours, in good footh ! 
You fwear !ike a Comfit-mak er’s Wife, 
Not you, in cood footh; and, as true as I live; 
And, as Ged fhall n rend me; atid as fure as Day: 
And givelt { fuch Sarcenet lure sty for thy ‘Oaths, 
As if thou never walk’{t further than Fizsbary. 
Swear me, Kate, like a “Lad ys as thou art, 
A good mouth-filling Oath, and leave Infootls 
Al id { uch protett of Pe /ppe re Gi rinoer Bread 
To Velvet-Guards, and hinte Cues 
Come, fing. | 
Lady. 1 will not fing. 
Hot. “Vis the next way to turn nhipnaen or be Red- 
breaft Teacher: And the Indentures be drawn; I'll away 
Vor. III: O within 


— 0S 0p 0 ap CP oS bw Oe a > 





tar 


f 


Mn EE OE Ce 


ware 


Net CO ek £e- OM Oe ee“ er 1 te ce te éer-om-+ 
é ——s ; F 


ss 


—_< 


— 


i 
ij i : 
WA Et | 

' f We ie . 
My i ’ 
a} 

Mi ott | 


on. -+ al-e4 


= 


ee. 


—— = —— = eo 


Or eae or 


a 


= 


—— 


= 


lg ae ea eon 
ae = te 


Sea ces 
“Bp we 
a 








~- > ON 3 OS O~ SW. 6 ae ; 


3 SIP OP OS o 


oa 








if : " 
i 
} 
Bit hy 
Ai! 
: ti 
I 
|i 
’ ) 
ty 
i 
ay 4 
mae! 
i) 
ik 
» be 
van I 
1! 
{a 
tee! 


’ 
bg 
sa 
las 
4 235 
4 
Hi 
ia 
eM it 
ca yae 
Me 
fale 
‘| 
Ht) 
\ 


ere cet ly 
TH de PSUR 





; 
S “ a Ce Ge > OS 0 SI Oa OS cS eo SP 2 Se a ee o~ ee > 
he Oe Se 


1170 The Firft Part 


within thefe two Hours: And fo come in, when ye will. 
| Exit. 
Glend. Come, come, Lord AZortimer, you are as flow, 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go, 
By this our Book is drawn: We'll but feal, 
And then to ak is immedianely. | 
Mort, With all my Heart. | Exeunt. 


SEN 2 ae 
Enter King Henry, Prince = Wales, Lords and others. 


K. Henry. Lords, give us lea 
The Prince of Wales, and 1, 
Muft have fome private Conference, 
But be near at Hand, 
For we fhall prefe au have need of you. | Exeunt Lords. 
I know not whether Heav’n will have it fo, 
For fome difpleafing Service I have done; 
That in his fecret Doom, out of my Blood, 
He'll breed Revengement, and a Scourge for me: 
But thou doft in thy Paflages of Life, 
Make me believe, that thou art only mark’d 
For the hot Vengeance, and the Rod of Heav’n 
To punifth my Mifs-treadings. Tell me elfe, 
Could fuch inerdinate and low Detires, 
Such pest, fuch bafe, fuch lewd, fuch mean Attempts, 
Such barren Pleafures, rude Society, 
As thou art match’d withal, and erafted to, 
Accompany the Greatnefs of thy Blood, 
And hold their level with thy Princely Heart¢ 
P; Henry. So pleafe your Majefty, I would I could 
Quit all Offerices with as clear excufe, 
As well as I am doubtlefs I can purge 
My felf of many I am charg’d withal: 
Yet fuch extenuation let me beg, 
As in reproof of many Tales devis‘d, 
Which oft the Ear of Greatnefs needs muft hear, 
By fmiling Pick-thanks, and bafe News-mongers ; 
I may for fome things true, wherein my Youth 
Hath faulty wandred, and irregular, 


Find pardon on my true Submiffion. 
K, Henr’). 
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of King Henry IV. 


K. Henry. Heav’n pardon thee : 

¥et let me wonder, Harry, 

At thy Affect Ons, which do hold a Wing 
Quite from the flig! : of all thy Ancettors, 
Thy place in Council thou hait rudely loft, 
Which by thy yc ounge r Brother is fupy oly’d; 
And art almoft an Al ien to the Hearts 

Of all the Court and Pr ces of my Blood, 
The Hope and Expe cGinies of thy time 

Is ruin’d, and the Soul of every Man 
Prophetically does fore-think thy Fall. 

Had I fo lavith of my Pre fence bee en, 

So common hackney’d ia the ways of Men, 
So ftale and cheap to vulgar Company ; 
ihe that did hel p me to the Crown, 

Fad {til} kept loy val to Pei {Te {Th on, 
And left me in reputelefs B ani{hment, 
A Fellow - no mark, nor likelihood, 
By being feldom feen, I could not ftir, 

But like a sy ymet, I was wondred at; 
That Men would tell chess Children, This is he, 


rent 


Others would fay, Where? Wh Bebe i is Bullingbroke 


And then I ftole all Céurtefie from Heav’n, 

And dreft my fe If in fuch Humility, 
Tht [ did pluck Al lepiance from Mens Hearts, 
Loud Shouts and Salutations from their Mout iy 
Even in the Prefence of the cr awe ed’ King, 
Thus I did keep my Perfon freth and new, 
My Prefence like a Robe Tonsihae 
Ne’er feen, but wondred até and fo mv State; 


> au 
Seldom but fum iptuous, fhewed like a Feaft, 
A nd won by rarenefs {uch Solemnity, 
The skipping King he ambled up and down, 
With thallow Jett rs, and rath Bavin Wits 
Soon | Li dled, and foon burnt Cf; Care de dh his State, 
Mingled his Royalty with carping Fools, 
Had his great Name Propha red with their Scorfis, 
And ive | his C ounte! nance, again{t his Name, 
To laugh: at gy ig ; Boys, and tand the pufh 
Of every beard] 34 Wait | comparative: 
Grew a Compani ion to the common Streets, 
; O 2 


ood 





ee OS -E OS OE O-SeP O-aEe o-e oS Se 


TI7% 


ae % 


0 4, Mo Ee OE CE -e ae 


FF 


. y Fae in L ——e 
CO 6 EEO Ee ee ce ce tee -om-+ 
a - - 


a on 


—— 


Sad 


2 
Y 
€ 
aM 
@ 
y 
¥ 
. 
: 
® 

\ 

A 


if 


~ 


—S 


OE aE -- 


= 
on 


—s 





6 OE OI SR G- P O— Fle O- ee ee a a Ra . ee io Ss: ED a Or Fer ~— le“ 








BP OP C—O - SP Owe Ce 


oP O- — oo 


= 


ee 


— 


nn 


+ | 
«sy 
Plt 

site 
" 

t 


—_ — 





1172 The Fi a Part 

E.nf off ’d himfe lf to Biter ty: 

That being daily fwallowed by Mens Eyes, 
They furfeited with ieee began to loath 
The tafte of {weetnefs, haat a little 

More than a little, is by much too much, 


So when he had occafion to be feen, 
He was but as the Cuckow is in Fane, 
Heard, not regarded; feen, but with fuch Eyes, 
As fick and blunted with community, 
Afford no extraordin wake faze, 
Such as is bent on Sun-like Majelty, 
When it fhines feldom in admiring Eyes 
But poe drowz’d; and | hung their yeti -lids down, 
Slept in his Face, and rendre d fuch afpect 
As clou dy Men ufe to their Adverfaries, 
Be ing with his Prefe ice glutted, gorg’d, and full. 
And in that sory ine, ete ftandelt thou ; 
For thou haft loft thy Princely Privilege, 
Wich vile Participation, Not an Eye 
Sut is weary of thy commen fight, 
Save agen which hat fli de ae *d to fee thee more: 
W-hich now doth, that I would not have it do, 
Make blind it felf with foolifh Tendernefs: 
hall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 


P, Henry. 1 tha 
Be more my felf, 


K. Henry. For all the Worl d, 
As thou art to this Katt was Richard then, 
When I from France fet forth at Raven/parg 3 
And even as I was then, is Percy now : 
Now by my Scepters and my Soul to boot, 
He ha th more wortl hy Intereft to the State 
Than thou’ the Shado w of Succeflion; 
For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right, 
He doth fill Fields with Harnefs in the ‘Realm, 
Turns Head againft the Lion’s armed Jaws; 
And being no more in debt to Years than thou, 
Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Bifhops on 
To bloody Battels; and to bruifing Arms. 
What never-dying Honour hath he got, 
Againft renowned Dowiglafs, whofe high Deeds, 
Whofe hot Incurfions, ‘and ercat Name in Arms; 


bend 


Holds 
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This Infant Warrior, in his E /oterpri ifes, 

Difcomfited great Dowgla/s, ta’en him once, 
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Enlarged nu, and made a Friend o 


' outh of des p De fiance up, 
And fhake the Peace 3 and Safer ty ¢ of our Throne. 
And | t fa CO this 2 nee Vs Northumberland, 


you 
ithop’s Grace of York, Dowg laf, and Jdortimer, 
Capitulateagainft us, and are up. , i 
But wherefore a [ tell this News to HH 
Why, roach Jo I tell thee of my Foes, Gt 
Which art my Hear {t al id deal ‘eft Ener r¢ | MR 
Thou art like enough, through Vaffal F ear, ae 
Bafe Inclihation, at id the ftart of Spleen, Git |b 
To fight igain{t me under Percy’s Pa y> i 
To dog his Heels, and oe at his Frowns. 
To fhew t.aP w much thou art degenerate. eo 

P. Tin nr) + Do not thi inl es you fhall not find it fo: Ht iit A 
And Heav’n forgive them, that fo much have fwayd iy || ee 
Your Maje fly’ $ ood Thoughts away from me: Bee ists 
I will redeem all this on Percy 8 Head, We | 
And in the clofing of fome glorious Day 
Be bold to tell you, that I am your Son. i AK 
When I will wear a Garment all of Blood, Pe i} na 
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And {tain my Favours in a bloody Mask! re 
Which wafht away, thall fcowre my fhame with it. rae 
And that fhall be the Day, when e’er it lights, ie 
~r , . Sig, oO A |i 
Phat this fame Child of Honour and Renown, NH] \ 


This gal pant Hot-/pur, this all-praifed Koight, i) ji | 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to. meet: Mii 
For every Sac fitting on his Helm, 
Would they were multitudes, and on | my bien ue 
My Shames redoubled. For the rime will c f 
That I. thall make this Northern Youth Bare 2e He 
His ee 101 is Deeds for my In dignitic $< : Hae 
Percy 1 is but my I Factor, 9 350d my Lord, Ut itt i 
To Saiah up g lor! Ous dee ds on my be Naif: wit | ih; 
And I will call | him_to fo {triét accour nt, ni mh Hy 
or 3 T hat eh k 
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That he fhall render every Glory UP 
. 4.81 fi the flighteft Worfhip of his Time, 
Or [will tear the R eckoning from his Heart. 


Chis, in the Name of Heaven, I promife here; 
Che which, if J ee is and do furvive; 
I do befeech your Majelty, may falve 


| [7 phe tek oh ntsc iH 
Che long-srow: wn Wounds of my Intemiperature 
4 
f 


~ ( r. 
If not, the end of J Me cancels all Bonds, 
And ft willdie a hundred thout 1g Deaths, 
E’er break the fmalleft Parcel of this Vow. 


| 
K. Henry. A hundred thou a Rebels die in this: 
fhalt have Charge, and Soveraign truft herein. 


<q) 
_ 


Enter Blunt. 
How now. eood Blant? Thy looks are full of {peed 
h the Bufinefs that I come to {peak of, 
h 
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Lord Adortimer of Scotland hath 
That Dowgla/s and the Englifh Re 
The eleventh of this Month, at 
Am ‘ighty and a fearful Head the 
If promifes be kept on every Ha 
As ever offered foul play in a Sta 

K, Henry, The Earl of Weftmorland fet forth to Day: 
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son, Lord fehx ot 5 ne be 


it word, 

yels met 
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rtifement ts ve Days ee 

On Wednefday next, Harry, thou fhalt et forward: 

On Therfday, we our felves will ma et 

Our meeting Y Bridgenorth : And Harry, you fhall march 
Through Gloceffer [hire: By which account, 

Our Bufiaefs valted, fome twelve Days hence, 

Our general Forces at Bridgenorth thal li meet. 

Our Hands are Fall of Bufinefs: Let’s away, 

Advantage feeds them fat, while We delay. [ Exennt. 


Enter Falitaft aud Bardolph, 
Fal, Bardolph, am 1 not fal’n away vilely, fince this 
laf AGion? Do I -not bate? Do I not dwindle? Why 
my Skin nangs about me like an old Lady’s loofe Gown: 
| am withered like an old A pple ‘fob. Well: 1’ll repent, 
am in fome liking; I thal be 
Quy 
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out of Heart fhortly, and then I fhall have no Strength to 
repent. And 1 nus not forgotten what the infide of a 
Church is made of, I am a Pepper Corn, a Brewers Horfe ; 
the infide of a Church! Company, villainous Company 
hath been the fpoil of me. | 
Bard. Sir Fohn, you are fo fretful, you cannot live long, 

Fal. oe there is it; come fing me a bawdy Song, to make 

je merry: I was as virtuoufly given, as a Genleman need to 
be; virtuous et see fwore little, dic’d not above feven 
times a Weck, went toa Bawdy- houfe not above once ia 
a Quarter of an H our, paid Mony that I borrow’d three or 
four times; liv’d well, and in good Compals; and now I 
live out of all order, out of Compati ‘ 

Bard. Why, you are fo fat, Sir Fobx, that you muft 
needs be out of all Compafs, out of all reafonable Compafs, 
Sir Fobn. 

Fal. Do thou amend thy Face, and I’ll amend my Life. 
Thou art our Admiral, thou beareft the Lanthorn in the 
Poop, but ’tis in the Nofe of thee; thou art the Knight of 
the burning Lamp. 

Bard. Why, Sir Sohn, my Face does you no harm. 

Fal. No, I'll be fworn; I make as good ufe of it, as 

many a Man doth of a Death’s Head,or a Afemento Afori. 
I never fee thy Face, but I think upon Hell Fire, and Dives 
that liv’d in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning, 
If thou wert any way given to Virtue, I would {wear by 
thy Face; my Oath fhould be, By tl 4s Fire: But thou art 
altogether given over; and wert indeed, but for the Light 
in thy Face, the Sun of- utter Darknefs. When thou 
rann’{t up Gads-hill in the Night to catch my Horfe, if 
I did not think thou hadft been an Jguis fatuus, or a Ball 
of Wild-fire, there’s no Purchafe in Mony. O, thou 
art a perpetual Triumph, an everlafting Bx nfire Light; thou 
haft faved me a thoufand Marks in ‘Links and ‘Torches, 
walking = thee in the Night betwixt Tavern and 
Tavern; but the Sack that thou haft drunk me, would 
have bought me light as good cheap, at the deareft C hand- 
lers in Europe. I have maintain’d that Salamander of yours 
with Fire, any time this two and thirty Years, Heav’n re- 
ward me for it. 

Bard. 1 would my Face were in you Belly. 


O 4 Fal. 
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Fal. So fhould I be fure to be heart-burn’d. 
Euter A of efS. 
How now, Dame Partlet the Hen, have you enquir’d yet 
who pick’d my Pocket? 

Hoft. Why, Sir Fohn, what do you think, Sir Fobn 2 
Do you think I keep Thieves in my Houfe? I have fearch'd, 
I have enquir’d, fo has my Husband. Man by Man, 
Boy by Boy, servant by Servant: The tight of a Hair 
was never loft in my Houte e ba eirea | 

Fal. Ye lie, Holt 
ny a Hair; and Ll bi 
you are a Woman, £0 

Hoft. Who 1@ I dette thee; I was never call’d fo in mine 
own Houfe before. 

Fal. Got to, I know you well enough. 

Hoft. No, Sir Fohn: You do not know me, Sir Fobn; 
I know you, Sit ‘%, thn You owe me Mony, Sir Fohn, and 
now you pick a Quarrel to beguile me of it; I bought you 

a Dozen of Shirts to your Back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas: I have given them away to 
Bakers Wives, ‘and they have made Boulters of. them. 

Hojt. Now as Tam a true Woman, Holland of eight 
Shilline san Ell: You owe Mony here befides, Sir Fohn, for 
your Diet, and by-Drinki Des, “and Mony lent you, four 
and twenty Pot unds. 

Fal. He had hi $ part of fit, let him pay. 

58 He? alas! he is poor, he hath nothing, 

. How? poor’ Look upon his Face: What call ps 
sich: L et him coin his Nofe, let him coin’ his Checks, I 
not pay a Denier. What, will you make a Yonker of 
mez Shall I not takeumine Eafe in mine Inn, but I fhall 
have my. Pocket P: ick’d? I have loft a Seal-Ring of ‘my 
Grand-fathers, wee) forty, Mark. : 

oft. I have heard the Prince tell him; I know not how 
oft, that that Kung was Cop pers 

Fal. How? the Prince isa Jacks a fneak-Cup; and if he 
were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he would fay fo. 
Luter Prince Henry mar rchine, and Falltaf¥ meets him, play 

ing on. his Tiunchios like a Fife. 

Fal. How now, Lad? is the Wind in that Door} Mul 
we all march ¢ 


A 


ee a oo 


a5 aa Hen: <r ‘UNT 
0} KING BULITY GV. jy; 


ar . Yea, two and tw O>5 Newgate Fafhio } 
Heh. My Lore, I Pray you heat me. 
Ps er What fay’ft thou, Miftrefs Oxickly 2 How does 
thy Husband? I ee him well, he is an on it Man. 
Holt. G od, my Lord, hear me. 
Fal. Prithee let her alone, and lift to me. 
P. Henry. What fay’ ft thou,. Fack2 


J a .* 
a one ts 2 Ss ed Se Gee B f - re 
Fal. The other Night I fell afleep here behind the Ar- 
ala 1 Os yy leas 2 | re. N T J '? , ' 
ras, anG nag MY FPOCKE PICK : This i oufe 1S turn’d Bawe 
dy-houfe, they pick Pockets. 


7 


SP, Henry. What didft thou loofe, Fack2 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me; Hai? Three or four Bonds 
of forty Pound a piece, and a Seal-Ring of my Grand- 
father’s. 

P. Henry, A Trifle, fome eight-penny Matter. 

aay So I told him, my Lord; and I faid, I heard 
your Grace fay fo: And, my Lord, he fpeaks moft vilely 
of you, like 3 foul-mouth’d re ene as he is, and faid he would 
cudge | you. 

-. Henry. What, he did not? 

Flot. There’ neither Faith, Truth, nor Woman-Hood 
in me elfe. 

Fal. There’s no more Faith in thee than in a ftew’d 
Prune; nor no more [ruth in thee than in a drawn_Fox; 
and for Woman-hood, Maid-Marian may be the Depu- 


ties Wife of rhe Ward to thee, so you nothing, go. 


Hoft. Say, what thing? Wh it thit 

Fal, What thing? Why a thing to thank Heav’n on. 

Hoff. 1 am nothing to thank Hea = on, I would thas 
fhouldft know it: I aman honeft Man’: 


badd p> 


¢ J vier <: letting 

thy Knighthood afide, thou art a Kunave to call me fo. 

Fal. Se tring thy Wo manhood afide, thou art a "Beal 
fay otherwife. 

Hoff. Say, what Beaft, thou Knave thou? 

Fal, What Beatt 2 Why an Otter. 

P. Henry. An O tter, Sir Foba, why an Otter? 

Fal. Why? the’s neither Fith nor Flefh; a Man knows 
rot where to have her, 


Hoff. Thou art an unjuft Man in faying fo; thov, or 


an knows where to have fas, thou Knave thou. 


* 


ry 


ages 
rt? 
2) 


P. Henry. 
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1178 The Firft Part 


P. Henry. Thou fay’ft true, Hoftefs, and he flanders thee 
moft grofly. 

Hoft. So he doth you, my Lord, and faid this other 
Day, you ow’d him a thoufand Pound. . 

P. Henry. Sirrah do I owe you a thoufand Pound2 


_ Fal, A thoufand Pound, Hal? A Million; thy Love is 


worth a Million: Thou ow ft me thy Love. 

Hoft. Nay, my Lord, he call’d you Fack, and faid he 
would cudgel you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardolph. . 

Bard. Indeed, Sir Fohn, you faid fe. 

Fal. Yea, if he faid my Ring was Copper. 

P, Henry, I fay *tis Copper.  Dar’it thou be as good as 
thy Word now? 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou koow’ft, as thou art but a Man I 
dare, but as thou arta Prince, I fear thee, as I fear the 
roaring of the Lion’s Whelp. 

P. Henry. And why not as the Lion? 

Fal. The King himfelf is to be fear’d as the Lion; do’ft 
thou think T’ll fear thee,as F fear thy Father? Nay if I do, 
let my Girdle break. 

P. Henry, O, if it fhould, how would thy Guts fallabout 
thy Knees. But, Sirrahy there’s no room for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeity, in this Bofom of thine; it is all fill’d up with 
Guts and Midriff. Charge an honeft Woman with picking 
thy Pocket! Why thou Horfon impudent, imboft Raf 
cal, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but Tavern 
Reckonings, Memorandums of Bawdy-Houfes, and one 
poor penny-worth of Sugar-Candy to make thee long-wind- 
ed; if thy Pocket were enrich’d with any other Injuries 
but thefe, I am a Villain; and yet you will ftand to ir, 
you will not Pocket up Wrongs, Art thou not afham’d? 

Fal. Doft thou hear, Aal, Thou know’ft in the State 
of Innocency, ~ddam fell; and what would poor Fack 
Falfiaff do, in the Days of Villainy: Thou feeft, I have 
more Flefh than another Man, and therefore more Frailty. 
You confefs then you pickt my Pocket! 

P. Henry. It appears fo by the Story. 

Fal. Hoftefs, I forgive thee: 
Go make ready Breakfaft; love thy Husband, 
Look to thy Servants, and cherifh thy Guefts; : 
Thou 
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Thou fhalt find me tractable to any honeft Reafon: 
Thou feeft, I am pacify’d {till. 
Nay, I prithee be gone. | Exit Hofte/s. 
Now, Hal, to the News at Court for the Robbery, Lad? 
How is that anfwer'd ? 

P. Henry. O my {weet Beef, 
{ mutt {till be good Angel to thee. 
The Mony is paid back again. 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back: ‘tis a double 

Labour. 

P. Henry. 1 am good Friends with my Father, and may 
do any thing. 

Fal, Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou do’ft, 
and do it with un-wafh’d Hands too. 

Bard. Do, my Lord. 

P. Henry. I have procured thee, ‘fack, a Charge of Foot, 

Fal. I would it had-been of Horfe. Where fhall I find 
one that can fteal well? O, for a fine Thief, of two and 
twenty, or thereabout; I am heinoufly unprovided. Well, 
God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend none but the 
virtuous. I Jaud them, 1 praife them. 

P. Henry. Bardalph. 

Bard. My Lord. 

P. Henry, Go bear this Letter to Lord Fohz of Lancafter, 
To my Brother Fohn. This to my Lord of Weftmorland: 
Go Peto, to Horfe; for thou, and I, 
Have thirty Miles to ride yet e’er Dinner time. 
Fack, meet me to Morrow in the Temple-Hall 
At two aClock in the Afternoon, 
There fhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive 
Mony, and Order for their Furniture. 
The Land is burning, Percy {tands on high, 
And either they, or we, muft lower lye. 

Fal. Rare Words; brave W orld, 
Hoftefs, my Breakfaft, come: 
Oh, I could with this Tavern were my Drum. 

[ Exewnt. 


ACT 
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A -C°T 1V.--S C E Nee 
Enter Hot-fpur, Worcefter, azd Dowglafs. 


sels 7 ELL faid, is noble Scot, 1f {peaking Truth 
In this fine Age, were not BIB eht Flattery, 
Such ateribation fhould the iia ak have, 
As not a Soldier of this Seafor s itamp, 
10uld go fo general currant through the World. 
sy ae n I cannot flatter: I defie 
The T ongues of Soothers, But a braver place 
In my Heart’s love, hath no Man than your felf, 
Nay, task me to my word; approve me, Lord. 
Dow. Thou art the King of Honour: 
No Man fo potent breaths upon the Ground, 
But’ will Beard him. 
Enter a Adeffenger. 
Hot. Do fo, and ’tis well. What Letters haft thou there? 
I can but thank you. 
Meff. Thefe Letters come from your Father. 
Hot. Letters from him 2 
Why comes he not himfelf2 
Me. He cannot come, my Lord, 
He is grievous fick. 
Hot. How ! Has he the Icifure'to be fick now, 
Tn fuch a juftling time? Who leads his Power 2 
Under whofe Government come they along? 
Meff. His Letters bear his Mind, not I ‘his Mind. 
Wor. I prethee tell me, doth he keep his Bed 2 
Meff. He did, my Lord, four Days e’er I fet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 
He was much fear’d by his Phyfician. 
Wor. I would the ftate of time had firft been whole, 
E’er he by Sicknefs had been vifited ; 
His Health was never better worth than now. 
Hat. Sick now? Droop now? This Sicknefs doth infec 
This very Life-blood of our Enterprife, 
“Tis catching hither, even to our Camp. 


He 
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He writes me here, that inward Sicknefs 
And that his Friends by deputation 
Could not fo foon be drawn: Nor did he think it meet 
To lay fo dangerous and dear a truft 

On any Soul remov’d, but on his own. 

Yet doth he give us bold Advertifement, 





~) 


That with our fma'l Co njunction we fhould on, 
To fee how Fortune is difpos ‘d to us, 


For, as he writes, there is no quailing noWs 
Becaufe the King is certainly poffeft 
Of all our Pur poles. What fay you to it 
Wor. Your Father’s Sicknefs is a maim to Us. 
Hot. A perillous Gath, a very Limb lopt off : 
And yet, 1 n faith, “tis not; his prefent want 
Seems more than we {hall find it, 
Were it good, to fet the exact Wealth of al 
All at one Cafte To fet fo rich a Mine 
On the nice Hazard of one doubtful 
It were not good; for therein fhould we read 
The very bottom, and the oa of hope, 
The very Lift, the very utmoit bound 
Of all our Fortunes. 
Dow. Faith, and fo we fhould, 
Where now remains a weet Pevertion 
We may boldly (pend, upon the hope 
Of what is to come in: 
A comfort of Retirement lives in this. 
Hor. A Rendezi ous, a Home to flie unto, 
If that the Devil and Mifchance look big 
Upon the Maidenhead of our Affairs. 
Wor. But yet I would your Father had been here: 
The Quality and Heir of our Attempt 
Brooks no Divifion: It will be thought 
By fome, that know not why he is away, 
That Wifdom, Loyalty, and meer Diflike 
Of our Proceedings, kept the Earl from hence. 
And think, how fuch an Apprehenfion 
May turn the Tide of fearful Fa@ion, 
And breed a kind of Queftion in our Caufe: 
For well you know, we of the offering fide, 
Muit keep aloof from ftri@ arbitrementr, 
And 
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1182 The Firft Part 


And {top all fight-holes, every loop, from whence 
The Eye of Reafon may pry in upon us: 
This abfence of your Father draws a Curtain, 
That thews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 
Hot. You ftrain too far. 
I rather of his Abfence make this ufe: 
It lends. a Luftre, and more great Opinion, 
A larger Dare to your great Enterprife, 
Than if the Earl were here: For Men mutt think, 
If we without his help, can make a Head 
To pufh againft the Kingdom; with his help, 
We fhall o’erturn it topfie-turvy down, 
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 
Dow. As Heart can think : 
There is not fuch a word {poke of in Scotland, 
As this Dream of Fear, 
Exter Sir Richard Vernon. 
Flot. My Coufin Vernon, welcome by my Soul. 
Ver, Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord. 
The Earl of Weftmorland, feven thoufand {trong, 
Is marching hither-wards with Prince Fobn, 
Hot. No harm; what more? 
Ver. And further, I have learn’d, 
The King himfelf in Perfon hath fet forth, 
Or hither-wards intended {peedily, 
With ftrong and mighty Preparation. 
for. He fhall be welcome too, 
Where is his Son 2 
The nimble-footed Mad-cap, Prince of Wales, 
And his Comrades, that daft the World alide, 
And bid it pafs 2 
Ver. All furnitht, all in Arms, 
All plum’d like Eftridges, that wing the Wind, 
Baited like Eagles, having lately bath’d, 
Glittering in Golden Coats, like Images, 
As full of Spirit as the Month of AZay, 
And gorgeous as the Sun at Atid/ummer, 
Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls. 
I faw young Harry with his Beaver on, 
His Cuthes on his Thighs, gallantly arm/’d, 
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Rife from the Ground like feather’d AzZercury, 
And vaulted with fuch Eafe into his Seat, 
As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegafus, 
And witch the World with noble Horfemafhip. 
Hot. No more, no more; 
Worfe than the Sun in AZarch, 
This Praife doth nourifh Agues; let them come. 
They come like Sacrifices in their trim, 
All to the fire-ey’d Maid of {moaky War, 
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them; 
The mailed AZars fhall on his Altar fit 
Up to the Ears in Blood. I am on fire, 
To hear this rich Reprizal is fo nigh, 
And yet not ours: Come, let me take my Horfe, 
Who is to bear me like a Thunder-bolt, 
Againft the Bofom of the Prince of Wales. 
Harry to Harry, fhall not Horfe to Horfe 
Meet, and ne’er part, ’till one drop down a Coarfe? 
Oh, that Glendower were come. 
Ver.. There 1s more News: 
I learn’d in Worcefter, as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this fourteen Days. 
Dow. That’s the worft Tidings that I hear of, yet. 
Wor. Ay, by my Faith, that bears a frofty Sound. 
Hot. What may the King’s whole Battel reach unto? 
Ver. To thirty thoufand. 
Hot. Forty let it be, 
My Father and Glendower being both away, 
The Power of us may ferve fo great a Day. 
Come, let us take a Mutter {peedily : 
Dooms-day is near; die all, die merrily. 
Dow, Talk not of dying, I am out of fear 
Of Death, or Death’s Hand, for this one half Year, 


| Exeunt. 
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Enter Falitaft and Bardolph. 
Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventrey; fill me a 


Bottel of Sack, our Soldiers fhall march through: We'll to 
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Bard. Will you give me Mony, Captain? 

Fal, Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. Vhis Bottel makes an Angel. 

Fal. And if it do, take it for thy Labour; and if i 
make twenty, take them all, IH anfwer the Coynage; 
Bid my Lieutenant Peto meet me at the Towns end, 

Bard. 1 will Captain; farewel | Exits 

Fal. \f I be not alham’d of my Soldiers, I am a 


fowe’d Gurnet: I have mifs-us’d the King’s Prefs dam- 
nably. I have got, in-exchange of a hundred and fifty 
Soldiers, three Hundred and odd Pounds. [f prefs me 
none but good Houfholders, Yeomens Sons; enquire me 
out contracted Batchelors, fuch as had been ask’d twice 
on the Banes: Such a Commodity of warm Slaves, 
as had as lieve hear the Devil, as a Drum: fuch as fear 
the Report of a Caliver, worfe than a ftruck-Fool, or 4 
hurt wild-Duck. I preft me none but fuch Toltes and 
Butters with Hearts in their Bellies no bigger than Pins 
Heads, and they have bought out their Services: And 
now my whole Charge cenfifts of Ancients, Corporals, 


Lieutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as rag- 
ged as Lazarus in the painted Cloath, where the Glut- 
ton’s Dogs licked his Sores; and fuch as indeed were 
never. Soldiers, but dif-carded unjuft Servingmen, yauin- 
ger Sons to younger Brothers: Revolted Tapfters and 
Oltlers; Trade-fall’n, the Cankers of a calm’ World; and 
long Peace, ten times more difhonourable, ragged, than 
an old-fac’d Ancient; and fuch have I to fill up the 
Rooms of them that have bought out their Services; that 
you would think, that I had a hundred: and fifty tatter’d 
Prodigals, lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating 
Draff and Husks. A mad Fellow’ met me onthe Way; 
and told me, I had unloaded allthe Gibbets, and preft the 
dead Bodies... No Eye hath feen fuch skar-Crows: I'll 
not march through Covertry with them, that’s fla. Nays 
and the Villains march wide betwixt the Legs, as if 
they had Gyves on; for indeed; I had ‘the moft of them 
out of Prifon. There’s but a Shirt and a half in all my 
Company; and the half Shirt is cwo Napkins tack’d to: 
gether, and thrown over the Shoulders like a Herald’s 
Coat, without Sleeves; and the Shirts to fay the Truth, 
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¢ y a, ; Ly | Pp T 
4 . , | iN i. Hf. 
f y riot: Wu! ; \ V OIFCC iter, Do W etal: 5 Ana | Vernon. 
Hor. Well fight with bim to Nignt, 
Wor. It may not be. 
d : 
D You give him then aavantage. 
. Sra t/ 
V Er « Ny ot a W 31C. 
y ‘xT * i 7 any lin fc aps C 5 
Hot. Why fay you fo? Looks he not 1ot Supply 
— ¢ 4 ” 
Ker. 90 do wet 
‘ core 1 . : 1 ny 3 ’ 
Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 
g? o™ Ow ie: os 5 vy » + ~ B® : 
Wor. Good Coufin be advis’d, {tir not to Night. 


Ver. Do not, ‘my Lord. 
ae XY bu do not counfel ae : 
You {peak it out of fear, and cold | Heart. 
Ver. Dome no flander, Dowgla/s: By my Life, 
nd I dare weN maintain 1t with my Life, 
i well-refpeéted Honour bid me on, 
I hold as ; little counfel with weak fear, 
A: you, my Lord, or any Scot that this Day lives. 
[set it be feen to morrow in the Battel, 
Which of us fears. 
Dow. Yea, or to Night. 
Ver. Content. 
Het. To Night, fay I. 
Va: Semi: ‘come, it may not be. 
I wonder much, being Men of foch ereat Leading as you are, 
That you forefee not “what Impediments 
Drag back our E xpedition ; certain Horfe 
Of my Coufin Vernon’s are not yet come up, 
Your Uncle Worcefter’s Horfe came but to Day, 
And now their Pride and Mettle is afleep, 
Their Courage with hard Labour tame and dull, 
That not a Horle i is half the half of himfelf. 
Hot. So are the Horfe of 'the Enemy 
In general,’ journey-bated, and bre ought low: 
The better part of ours are full of reft. 
Wor. The number of the ct s excecdeth ours: 
For God’s fake, Coufin, ftay ’cill all come in. 
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Fahey " , 7 rine 
of King Henry LV. 11 3- 


The Trumpet founds a Parley. Enter Sir Walter 

Sinnt. I come with gracious Offers from the King 
If you vouchfafe me hearing, and refped. 

Hot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt : 
And would to God you were of our Determination, 
Some of us love you well; and even-thofe fome 
Envy your great Defervings, and good Name, 
Becaufe you are not of our Quality, 
But {tand againft.us like an Enemy. 

Blunt. And Heav’n defend, but ftill I fhould ftand fo. 
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You ftarid againft anointed Majefty. nd | 
But to my Charge, H 1 a | 
The King hath fent to know mei 4 
The Nature of your Gricfs, and whereupon 
You conjure from the Breaft of civil Peace, 
Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Cr lelty. If that the King 
Have any way your good Deferts forgot, ab i 
Which he confeffeth to be manifold oF a 
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He bids you name your Griefs; and with all fpee ea ih ¥ 
You fhall have your Defires, with Intereft : Me MiP ve a 
And Pardon abfolute for your felf, and thefe, as 
Herein mifs-led by your Sugeeftion. 7 eh i 

Ffot. The King 1s kind: ‘i | 1) ae 
And well we know, the King a 
Knows at’what time to Promife, when to Pay, i ii ¥ 
My Father, my Uncle, and my felf, Meta ty 
Did give himthat fame Royalty he wears: Pe 
And when he was not fix and twenty ftrong, oi) ae 
Sick in the Werld’s regard, wretched and low, Ha ee 
A poor unminded Out-law, {neaking home, | i iz 
My Father gave him welcome to the Shore: oe 
And when he heard him fwear, and vow to Gad, : il i 
He came to be but Duke of Lancaffer, 


To fue out his Livery, and beg his Peace, 
With Tears ‘of Innocency, and terms of Zeal: 
My Father, in kind Heart and Pity mov’d, 


Swore him affiftance, and perform’d it too. 


Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Rea'm ‘ 
Perceiy’d Northumberland did lean to him, : 
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1188 The Firft Part 


TI ley more and lefs came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 
Attended him on Bi idge s, ftood in Lanes, 


Laid Gites b before hi m, pr offer’d him their Oaths, 
Gave him their Heirs, as Pages followed him, 
Even : at the Heels, in golden Multicudes. 

ie D efeni lV, as Grenel knows it felf, 

Steps me a little higher than his Vow 

Made to my 26 gi hile his Blood was poor, 
U) ‘naked Shore at Raven/parg : 

And now, forfo oth, takes on him to reform 
ena certain Edicts, and fome ftrait Decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the Commonwealt th; 
Cries 0 out upon ‘Abi uf S feems to weep 

Over his Country’s Vrongs; and by bis Pasi 


<4 


This { feeming Brow Es Juftice, did he wi 
The Hesits of all chat he did angle for. 


+oceeded further, cut me off the Heads 
yf all the Favourites, that the abfent King 
In deputation left tchind him here, 
When he wu as pel fonal in the Irifb War. 

Blunt. T Tut, I came not to hear this. 

Hot. Vhen to ps point. 
In fhort time after, he depos’d the King, 
S>on after that, dep riv’d him of his Life: 
And in the Neck of that, task’d the whole State. 
To make that worfe, faffer’d his Kinfman March, 
W ho 0 1S, if every Owner weie right plac’d, 
Indeed his King, to.be engag’d in Wales 
The ete, withou t Ranfom, to lie forfeited: 
Diferac’d me in aay hap aus Mittor 16S; 
Son 1 ght to intrap me ‘by es eli nce 

Incle fro me ‘ouncil “Board 

Tn rage ob ae my Fa her trom de Court, 
Broke Oathon Oath, comm ‘ii 12 Wrong on Wrong, 
And ; In ¢o sche n drove us toi ic ek ouc 
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of King Henry IV. E189 


Hot. Not fo, Sir Walter. 

We'll withdraw a while: 

Go to the King, and let there be impawn’d 

Some furety for a fafe aceure again: 

And in the Morning early fhall py Unele 

Bricg him our purpofe; and fo farewel. 
Blunt. I would you would accept of Grace and Love, 
Hot. And’t may be, fo we thall. 
Blunt. Pray Heav'n you do. | Exeunt. 


Ss Ae Be 


Enter the Arch-Bifbop of York, and Sir Michell, 


York. Hie, good Sir AZichell, bear this fealed Brief 
With winged hafte to the L ied Martha! 
This to my Coufin eee and all the relt 
To wh mm they a C rected d. 
It you knew how m ch th y do import, 
You would = haite, 
Sir Michell. My good Lord, I guefs their tenour. 
York. Like enough 1 you do. 
lo morrow, g ood Sit Michell, is a Day; 
Wherein the Fortune of ten thoufand Men 
Mutt bide the touch, For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
= I am truly given to underftand, 
e King ,, a3 mighty and eka ti Power, 
ies ts with L ord H, arry; a nd I { ry Sir Adichell, 
W hat Wi! ith ti he Sick neis of N orth 772 ber ‘la Nas 
Whofe Power was in the firft Proportion; 
And what with Owen Glendower’s ablence ‘thence, 
Who with them was rated firs mly COO : 
And comes not in, over-rul’d by Prophecies, 
I fear oe Po ywer of Perc y Is too weak, 
To wage an infégnt ae iz eh the King, 
Sir Michell. Wh y, my good Lord, you neec 
Ses re is Dowe glafs, =i ‘Lord Mortimer. 
- No, AZortimer is tot there. 
Sur Bey os But there is AZordabe, Vernon n,Lord Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord of Worce/? ler, 
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of King Henry IV. 1191 i. 


Co crufh our old Limbs in ungentle Stee}: aK 

his is not well, my Lord, his is not well, phi 

What fay you to it? Will you again unknit | : 

This churiith Knot ot all-abhorred War; | | j 

And move in that obedient Orb again, it y YS. 
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Wor. Hear me, my Liege: 
For mine own-part, I could be well content | 
: tertal .ag-end of my Life 1h 
With quiet Hours: For I do poteft, ah 


* ' “5 ; , ; 
I have not foucht the Day of this diflike. 
K, Henry. You have not foucht it; how comes it then 2 aah 
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To this, we fwareour Aid: But in fhort Space, SWE | 
Tt rain’d down Fortune fhowring on your Head, | | 
And fuch a Flood of Greatnefs fll on you, fee Aa 
Vi ith our help, what with the abfent King, Ah | 
njyuries of wanton Time, mat 

Ihe feeming Sufferances that you had born, ei | 
And the contrarious Winds that held the King ne 
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And being fed by us, you us’d us fo, 
As that ungentle Gull, tint pey Bird, 
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Out of your Sight se ne this prefent Head, 
eb fuch means 

As you your felf, have forg’d again{t your felf, 

By unkind Ufage, dangerous Cot INES RS 
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Sworn to us in your youdger Enterprize. 


Ke Henry. Thefe things indeed you have articulated, 
Market Croffes, read in Churches, 
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io face ine Garment of Rebellion 

With fome fine Colour, that may pleafe the Eye 
O7; fickle Cha ielings, and poor Difcontents, 
Which pape, and reb the Elbow at the News 
Ot fh 5 Uriy Innovat! i}? 

And never yet did Infurrection want 


Such Water-colours, to impaint his Caufe ; 
Beggars, ftarving for a time 

Of pell-mell Eieeack, and Confufion. 

P. Henry. In both our Armies, there 1s many a Soul 

Shall pay full dearly for this Encounter 

If once they join in trial. Tell your Nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth join with all the World 

In praife of Hexry Per i By my Hopes, 

: saterprize fet off his Head, 

braver Gen viele 

aliant, or more valia int Your 
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And fo, I hear, he doth account me too: 
Yet this before m iy Father’s Majcifty, 
I am content that he fhall take th elds 
Of his Preat ie and Eftimation, 
And _ to fave the Blood on either fide, 
Try Fortune with him, in afingle Fight. 

E Howry, And, Princeos Wales , fo dare we venture the 
ilbeit, Confiderations infinite 

Ke af it: No, good Wor’ fer, no, 

Wwe iove our People well; ; evel 1. thAC ofe we love 
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The Dowglafs and the Hot- -/pur bach together, ee a 
Are confident avain{t the World in-Arms. aa WN 
kK, fienry. Hes ~NCce the refi ore, every Lea der to his Charge, 
For on their Anfwer will we fet on thet s = 
And God befriend us, as our Caufe is juft. [ Exeunt, 
Manet Prince Henry and Falftaff. 
Fal. Hal, if thou fee me down in the Battel, 
And beftride me, fo}; ’tis a point of Friendfhip. 
P. Henry. ‘Nothing but a Coloffus can dothee that Friends 
= my Pra’ CS, and farews le | fhip s 
» I would it were Bed-time, Afal, and all well 
P.. Henry. Why, thou owelt Heav’n a Death. 
Fal. *Tis not due ye I would be loth to pay him be- He 
fore his Day. What need I be fo forward with him that a 
call’s not on me ¢ Well, tis-to matter, Honour pricks me anil 
on. But how if Hon aes prick me off when I come on 2 Hah | 
How then; can Honour fet to a Leg? No. Or an Arm? No mn 
Or take away the Grief of a Wound? No. Honour hath 
> Skill in Sus rgery then? No. What is Honour? A word. 
WVhat is that word Honour? Ayre; a trim.reckoning. Who i 
hath HW 
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1194 The Firft Part 


hath it? He that dy’d a Weduefday. Doth he feel it2 No, 
Doth he hear it? No. Is it infenfible them? Yea, to the 
dead. But will it not live with the living? No. Why? 
Detraction will not fuffer it, therefore I'll none of it. Ho 
nour is a meer Scutcheon, and fo ends my Catechifm. | Exit, 


5 CU I ae. 
Enter Worcelter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 
Wor. O no, my Nephew mu!t not knows Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind Offer of the Kine. 
Ver. “I were belt he did, 
Wor. Then we are all undone. 
It‘is not poffible, it cannot be, 
The King would keep his Word in loving us, 
He will fufpec& us ftill, and find a time 
To punifh this Offence in other Faults: 
Suppofe then, all our Lives fhall be ftruck fullof Eyes; 
For Treafon is but trufted like the Fox, 
Who ne’er fo tame, fo-cherifh’d, and lock’d up, 
Will have a wild trick of his Anceftors; 
Look how wecan, or fad, or merrily, 
Interpretation will mifquote our Looks, 
And we fhall feed like Oxen ae a Stall, 
The better cherifh’d, ftill the nearer death. 
My Nephew’s Trefpafs may be well forgot, 
ie hath the excufe of Youth, and heat of Blood, 
And an adopted Name of Privilege, 
A hare-brain’d Hot-/pur, govern’d by a Spleen: 
All his Offences live upom my Head, 
And on his Father’s. We-did train him on, 
And his Corruption being ta’en from us, 
We as the Spring of all, fhall pay for all: 
Therefore, good Coufin, let not Harry know, 
In any cafe, the Offer of the King. 
Ver. Deliver what you will, Pll fay ’tis fo. 
Here comes your Confin. 
Enter Hot-{pur and Dowglals, 
Flot. My Uncle is return’d: 
Deliver up, my Lord of Weftmorland. 
Uncle, what News? 
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Wor. 
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of King Henry IV. 1195 


Wor. The King will bid you Battel prefently. 

Dow. Defie him by the Lord of Weftmorland. 

Hot. Lord Dowgla/s; go you and tell him fo. 

Dow. Marry and fhall, and very willingly. 

| Exit Dowglafs 

Wor. There is no feeming Mercy in the King. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. 

Wor. I told him gently of our Grievances, 
Of his Oath-breaking; which he mended thus, 
By now forfwearing that he is forfwern, 

He calls us Rebels, Traitors, and will fcourge 
With haughty Arms, this hateful Name in use 
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Exter Dowezlafs. 

Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms, for I have thrown 
A brave Defiance in King Henry’s Teeth: 
And Weftmerland that was ingag’d did bear it, 
Which cannot chufe bur bring him quickly on. 

Wor. The Prince of Wales ftept forth before the King, 
And, Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle Fight. 

fot, O, would the Quarrel lay upon our Heads, 
And that no Man mighr draw thort Breath to Day, 
But I and Harry Avonmouth. Tell me, tell me, 
How fhew’d his Talking? Seem’d it in Contempt? 

Ver. No by my Soul: L. never in my: Life 
Did hear a Challenge urg’d more modettly, 
Unlefs a Brother fhould a Brother dare, 
To gentle Exercife and proof of Arms, 
He gave you all the Duties of a Man, 
Trim’d up your Praifes with a princely Tongue, 
spoke your Defervings like a Chronicle, 
Making you ever better than his Praife, He 
By {till difpraifing Praife, valu’d with you: Hat 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
He made a blufhing Cital. of himfelf, 
And chide his trewant Youth fo with a Grace, 
As if he mafter’d there a double Spirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftantly: 
There did he paufe.- But let me tell the World, 
If he out-live the Envy of this Day, 
England did never owe fo {weet a Hope, 
eo much mifconftrued in his Wantonnefs. 
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196 The Firft Part 


Hot, Coufin, I think thou art enamoured 
On his Follies; never did I hear 
Of any Prince fo wild at seh 
he as he will, yet once e’er Night, 
1 will ouliesce.) him with a Soldier? s Arm, 
T hat he {hail (hrs nk undet * My t ourtefie. 
Arm, arm with fpeed. And Fellows, Soldiers, Friend 
setter confider what you have to do, 
1 I, that have not well the Gift ‘of Tongue, 
lift your Blood up with Perfuafion. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef: My Lord, here are Letters for you. 
Hot. 1 cannot rea .d them now. 
Q Gentlemen, the time of Life 1s fhort; 
To {pend that Shortnefs bafely were too long, 
Tho Life did ride upona Dial’s Point, 
Still en ding at the Arrival of an Hour. 
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings: 
if die; brave Death, when Princes die with.us. 
Now for our Confciences, the Arms are fair, 
When the Intent for bearing them ts juft. 
Enter another Meffenger. 
Afef. My Lord, prepare, the King comes en apaee. 
Hot. I thank him, that he cuts me from my Tale, 
For I profefs not talking: Only this, 
Let each Man a his beft. And here I draw my Sword, 
Whofe worthy Temper I intend to ftain 
Vith the beft B ood that I can meet withal, 
In the Adventure: of this perilous Day. 
Now Efperance, Percy, and fet on: 
Sound all the lofty Inftraments of War, 
And by that Mufick, let us all embrace: 
For Heav’n to Earth, {ome of us never fhall, 
A fecond time do fuch a courtefie. 
They embrace, then Exeunt. The Trumpets found, t 
King entreth with his Power, alarm anto the Battel. Toes 
enter Dowglas aud Sir Walter Bltnt. 
Blunt. What is thy Name, that in Battel thus thou croffeft 
What Honour doft thou feek upon my Head? (me 
Dow. Kaow then, my Name is Dowgla/s, 
And Ido hiunt thee in the Battel thus, 
Becaufe fome tell me, that thou art a King. Blunt. 
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Blunt. They tell Shae true, 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford dear to Day hath bought 
Thy Likenefs; for inftead_of thee, King Harry, 
This Sword hath ended him, {0 fhall it thee, 
Unlefs thou yield thee as a Prioner. 

Blunt. I was not born to yidd, thou haughty Scot, 
And thou fhalt find a King thet will revenge 
Lord Stafford’s Death. 

Fight, Blunt is flain, then enter Hot-{pur. 

Hot. O Dowg gales hadii hou foug rht at Holmedon thus, 
I never had triumph ed o’er a Scot. 

Dow. All's dione all’s won, here breathlef s lyes the Kin: oe 

Hor. Wh 

Dow. Fiere. 

Hor. This, Dowegla/s? No; I know this Face full well: 
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Whi r didit thou tell me, thatt hou wert a King? 
Hot. The King hath many marching 1 in his Coats. 
Dow. Now by my. Sword, I will kill all his Coats, 

Pil murther all his Ware dre be Piece by Picts. 

Until I meet the King. 

fTot, Up a ard away. 

Our Soldiers ftand fall fairly f for the Day. | Exeuitte 

Alarm, enter Faltts =f fe lus. 

Fal. Though I could feape fhot-tree at London, I fear 
the Shot here: Here’s no feoiing, but upon the Pate: Soft, 
who art thou? Sir Walter Blant, there’s Honour for you; 
here’s ro Vanity; I am as hot as moulten Lead, and as 
heavy too: Heav’n keep Lead out of me, I need no more 
Weight than mine own Bowils. I have. ing my ;Rae-o-’ 
Mufhans where they are pepper’d; there’s not three of my 
hundred and fifty left iiua, sid they er the Towns enc 
to beg during Lite But who comes here é 

Exter Prince Henry. 

P. Hexry.\ — ft th< ride bere 2 nd me thy Sword, 
Many a noble Man lyes ftark and {tiff 
Under the Hoofs of vaunting Enemies, 

Whofe Deaths are unrevene’c. Prithee lend me thy Sword. 
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Fai. O Hal, I prithee give me leave to breath 4 while. 
Turk Gregery never did fuch Deeds in. Arms, asT have 
done this Day. I have paid Percy, I have made him fure, 

P. Henry. He is indeed, and living to kill thee: 

I prithee lend me thy Sword. 

Fal, Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou gett not my 
Sword; but take my Piftol if thou wilt, 

P. Henry. Give it me: Whar, is it in the Cafe? 

Fal. Ay Hal. ‘tishot: There's that will fack-a Cit ee. 

| The Prince draws out a Bottle of Sack, 
P. Henry. What, is it a time to jeft and dally now 2 
| Throws it at him, and Exit, 

Fal. If Percy be alive, I'll pierce him; if he do come 
in my way, fo; if he donot, if I come in his, willingly, 
let him make a Carbonado of me, I like not fuch grinning 
Honour as Sir Walter hath: Give me Life, which if I caa 
fave, fo; if not, Honour comes unlook’d for, and there’s 


an end. [ Exit, 
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Alarm, Excurfions, Enter the King, the Prince, Lord John 


t 


of Lancafter, and the Earl of Weftmorland. 


K. Henry.\ prithee, Harry, withdraw thy felf, thou bleed- 
eft too much: Lord John of Lancafter, go you with him, 

“an. NotI, my Lord, unlefs I did bleed too. 

P, Henry. I beleech your Majefty make UP, 
Leaft your Retirement do amaze your Friends, 

K. Henry, 1 will do fo: . 
My Lord of Weffmorland, lead him to his Tent. 

Weft. Come-my Lord, I'll lead you to your Tent. 

P. Henry. Lead me, my Lord! I do not need your Help, 
And Heav’n forbid a fhallow Scratch thould drive 
The Prince of Wales from fuch a Field as this, 
Where ftain’d Nobility lyes trodden on, 
And Rebels Arms triumph in Maflacres. 

Lan. We breath too long; come Coufin Weftmorland, 
Our Duty this Way lyes, for Heav’ns fake come. 

P. Henry. By Heav’n thou haft deceiy’d me, Lancafter, 
I did not think thee Lord of fuch a Spirit : 


Before; 
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of King Henry 1V 1199 ead 
Before, I lov’d thee as a Brother, Fob»; 
But now, I do refpec& thee as my Soul. 
K, Henry. 1 faw him hold Lord Percy at the Point, ih 
With luftier Maintenance than I did look for Hk 
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4 
Of fuch an ungrown Warrior. | hi a 
P. Henry. O this Boy, lends Mettle to us all, | Exit. Hy : 
Exter Dowelafs, H “| 
Dow. Another King? They grow like Aydra’s Heads: a ‘ 
Tam the Dowgla/s fatal to all thofe : th et, 
That wear thofe Colours onthem. What art thou i 
That counterfeit’ ft the Perfon of a King 2 | 
ae ra og eh a | ae 
K. Henry. The King himfelf; who, Dowglafs, grieves at mani 
So many of his Shadows thou haft met, | Heart at Ve 
And not the very King. I have two Boys 44 i mt 4 | 
Seek Percy and thy felf about the Field; hs) ii se.) 
But feeing thou fail’it on me fo luckily Spa | +8 
I will aflay thee: So defend thy felf. iS 
Dow. I fear thou art another Counterfeit ; ia Sl 
And yet in faith thou bear’ft thee like a King: ane) eh : 
But mine [ am fure thou art, who e’er thou be, | i (ya ¥ | 
And thus I win thee. | They fight : The King being in Danger, | ae " 
Enter Prince Henry. = ‘aE “se. 
P. Henry. Hold up thy Head, vile Scor, or thou art like Pee + 
Never to hold it up again: The Spirits Wye a 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Arms; mat 
It isthe Prince of Wales that threats thee, ae Ee ' 
Who never promifeth, but means to pay. mt) | i. 
[They fight, Dowglals flyeth. ated 
Chearly, my Lord; how fares your Grace? 3 Des 1 » 
Sir Nicholas Gaw/féey hath for Succour fent, med 
And fo hath Cifton: I'll to Clifton ftreight. Ni iit % 
K. Henry. Stay, and breath a while. He mS 
Thoujhaft redeem’d my loft Opinion, ai a 
And fhew’d thou mak’{t fome tender of my Life | nil Wi 
In this fair Refcue thou haft brought to me, | i ne 
P. Henry. O Heav’n, they did me too much Injury, mel Vt 
‘That ever faid I hearkned to your Death. | ma 
If it were fo, I might have let alone ra 
The infulting Hand of Dowgla/s over you, WY bh 
Which would have been as {peedy in ‘your end, WSL 
as Lae 
ane 
Wi nt 
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As all the port onous Pe yxtions inthe World, 
| erous Labour of your Son, 
> Clifton, Vl to Sir Niele 
| Exit, 
Enter Hot-lpur. 
Hor. {f I miftake nor, thou art Harry Monmouth, 
P. Henry. Thou fpeakelt as 1f I wou Id d ceny my Name. 
#ior. My Name is Harry Petey 
P. Henry. ie hy then I fee a very valiant Rebel of that 


} Arm eho Princ fr e Ir ms ~ITT) MW mor Ds ad 

] oats Ai i rin ‘Wale -) > a id think balily Percy, [ Name, 
LO ihare. with me in ee ry any TROre - 

ot ole Oz L, + Cy] 

I'wo Stars Keep not ta r Mi otion In one Sphere, 


Nor can one Exg a nd bro 1k a double Reign, 
Of Harry Percy and the Prince Pr Wales, 
Hot. Nor fhall it, Hfarry, for the Hour is come 
To end the one of us; and would to Heav’n 
Thy Name in Arms were now as great as mine, 
P. Henry. VN make it greater, e’cr I part from thee, 
And all the budding Honours on thy Creft, 
I'll crop, to make a Garland for my Head. 
Hot. I can no longer brook thy Vanities, [ Fight. 
Enter Falttaff. 
Fal, Well faid, Hal, to it Hal. 
Boys Play here, I can tell you. 
Enter Doweglals, he fights with Falftaff, who falls down 
as if bewere dead. The Prince kills Percy. 
Hot. Oh Harry thou haft robb’d me ‘of my Youth: 
I better brook the Lofs of brittle Life, 
Than thofe proud Titles thou haft won of me, 
They wound my Thoughts worfe, than thy Sword my Flefh: 
me thought’s the S!ave “ak Life, cad Life Time’s Fool; 
And Ti ime, that takes furvey of all the World; 
Muft have a ftop O, I could prophelie, 
But that im Earby at ‘dl the cold Hand of Death, 
Lyeson my Tongue: No; Percy thou art Duft | 
ra Food fc yr | Dias. 
P. Henry. For Warns prave Percy, Farewel, great Heart: 
V’}!-weav’d Ambition, how much art thou fhrunk! 
When a this Body did contain a Spirit, 
A Kingdom for it was too {mall a Bound: 
Bur now two Paces of the vileft Earth 


ay, you fhall find no 
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1202 The F; iv ft Part 


. But foft, who have we here? | 
Di i y ou not tell me this fat Man was dead? 
P. Henry. I did, I faw him dead, 
Rreathlefs, and bleeding on the Ground: Art thou alive, 
Or is it Fantafie that plays upon our Eye-fight? 
I prethee fpeak, we will not truft our Eyes 
Without our Ears. ‘Thou art not what thou feem’ft 
Fal, No, that’s certains; I am not a double Man; but if 
Tam not fack Fal aff; ae nam I a Jack: There is Percy, 
uf your Father will do me any Honour, fo; if not, let him 
kill the next Percy himfelf. I look either to be Earl ot 
Duke, I can aflure you. 
P. gg Why, Percy I kill’d my felf, and faw thee dead, 
Fal. Did’ft thou? Lord, Lord, how the World is given 
to Lying! I grant you I was down: i out of Breath, 
and jo was he, but we rofe both at an inff se and fought 
a long Hour by Shrewsbury Clock: If I may be believed, fo; 
if not, let them that fhould reward Valour bear the Sin up- 
on their own Heads. Til take’t on my Death I gave him 
this Wound in the be if the Man were alive, and 
would deny it, I would make him eat a piece of my Sword. 
Lan. This is the ftrangeft tale that e’er I heard. 
P. Henry. This is the fra ngeft Fellow, Brother obs. 
Come bring your Luggage no bly on your back: 
For my Pp att, if a Lie may do thee grace, 
I'll gild ic with the happieft terms I have. 
[4 Retreat is founded. 
The Trumpets found Retreat, the Day is ours: 
Come Brother, let’s to the higheft of ‘the Field, 
To fee what Friends are living, who are dead, [ Exewnt. 
Fal. Vil follow as they fay, for Reward. ‘He that re- 
wards me, Heav’n reward him. If I do grow great agait, 
Ill grow lefs; for Til purge, and oe eS seid live 
cleanly, as a noble Man fhould do, [ Exit 
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Lhe. Trumpets found: Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, 
Lord John of Laneafter, Earl of Weltmorland, with Wor- 
celter and Vernon Prifoners. 


K. Henry. Thus ever did Rebellion find Rebuke, 
{{l-{pirited Worceffer, did we not fend Grace, 
Pardon, and terms of Love to all of you? 

And would’it thou turn our Offers contrary 2 
Mifufe the Tenor of thy Kinfman’s Truft2 
Three Knights upon our Party flain to Day, 
A noble Earl and many a Creature elfe 

Had been alive this Hour, 

If like a Chriftian thou had’ft truly born, 
Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence. 

Wor. What I have done, my fafety urg’d me to, 
And I embrace this Fortune patiently, 

Since, not to be avoided, it falls on me, 
K. Henry. Bear Worcefter to death, and Vernon too. ' 


ee ee ye 


- > — x : : . : er ‘ — 
< Pw? a ae a) a ae a) a) ee a. Ae So ae 


Other Offeriders wé will pau upon. Pe 
| £xit Worcefter and Vernon. | By rh me, 

How goes the Fiéld2 ae 
P. Henry. Uhe noble Scot; Lord Dowgla/i, when he faw la ‘ 
The Fortune of the Day quité turn’d from him, eee 
The noble Percy flain, and all his Men, oo ee 
Upon the foot of fear, fléd With the reft; hh 
And falling from a Hill, hé was fo bruiz’d Poe oo 
That the Purfuers took hin. At my Tent ar ay 
The Dowgilafs is, and 1 befeech your Grace, eo aR 


I may difpofe of him. AN 

K. Hexry. With all my Heart. 

P, Henry. Then Brother fobs of Lancaffer, Ma 
To you this Honourable Bounty {hall belong: i iy 
Go to the Dowgla/s, and deliver him at | 
Up to his Pleafure, ranfomlefs and free : 

His Valour fhewn upon our Crefts to Day, 

Hath taught us how to cherith fuch high Deeds, Ha 

¥.ven in the Bofom of our Adverfaries, A Ty 
Q2 Ky deus ¥, 
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1204 The Firff Part of King Henry lV. 


K. Henry. Then this remains; that we divide our Power, 
You Son Fohn, and my Coufin Weftmorlana, 
Towards York fhall bend you, with your deareft fpeed 
To meet Northumberland, and the Prelate Seroop, 
Who, as we hear, are bufily in Arms. 
My felf and Son Harry will towards Wales, 
To fight with Glexdower, and the Earl of March. 
Rebellion in this Land fhall lofe his way,% 
Meeting the Check of fuch another Day; 
And fince this Bufinefs fo far 1s done, 
Let us not leave ’till all our own be won. [ Exennt. 
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Dramatis Perfonz. 


| Ing Henry the Fourth. | 
Prince Henry, afterwards Crowned King Henry the Fifth, 

Prince. John of Lancafter, 

Humphrey of Gloucefter, 

Thomas of Clarence, 

Northumberland, 7 

The <Arch- Bi fbep of Y¥ ork, 

Mowbray, 

Haftings, i, Oppofites againfé King Henry the 

Lora Bardolph, i 0- Fourth. 

“Travers, 

Morton, 

Colevile, 

Warwick, 7 

Weftmorland, ' 

Surrey, ‘ 


Sons to Henry the Fourth, and 
Brethren to Henry the Fifth, 
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Gower; Of the, King’s, Party. 


Harecourt, 
Lord Chief Fuftice, 

Poins, 1} 

Falftaff, 

i B, e Irregular Humarifts. 

Peto, 

Page, j 

Shallow azd Silence, both Country Fuftices. 
Davy, Servant to Shallow. 

Phang and Snare, two Serjeants. 

Mouldy, } 


Shadow, | | 
| Wart, ° Conutry Soldiers. 
Feeble, <3 

Bulcalf, 3 


Lady Northumberland. 
Lady Percy. 
Hoftefs Quickly. 
Doll Tear-theet. 
Drawers, Beadles, Grooms, Ses 
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King HENRY V. 
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N DUCT I ON. 
Enter RUMOUR. 


ad r| i of 7 VY 6u Wi 
PEN your Ears: For w! ich 


4 cw 
The = nt of | hearing, W hen loud Rumor {peak - 


Op W eft, 
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tutling the Ears of them * with faife Reposts: 


ae) 





OEP 2b OEP C--SP SSS OP Oe Oe & 


| At . 
"T 

wry \ Wh 

Die 





kage 


#2 


a rn Po a ae 


fe 


6 C8 I OO OE ee oe te ce ter -oart-—<s 


- 6 tk pet Oe eee 


0. nema ~ 


_ 


: 








SO OD I OO OD eS Se eS > | Kans 
i) 
a w wm, ©? iS wy As LY dq FE AAA 
i 5208 Lhe Secona Part 
; I fpeak of Peace, while covert Enmity, 
| J -¢ Snes Peat of A. 
‘ Under the {mile of fafety, wounds the World: 
: And who but hth who but only I 
Make fearful Mutters, and p repard Defence; 
“4 q} . ' - Daag” 5 8 
4 Wi] nyt the big yy ea ie {wo oln with tome other Griefs, 
}@ = ae Fh Taft ft iT 
; Is thought with Child, by the ftern Tyrant War; 
: And no fuch matr A, Sapa Nee 
f HO Jud iter, “HiwweOoYr IS a ripe 
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j Hiown by Surmuife, and Jealoufies Conjectures; 
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ath Oeaten 4 down young sfiot-/pur, and his I'roops, 
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Quenching the Flame of bold R ebellion, 
| Even with the Rebels Blood. But whit mean I 
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noife abroad, that Harry Monmouth 
Under th . Wi ath of noble Hot/p Ur "s Sword: 
Bent And that the King, before the Dowel afs K Ages 
cette Stoop’d his anointed Head, as low as death. 
umeae Chis have I rumor ‘d 1 through the Peafane Towns, 
Between the Royal Field of Shrewsbury, 
And this Worm-eaten hole of 1 ragged Stone, 
Where Hot-/pur’s Father, old Norrhumb rla wil, 
Lyes crafty Sick. The Pofts come tyring on, 
| And nota Man of them 4 ings other News 
emia tt Than they have learn’d of me. From Ruamor’s Tongues 
Len They bring {mooth-comforts-falfe, worfe than true Wrongs. 
bali | Exit. 
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Bard. Who keeps the Gate, hoa 2 


i} Where is the Earl? 
| Hi Porter. What fhall I fay you are? 
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q nat the Lord Bardolph doth attend i him eee: 
; 7 
is walk d forth into the Orchard, 


Portey. His Lordfhip 
Pleafe it your Honour, bacck but at the Gate 
And he himfelf will anfwer. 
Ezter Northumberland. 
» comes Be E arl. 

North What: ews, ord Bardo Iph Q Evry minute now 
Should be the Father of 2 Stratagem 
The Times are wild: Contention, like a Horfe 
Full of high Feeding, madly hath broke loofe, 
And bears down all before him. 

Bard. Noble Earl, 

I bring you certain News from Shrewsbury. 

North, Good, and Heav’n will. 

Bard. As good as Heart can wifh: 

The King is almoft wounded to the Pesn: 
oh ay the Fortune of my Lord your So 
Prir larry {lain outright; and both the Blaats 

Kill’ d by ihe Hand of Hee § afSy XS ung Prince Folin, 

And Weffmorland, and Stafford, fled the Field. 

And Harry ‘ama S ‘Hise , the Hulk Sir Fobz, 
Is Prifoner to your Son. O, fuch a Day, 

So fought, fo follow’d, and fo fairly won, 

Came not, ‘till now, = dignifie the Times 

Since Ce/ar’s Fortunes. | 

North. How is this deriv ’d2 
Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury? 

Bard. 1 fpake with one, my Lord, that came from thence, 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name, 

That freely render’d me this News for true. 

North. Here comes my Servant Travers, whom I fent 

On Tuefday lalt, to liften after News. 
Enter Travers, 

Bard. My Lord, I over-rode him on the way. 
And he is furnith’d with no Certainties, 

More than he, happily, may retail from me. 

North. Now Travers, what good Tidings comes from you? 

Tra. My Lord, Fobn Umfrevil turn’d ‘me back 
With joyful Tidings; and being better hors’d 
Out-rede me. After him, came {purring hard 
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1210 The Second Part 


A Gentleman, almoft fore-fpent with {peed, 
That {topp’d by me, to breathe his bloodied Horfe. 
He ask’d the way to Cheffer: And of him 
I did demand: what News from Shrewsbury : 
He told me, that Rebellion had ill Luck, 
And that young Harry Percy's Spur was cold. 
With that he gave his able Horfe the Head, 
And, bending forward, ftrook his able Heels 
Againft the panting Sides of his poor Jade, 
Up to the Rowel-head, and {tarting fo, 
He feem’d in running to devour the way, 
Staying no longer queftion. 
North. Ha? Again: 
Said he young Harry Percy’s Spur was cold 2 
Of Hot-/pur, cold Spur, that Rebellion 
Had met ill Luck? 
Bard. My Lord, I’ll tell you what, 
If my young Lord, your Son, have not the Day, 
Upon mine Honour, for a filken Point 
I'll give my Barony. Never talk of it. 
North. Why thould the Gentleman that rode by Travers 
Give then {uch inftances'of Lofs 2 
Bard. Who he? 
He was fome hielding’ Fellow, that had ftol’n 
The Horfe he rode on; and upon my Life 
Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more News. 
Exter Morton. 
North. Yea; this'Man’s Brow, like to a Title-leaf, - 
Foretels the’ Nature of a'Tragick Volume: 
So looks the Strond; when the Imperious Flood 
Hath left a witnefs’d Ufurpation. 
Say, Morton; didft'thou come from Shrewsbury ? 
Mort. \ ran from Shrewsbury, my noble’Lord, 
Where hateful Death put on his ‘uglieft Mask 
To fright our Party. 
North. How doth my Son, and Brother? 
Thou trembi’ft; and the whitenefs in thy Cheek 
fs apter than thy Tengue, to tell thy Errand. 
Even fuch a Man, fo faint; fo {piritlefs, 
So dull, fo dead in’ Look; fo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priam’s Curtain, in the dead of Night, ea 
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And would have told. him, half his Troy was burn’d. 
But Priam found the Fire, e’er he his Tongue: 
And I, my Percy’s Death, e’er thou report {t it, 
This, thou would’ft fay: Your Son did thus, and thus: 
Your Brother, thus. So fought the noble Dowglaf:, 
Stopping my. greedy Bar with their bold Deeds. 
But in the end, to ftop my Ear indeed, 
Thou haft a Sigh, to blow away this Praife, 
Ending with Brother, Son, and all are dead. 
Atort. Dowglafs is living, and your Brother, yet 5 
But for my Lord, your Son. 
North Why, he is dead, 
See what’a ready: Tongue Sufpicion hath; 
He that but fears the thing, he would not know, 
Hath by Inftin&, knowledge from others Byes, 
That what he fear'd is chanc’d. Yet fpeak, Morton, 
Tell thou thy Earl; his Divination lies, 
And I will‘take it as a fweet Difgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong; 
Adort. You are too great, to be, by me, gainfaids 
Your Spirit is too true, your Fears too certain. 
North. Yet for all this; fay not that Percy's dead. 
I fee a ftrange Confeflion in thine Eye: 
Thou fhak'ft thy Head, and hold’ft it. Fear, or Sin, 
To {peak a truth. If he-be flain, fay fo: 
The Tongue offends: not, that reports his Death: 
And he doth Sin that doth belie the dead; 
Not he, which fays the dead is not alive: 
Yet the firft Bringer of unwelcome News 
Hath but a lofing Office: And his Tongue, 
Sounds ever after-as a fullen Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 
Bard. 1 cannot think, my Lord, your Son is dead: 
Mort. 1 am forry I fhould force you to believe 
That, which I would to Heav’n I had not feen. 
But thefe mine Eyes faw him in bloody State, 
Rend’ring faint 'quittance, wearied and out-breath’d, 
‘To Heury Manmouth, whofe fwik wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the Earth, 
From whence, with Life, he never more {prung up. 
fn few; his Death, whofe Spirit lent a Fire 
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i212 The Second Part 


Even to the dulleft Peafant in his Camp, 

Being bruited once, took Fire and Hea away 

From the beft temper’d Courage in his Troops. 

For from his Metal was his Party fteel'd; 

Which once in him abated, all the reft 

Turn’d on themfelves, ike dull and heavy Lead : 

And as the thing that’s heavy in ir felf, 

Upon enforcement, flics with greateft {peed ; 

So did our Men, heavy in fot/pur’s lofs, 

Lend to this weight fuch lightnefs with their fear,’ 

That Arrows fled not {wifter toward ¢ 
S 


thelr aim, 
Than did our Soldiers, aiming at their fafety, 
Fly from the Field. Then was that noble Worcefter 
Too foon ta’en Prifoner: And that furious Scot, 
The bloody Dowgla/s, whofe well-labouring Sword 
Had three times {lain th’ Appearance of the King, 
*Gan vail his Stomach, and did grace the Shame 
Of thofe that turn’d their back: And in his flight, 
Stumbling in Fear, was took. The fum of all, 
fs, that the King hath won: And hath fent out 
A {peedy Power, to encounter you, my Lord, 
Under the Conduct of young Lancaffer 
And Weftmorland, This is the News at full, 

North. For this, I thall have time enough to mourh 

In Poifon there is Phyfick: And this News, 
Having been well, that would have made me fick, 
Being fick, hath in fome meafure made me well. 
And as the Wretch, whofe Feaver-weakened Joints, 
Like ftrengthlefs Hinges, buckle under Life, 
Impatient of his Fit, breaks like a Fire 
Out of his Keeper’s Arms; even fo, my Limbs, 
Weakned with grief, being now inrag’d with grief, | 
Are thrice themfelves. Hence thereforethou nice Crutch; 
A fcaly Gauntlet now, with Joints of Steel 
Mutt glove this Hand. And hence thou fickly Quoif; 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the Head, 
Which Princes fleth’d with Conqueft, aim to hit. 
Now bind my Brows with Iron, and approach 
The ragged’ft Hour that Time and Spight dare bring; 
To frown upon th’ enrag’d Morthumberland, 
Let Heav'a kifs Earth: Now let not Nature’s Hand 
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Keep the wild Flood comfin’ds let Order die, ie 
And let the World no longer be a Stage ti ‘ ‘ 
To feed Contention in a ingring AG: ul eS) 
But let one Spirit of the firft-born Ca iy meh | hy 
R eign in all Befoms, that each Heart being fet il 
On bloody Courfes, the rude Scene may end, a 
And Darknefs be the Burter a the Dead K 


Bard. Sweet Ear}, divorce not W iidom from your Honour 
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Mort, The Lives of all your loving Complices 
Lean on your Health, the which if you give o’er Hy 
To ftormy Paflion, muft perforce dec ay. my Y 
You caft th° Event of War, my noble Lord, Th my 
And fum’d the account of Chance, before you faid i 
Let us make Head: It was your sae iil al ih “y | 
That in the dole of Blows, your $ ight drop. ai aa Le 
You knew he walk’d o’er Perils, on an lee Pit Hit} of 
More likely to fall in, then to get o’er: wins 
You were advisd his Flefh was capable | va Nd 4 
Of Wounds and Scars; and that his forward Spirit Fina ii} i \ 
Would lift him, where moft trade of Dz anger rang’d, i hyd \ 
Yet did you fay, Go forth: And none of this ay ie 
Though ftrongly apprehended, could refrain , ani | : 8, 
The ftiff-born Action:* What hath te befall’n ; i Ay ite ae 
Or what hath this bold Enterprize broughe fi ak if cue fi ‘ 
More than that Being, which was like to be? i Hite ‘ 

Bard. We all that are engaged to this Lofs, ‘a 
Knew that we ventur’d on fuch dangerous Seas, uy i 
That if we wrought out Life, was ten to one; Pah 
And yet we ventur’d for the Gain propos’d, Piet 


@hoak’d the Ref pect of likely Peril fear’d, ane 
And fince we are o’er-fet, venture again. iy | 
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Rann) 
Come, we will all put forth, Body and Goods. Th WAT Hkh 
Mort. *Tis more than time ; and, my moft noble Lord, Me WTR NA 
r ET FEE A 
I hear for certain, and do fpeak the Truth: na 4 


The gentle Arch-Bifhop Of Tork j is up Bi iM 
With well appointed Powers: He is a Man eH 

Who with a double Surety ieee his Followers. a a 
My Lord, your Son, had only but the Corps, Hay 


3ut Shadows, and the Shews of Men to fight. MEM NY Hd 
For that fame Word, Rebellion, did divide NE PT 
The AGion of their Bodies, from their Souls, Ha Ae 
And Vee 
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1214 The Second Part 


And they did fight with Queafinefs, conftrain’d, 
As Men drink Potions; that their Weapons enly 
Seem’d on our Side: But for their Spirits and Seuls, 
This Word, Rebellion, it had froze them up, 
As Fifh are in a Pond. But now the Bifhop 
Turns Infurre&tion to Religion ; 
Suppos’d fincere, and holy in his Thoughts, 
He’s fo\low’d both with Body, and with Mind: 
And doth enlarge his rifing, with the Blood 
Of fair King Richard, fcrap’d from Pomfret Stones, 
Derives from Heav’a his Quarrel, and his Caufe: 
Tells them, he doth beftride a bleeding Land, 
Gafping for Life, under great Bullingbroke, 
And more, and lefs, do flock to follow him. 

North. Uknew of this before. But to fpeak Truth, 
This prefent Grief had wip’d it from my Mind. 
Go in with me, and countel every Man 
The apteft Way for Safety, and Revenge: 
Get Pofts, and Letters, and make Friends with fpeed, 
Never fo few, nor never yet more need. [ Excewns, 


SCENE 4 


Enter Falftaff, and Page. 
ia oe; 

Fal, Sirrah, you Giant, what fays the Doctor to my Wa- 
ter¢ 

Page. He faid, Sir, the Water it felf was a good heal- 
ing Water: But for the Patty that own’d it, he might have 
more Difeates than he knew for. 

Fal. Men of all forts take apride to gird at me. The 
Brain of this foolifh compounded Clay-man, is not able 
to invent any thing that tends to Laughter, more than I 
invent, or is invented on me. I amnotcnly witty in 
my felf, but the Caufe that Witis in other Men. I do here 
walk before thee, like a Sow, that hath overwhelm’d all 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Ser- 
vice for any other Reafon, than to fer me off, why then I 
have’no Judgment. Thou Horfon Mandrake, thow art 
fitter to be worn in my Cap, than to wait atmy Heels. I 
was never mann’d with an Agor till new : But I will fee 
you neither in Gold nor Silver, but in vile Apparel, and 
fend you back again to your Maltes, for a Jewel. he 
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Fuvenal! the Prince your Mafter! whofe Chin is not yet 
flede’d; I will fooner have a Beard grow in the Palm of my 
Hand, then he fhal!l get ene on his Cheek: Yet he will not 
{tick to fay, his Face is a Face-Royal. Heav’n may finith 
it when he will, it is not a Hair amifs yet: He may keep 
it {till as a Face-Royal, for a Barber fhall never earn Six- 
pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as if he had 
writ Man ever fince his Father was a Batchelor, Me may 
keep his own Grace, but he is almoft out of mine, I can 
affure him, What faid Mr. Dombledon, about the Satten for 
my fhort Cloak, and Slops? 

Page. He faid, Siry you fhould procure him better affurance 
than Bardolph : He would not take his Bond and yours, he 
lik’d not the Security, 

Fal. Let him be damn‘d like the Glutton, may his Tongue 
be hotter, a horfon Achitophel, a Rafcally-yea-forfooth- 
knave, to bear a Gentleman in Hand, and then ftand upon 
Security? The horfon fmooth-pates do now wear nothine 
but high Shooes, and Bunches of Keys at their Girdles; 
and if a Man is through with them in honeft taking up, thea 
they muft ftand upon Security: I had as lief they would 
put Rats-bane in my Mouth, as offer to flop it with Secu- 
ritye I look’d he fhould have fent me two and twenty 
Yards of Satten, asI am a true Knight, and he fends me 
Security. Well, he may fleep in Security, fer he hath 
the horn of Abundance: And the lightnefls of his Wife 
fhines through it, and yet cannot he fee, though he have 
his own Lanthorn to light him. Where’s Bardolph? 

Page. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your Worthip 4 
Horfe. 

Fal. I bought him in Pauls, and he'll buy me a Horfe 
in Smithfield. If 1 could get me a Wife in the Stews, I 
were Mann’d, Hors’d, and Wiv’d, 

Enter Chief Fuftice, and Servant. 
Page. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed the 
Prince for f{triking him, about Bardolph. 
Fal. Wait clofe, I will not fee him. 
Ch. Fuft. What's he that goes there? 
Sery. Falftaff, and’t pleafe your Lordfh ip: 
Ch. Fuft. He that was in queltion for the Robbery ? 
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14ee The Second Part 


Serv. He, my Lord. But he hath fince done good Sey. 
vice at Shrewsbury: And, as I hear, isnow going with fome 
Charge to the Lora “Fohn of Lancafter. 

Ch. Fuft. What, to York? Call him back again, 

Serv. Sit Fobn Falftaff. 

Fal. Boy, tell him i am deaf, 

Page. You mutt (peak lowder, my Mafter is deaf, 

Ch. Fu/?. I am fure he ts, to the hearing of any thing good, 
Go pluck him by the Elbow. I mutt {peak with him. 

Serv. Sir Fon. 

Fal. What ! A young Knave and beg! Are there not Wars? 
isthere not Employment? Doth not the King lack Subje&s2 
Do not the Rebels want Soldiers¢ Though it be a fhame 
to be on any fide but one, it 1s worfe fhame to beg, than to 
beon the worft fide, were it worfe than the Name of Re- 
bellion can tell how to make it, 

Serv. You mittake me, Sir. 

Fal, Why, Sir, did I fay you were an honeft Man? Set- 
ting my Knight-hood, and my Soldierfhipafide. I had lied 
in my Throat, if I had faid fo. 

Serv. I pray you, Sir, then fet your Knight-hood and 
your Soldier-fhip afide, and give me leave to tell you, you 
lie in your Throat, if you fay Iam any other than an hos 
neft Man. 

Fal. 1 give thee leave to tell me fof EF lay afide that 
which grows to me! If thou gett’{t any leave of me, hang 
me; if thou tak’/t leave, thou wer’t better be hane’d: You 
Hunt counter, «hence; avaunt. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord would {peak with you. 

Ch. Fuft. Sir ohn Falftaff, a word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord! give your Lordfhip good time of 
the Day. I am glad tofee your Lordthip abroad; I heard 
fay, your Lordfhip was fick. I hope your Lordfhip goes 
abroad by advice. Your Lordfhip, though not clean paft 
your Youth, hath yet fome fmack of Age in you: Somere- 
lith of the Saltnels of time;~and I moft humbly befeech 
our Lordfhip, to have a reverend care of your Health. 

Ch. Fuft. Sir Fobu, I {ent for you before your Expedition 
to Shrewsbury. 

Fal. ¥f it pleafe your Lordthip, I hear his Majefty is re- 
turn’d with fome difcomfort from Wales, 
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Ch. Fut. Ltalk notof his Majefty: You would not come wa 
when I fent for you ¢ | i iy 

Fal, And 1 hear moreover, his Highnefs is fall’n into this ih 
fame whorfon Apoplexy. Hy n'y 

Ch. Faft. Weil, Heav’n mend him. I pray let me fpeak i ait | 
with y Ue . . | ‘a a 

Fal. This Apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of Lethargy, Ai = 


a {leeping of the Blood, a whorfon Tingling. 

Ch. ‘Fue. What tell you me of it? Be tt as it is. 

Fal. It hath its original from much Grief; from Study 
and Perturbation of the Brain. I have read the Caufe of i 
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its Effects in Galen. It 1s a kind of Deafnefs. Nene 
Ch. Juff. 1 think you are fal’n into that Difeafe: For you ah \. 
hear not. what I fay to you, mit ul | 
Fal. Very well, my Lord, very well: Rather, an’t pleafe ot ae 
you, it is the Difeafe of not Liftning, the Malady of not i iY 2# 
Marking, that I am troubled witha). oe 
Ch. Fuf?. To punifh you by the Heels, would amend ae 
the attention of your Ears, and I care not if I be your Pe yay \ 
Phyfician. 0) ae 
Fal, 1 am as poor as ‘fob, my Lord; but not fo patient : : ‘li i | i 
Your Lordfhip may minifter the Potion of Imprifonment 8, 
to me, in refpect of Poverty: But how I fhould be your ie | ‘i m4 
Patient to follow your Prefcriptions, the Wife may make Ae i Bt 
fome dram of a fcruple, or indeed, a fcruple ir felf. i hi 
Ch. Fuft. Ufent for you, when there were matters againft if i ne \ 
you for your Life, to fpeak with me. i AH . y 
Fal. As I was then advis’'d by my learned Counfel, in } wit i 
the Laws of this Land-fervice, I did not come. Apu Hh 
Ch. Fat. Well, the truth is, Sir Fobx, you live in great sent tl 
infamy. etl hi 
Fal. He that buckles him in my Belt, cannot live in lefs, AHA AEH 
Ch. Fuft. Your Means is very flender, and your Watfte ‘My Tae 
oreat. tent | 
Fal, 1 would it were otherwife + I would my Means were aa i 
greater, and my Watte flenderer. a aa 
Ch. Fuft. You have mifs-led the youthful Prince. A Hh hl 
Fal. The young Prince hath mifs-led me. I am the Fel- ae 
low wich the great Belly, and he my Dog. a 
Ch, Fuft. Well, I am loth to gall a new-heal’d Wound; a 
your Day’s Service at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded over We 
VoL Ill, R. your i Wi \ 4 aut 
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your Nieht’s Exploit on Gads-hid. You may thank the un: 
quiet time, for your quict o’er-pofting that A@ion. 

Fal. My Lord? 

Ch. Fuft. But fince all is well, keep it fo: Wake nota 
fleeping Wolf. 

Fal. To wake a Wolf, is as bad as.to fmell a Fox. 

Ch. Fuft. What? You are as a Candle, the better pait 
burnt out. 

Fal. A Waffel-Candel, my Lord; all Tallow: If I did 
fay of Wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Ch. Fuf?. There is not a white Hair on your Face, but 
fhould have his Effect of Gravity. 

Fal, His Effect of gravy, gravys gravys 

Ch. ‘fuji. You follow the young Prince up and down, like 
his evil Angel. | 

Fal. Not fo, my Lord, your ill Angel is light: But I 
hope, he that looks upon me, will take me without weigh- 
ing; and yet; in fome refpects I grant, I eannot go3 I cane 
not tell---Virtue is of fo little regard in thefe Coftor-mong- 
ers Days, that true Valour is turn’d Bear-herd. Pregnancy 
is made a Tapfter, and hath his quick Wit wafted in giving 
Recknings; all the other Gifts appertinent to Man, as the 
malice of this Age fhapes them, are not worth a Goofe-ber- 
ry. You that are old, confider not the Capacities of us 
that are young; you meafure the heat of our Livers, with 
thie bitternefs of your Galls; and we that are in the vaward 
of our youth, I muft confefs, are Wags too. 

Ch. Fuft. Do you fet down your Name in the Scrowl of 
youth, that are written down old, with all the Characters 
of Age? Have you not a moift Eye? a dry Hand? a yel- 
low Cheek? a white Beard? a decteafing Leg? anincreafing 
Belly 2 is not your Voice broken? your Wind fhort¢ your 
Wit fingle? and every part about you blafted with Ant- 
quity? and will you call your felf young? fie, fie, fie, Sit 
‘Foha. 

Fal. My Lord, I was born with a white Head, and fome- 
thing a round Bélly. For my Voice, I have loft it with 
hollowing and finging of Anthems. ‘To approve my youth 
further, I will nots The truth is, I am only old in Judg- 
ment and Underftanding; and he that will caper with me 


for a thoufand Marks, let him lend me the Mony, and have 
at 


of King Henry IV. (249 


at him. ae re 30x o'th’ Ear that the Prince gave you; 


he gave like a rude Prince, and you took it like a fenfible 
« - 
Lord. I he es ckt him for it, a ‘and the young Lion ‘re- 


pents: Marry not in Sack-cloth, but in new Silk, and old 
Sack. 

Ch. Fuft. Well, Heav’n fend the Princé a better Compa- 
non. 

Fal. Heav’n fend the Companion a better Prin I cane 
hot rid my Hands of him: 

Ch. Fut. Well, the King hath fevet’d you and Prince 
Harry, I hear you are going with Lord Fohn of Lanca, fers 
againft the Archbifhop, and the Earl of Northumberliud. 

Fal. Yes, I thank your pretty fweet Wit for it; bur look 
you pray, all you that kifs aid Lady Peace at home, that 

our Armies join notin a hot Day: For I take but two Shirts 
out with me, and I mean not to fweat extraordina 3; Sf 


it be a hot Day, if I brandifh any thing but my Bottie, 
wouldI might never fpit white again. There is nota dangerous 


Action can peep out his Head, but I am ‘shral UPON its 


Well, I cannot laft ever. | 

Ch. Fuf?. Well, be honelt, be honeft, and Heav’n bicfs 
your Expedition. 

Fal, Will your Lerdfhip lend me athoufand Pound; to 
furnith me forth? 

Ch. Jah Not a Penny, nota Penny; you are too impa- 
tientto bear Croffes. Fare you well. Coimend the to my 
Coufin Weffmorland. [Ex ihe 

Fal. If T do, fillop me with a three-man-Beetle. A Man 
can no more fepa ate Age and ee than he Con Pa f 
young Limbs and Letchery : But the Gout galls the one, 
and the Pox pinches the other; tt ‘fo both the De: grees 
prevent my Curfes Boy: 

Page. Sir. 

Fal, What Mony is in my Purfe ? 

Page. Seven Groats; and two Pence. 

Fal. 1 ean pet ho Remedy againtt thi sConfumption of the 
Purfe. Borrowing only lingers; and lingers it out, but the 


Difeafe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my tor of 
Lancafter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of Wefimor- 


land, and this to old Miftrefs Aire whom I have weekly 
{worn to marry, fince I perceiv’d the firlt white Hair on 
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my Chin. Abeut it; you know where to find me, A Pox 
of this Gout, or a Gout of this Pox ; for the one or tho- 
ther plays the Rogue with my great Toe: It ts no matter, 
if I do halt, I have the Wars for my Colour, and my Pen- 
Gon fhall feem the more reafonable: A good Wit will make 
ufe of any thing; I will turn Difeafes to commodity. 

| Exennt. 


S$ © i: Noe we, 


Enter Arch-Bifbop of York, Haftings, Mowbray, and 
Lora Bardolph. 


York. Thus have you heard our Caufes, and know our 
And my meft noble Friends, I pray you ail [ Means: 
Speak plainly your Opinions of our Hopes, 

And firft, Lord Marthal, what fay you to it ¢ 

Mow. I well allow the occafion’of our Arms, 
But gladly would be better fatisfied, 

How, in our Means, we fhould advance our felves, 
To look with Forehead bold and big enough, 
Upon the Power and Puiffance of the King ¢ 

Haft, Our prefent Mufters grow upon the File 
To five and twenty thoufand Men of cheice: 

And our Supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whole Bofom burns 
With an incenfed Fire of Injuries. 

Bard. The queftion then, Lord Haftings, ftandeth thus, 
Whether our prefent five and twenty thoufand 
May hold up Head without Northumberlana? 

Haft. With him we may. 

Bard. Ay marry, there’s the point: 

But if without him we be thought too feeble, 

My Judgment is, we fhould not {tep too far 

> Till we had his Affiftance by the Hand. 

For ina Theam fo bloody fac’d as this, 

Conjecture, Expe@ation, and Surmife 

Of Aids uncertain, fhould not be admitted. 
York. ’Tis true, Lord Bardolph, for indeed 


It was young Hor-/pur’s cafe at Shrewsbury. ; 
‘ Bard. 
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Bard. It was, my-Lord, who lin’d himfelf with hope, 


Eating the Air, on promife of Supply, 
Flattering himfelf with Project of a Power, 
Much fmaller than the fmalleft of his Thoughts, 
And fo with great Imagination, 

Proper to mad Men, lead his Powers to Death, 
And, winking, Icap'd into Deitruction, 

Haft. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt, 
To lay down likelihoods, and forms of hope. 

Bard. Yes, if this prefent quality of War, 
Indeed the inftant Action, a Caufe on foot, 

Lives fo in hope, as in an early Spring 

We fee th’ appearing Buds, which to prove Fruit, 
Hope gives not fo ‘much warrant, as Defpair 

That Frofts will bite them. When we mean to build, 
We firft furvey the Plot, then draw the Model, 
And when we fee the figure of the Houfe, 

Then mult we rate the Coft of the Ereétion, 
Which if we find out-weighs Ability, 

What do we then, but draw a-new the Model 
In fewer Offces; or at leaft, defitt 

To build at all? Much more, in this great work, 
Which is, almoft, to pluck a Kingdom down, 
And fet another up, fhould we furvey 

The Plot of Situation, and the Model, 

Confent upon a fure Foundation, 

Queftion Sur eyors, know our own Eftate, 
How able fiich a Work to undergo, 

To weigh againft his Oppofite? or elfe, 

We fortifie in Paper, and in Figures, 

Ufing the Names of Men, inftead of Men: 

Like one that draws the Model of a Houfe 
Beyond his Power to build it; who, half through, 
Gives o’er, and leaves his part-created Coft 

A naked fubject to the weeping Clouds, 

And wafte, for churlifh Winters tyranny. 

Haft. Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair birth, 
Should be ftill-born ; and that we now poffeft 
The utmoft Man of ExpeCation: 

I think we are a Body ftrong enough, 
Even as we are, to equal with the King. 


R 3 Bard. 
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Bard. What, is the King but five and twenty, thoufand ¢ 
Haft. To us no more; nay not fo much, Lord Bardolph, 
For his Divifions, as the Times do brawl, 
Are in three Heads; one Power againtt the French, 
And one againft G/ lendower ; perforce a third 
Mutt ties up Us : So is the unfirm King 
In three divided; and his Coffers found 
With hollow Poverty, and Emptinefs. 
York, That he fhould draw his feveral ftrengths together, 
And come againft us in full Puiflance, 
Need not be dreaded. 
Haft. If he fhould do fo, 
He leaves his Back unarm’d, the French, and Welfh 
Baying him at the Heel; never fear that. 
Bard. Who is it like fhould lead his Forces hither? 
Haft, The Duke of Lancafter and Weftmorlana > 
Againft the Welfh, himfelf and Harry ALonmouth. 
But who is fubf{ ftituted ‘gaintt the Freuch, 
I have no certain notice, 
York, Let us on? 
And publifh the Occafion of our Arms. 
The Commonwealth is fick of their own choiée, 
Their over-gree edy Love hath furfeited, 
An Ha bitation gidd y and unfure 
Hath Zs that buildcth on the vulgar Heart. 
O thou fond Many! with what loud Applaufe 
Did’ het thou beat Fas fi eich blefline Bullingbroke, 
Before he was, what thou would’ft. have him be? 
And being now trim’d up in thine own defires, 
Thor -bealt! ly Feeder, art fo full of him, 
That ‘thou provok’ft thy felf to caft him up. 
So, fo, thou common Dog, didft thou difgorge 
Thy glutton-bofom of ee Royal Richard, 
And now thou would’ft eat thy dead vomit up, 
And howlft to find it. What truft is in thefe’Times¢ 
They, that when Richard liv’d, would have him die, ° 
Are now become enamour’d on his Grave. 
Thou that threwft Duft upon his goodly Head, 
When through proud Landon he came fighing on, 
After th’admired Heels of Bullingbroke, Sey 
| ery’ ft 
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Cry'ft now, O Earth yield us that King again, 

And take thou this. O thoughts of Men accurs’d, 

Paft, and ro Come, 3 COS beft ; things prefent, wor [Fe 
Mow, Shall we go draw our Numbers, and fet on ? 


Haf?. We are Time’s Subje&ts, and Time bids, be gone. 
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Enter Hofte{s, with two Officers, Fang, and Snare. 


Hoft. R. Fang, have you entred the Action? 
A Fang. It is enter'd, 


Hoft. Where’s your Yeoman? Is it.a lufty Yeoman ¢ 
Will he ftand to it? 

Fang. Sirrah, where’s Suare ? 

Hloft. Ay, ay, good Mr. Suare. 

Suare. Here, here. 

Fang. Snare, we muft Arreft Sir Fohn Falftaff. 

Hoft. Ay, good Mr, Suare, I have enter’d him, and all. 

Snare. It may chance coft fome of us our Lives: He 
will ftab. 

Hoff. Alas-the-day; take heed of him;. he ftab’d me in 
mine own Houle, and that moft beaftly; he cares not what 
mifchief he doth, if his Weapon be out. He will foin like 
like any Devil, he will {pare neither Man, Woman, nor 
Child. 

Fang. If I can clofe with him, I care not for his thruft. 

Hoff. No, nor] neither; Pi be at your Elbow. 

Fang. If I but fift him once; if he come but within my 
Vice. 

Hof}. 1 am undone with his going; I warrant he is an in- 
finitive thing upon my fcore. Good Mr. Fang, hold him 
fure; good Mr. Suare, let him not fcape, he comes continu- 
ally to Pie-corner, faving your Manhoods, to buy a Saddle, 
and he is invited to dinner to the Lubbars-head in Lombard- 
fireet to Mr. Smooth: the Silkman. I pray ye fince my Acti- 
on is enter’d, and my Cafe fo openly kaown to the World, 
et him be brought into his anfwer. A hundred Mark 1s a 
long one, for a poor lone Woman to bear; and I have born, 
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and born, and born; and have bin fub’d off, and fub’d off, from 
this Day to that Day, that it is a fhme to be thought on, 
There is no honefty in fuch dealing, -unlefs a Woman fhould 
be made an Afs and a Beaft, to bear every Knaves wrong, 
Enter Falftaff and Bardolph. 

Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmfey-Nofe Bar- 
dolph with him, Do your Offices, do your Offices: Mr. 
Fang, and Mr. S#are, do me, do me, do me your Offices, 

Fal. How now? whofe Mare’s dead? what’s the mat- 
ter¢ 

Fang. Sir ‘fohn, 1 arreft you at the fuit of Miftres 
Quickly. 

Fal. Away Varlets, draw Bardolph : Cut me off the Vil- 
Jain’s Head: Throw the Quean in the Channel. 

Heft. Throw me in the Channel? I'll throw thee there, 
Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou baftardly Rogue. Murder, 
murder: O thou Hony-fuckle Villain, wilt thou kill God’s 
Officers and the King’s? @ thou hony-feed Rogue, thou 
art a Hony-feed, a Man-queller, and a Woman-queller. 

Fal, Keep them off, Bardolph. 

Fang. A Refcue, a Refcue. 

Hoft. Good People bring a Refcue. Thou wilt not? thou 
wilt not? do, dothou Rogue: Do thou Hempfeed. 

Fal. Away you Scullien, you Rampallian, you Fuftiliri- 
an: I'll tuck your Cataftrophe. | 

Enter Chief Fuftece. 

Ch. ‘Fujft. What’s the matter ? Keep the Peace ‘here, hoa. 

Hof. Good my Lord, be good.to me. I befeech you 
{tand to me, 

Ch. Fuft. How now, Sir Fohn? what are you brawling 
here? Doth this become yeur place, your time, and bufi- 
nefs? Youfhould have been well on your way to York 
Stand from him Fellow, wherefore hang’{t upon him? 

Hoff. Oh my moft worfhipful Lord, and’t pleafe your 
Grace, I am a poor Widow of Eaftcheap, and he is arrelted 
at my Suit, 

Ch. Fuft. For what Sum? 

Hoff. It is more than for fome, my Lord, it is for all; all 
I have, he hath eaten me out of Houfe and Home; he hath 
put all my Subftance into that fat Belly of his; but gis 

ave 
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have fome of it out again, or I will ride thee o’Nights, like 
the Mare. 

Fal. 1 think T am as like to ride the Marc, if I have any 
vantage of Ground to get up. 

Ch. ‘Fuft. How comes this, Sir Fob? Fic, what Man 
of good temper would endure this tempeft of Exclamation? 
Are you not afham’d to inforce a poor Widow to {fo rough 
a courfe to come by her own? 

Fal. What is the grofs Sum that I owe thee 2 

Hoff. Marry, if thou wer’t an honeft Man, thy felf, and 
the Mony too, Thou didft {wear to me upon a parcel-gilt 
Goblet, fitting in my Dolphin-chamber, at the round Ta- 
ble, by a Sea-coal Fire, on Wednefday in Whit/on-Week, when 
the Prince broke thy Head for likening him to a Singing- 
man of Windfor; thou didft fwear to me then, as I was 
wafhing thy wound, to marry me, and make me my Lady 
thy Wife. Canft thou deny it? Did not Good-wife Keech, 
the Butcher’s Wife, come in then, and call me Goflip Oxick- 
ly¢ coming in to borrow a Mefs of Vinegar; telling us, fhe 
had a good Difh of Prawns; whereby thou didft defire to eat 
fome; whereby I told thee they were ill for agreen Wound? 
And didft not thou, when fhe was gone downStairs, defire 
me to be no more familiar with fuch poor People, faying, 
that e’er long they fhould call me Madam? And didft thou 
not kifs me, and bid me fetch thee thirty Shillings? I put 
thee now to thy Book-oath, deny it if thou canft? 

Fal. My Lord, this ts a poor mad Soul; and fhe fays up 
and down the Town, that her eldeft Son is like you. She 
hath been in good cafe, and the truth is, poverty hath di- 
ftracted her; but for thefe foolifh Officers, I befeech you, 
I may have redrefs againft them. 

Ch. Fuft. Sir Fobnx, Sir Fobu, I am well acquainted with 
your manner of wrenching the true Caufe, the falfe Way. 
It is not a confident Brow, nor the throng of Words, that 
come with fuch, more than impudent, fawcinefs from you, 
can thruft me from a level confideration. I know you ha’ 
practis’d upon the eafie-yielding Spirit of this Woman. 

Hoff. Yes in troth, my Lord. 

Ch. ‘Fuft. Prethee, peace; pay her the Debt you owe her, 
and unpay the Villany you have done her; the one you may 
do with fterling Mony, and the other with currant Repentance, 

Fal, 
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Fal. My Lord, I will not undergo this fneap without 
reply. You call honourable Boldnefs impudent Saweinefs, If 
a Man will curt’fie, and fay nothing, he is Virtuous: No, 
my Lord, your humble duty remembred, I willnot be your 
Sutor. I fay to you, I defire deliv’rance from thefe Off. 
cers, being uponhafty Employment ta the King’s Affairs. 

Ch. Fuft. You fpeak, as having Power to do wrong: But 
anfwer in the Effet your Reputation, and fatishe the poor 
Woman. | 

Fal. Come hither, Hoftelfs. 

Enter Mr, Gower, 

Ch. Fuft. Now, Mafter Gower, what News? 

Gower. The King, my Lord, and Henry Prince of Wales 
are near at Hand: The reft the Paper tells, 

Fal. As t am a Gentleman——— 

Hoff. Nay, you faid fo before. 

Fal. As I am a Gentleman, come, no more words of it, 

Hoff. By this heavenly Ground I tread on, I mutt be 
fain to pawn both my Plate, and the Tapeftry of my Di- 
ning Chambers. 

Fal. Glaffes, Glaffes, is the only drinking ; and for thy 
Walls a pretty flight Drollery, or the Story of the Prodigal, 
or the German hunting in Water-work, 1s worth a thoufand 
of thefe Bed-hangings, and thefe Fly-bitten Tapeftries, Let 
it be ten Pound, if thou canft. Come, if it were not for 
thy Humours, there is not a better Wench in England. Go, 
wath thy Face, and draw thy Aion: Come, thou muft 
not be in this humour with me, come, I know thou walt 
fet on to this. | 3 

Hoff. Prethee, Sir Fob, let it be but twenty Nobles, I 
am loth to pawn my Plate, in good earneft la. 

Fal, Let it alone, P’ll make other fhift; you'll bea Fool 
ftill. 

Hoff. Well, you fhall have it, although I pawn my 
Gown. I hope you'll come to Supper: You'll pay me all 
together 2 

‘Fal, Will L live? Go with her, with her; Hook on, 
hook on. 

oft. Will you have Doll Tear-/beet meet you at Sup- 


Ful, 
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Fal. No more words. Let’s have her. 

Ch. Fuft. 1 have heard bitter News. 

Fal, What’s the News, my good Lord? 

Ch. Fuft. Where lay the King laft Night? 

Gower. At Bajing-fioke, my Lord. 

Fal. I hope, my Lord, all’s well. What is the News, 
my Lord 2 

Ch. ‘Fuft. Come all his Forces back ? 

Gower. No; fifteen hundred Foot, and five hundred Horfe, 
are march’'d up to my Lord of Lancaffer, againlt Northum- 
berland and the Arch-Bifhop. 

Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my noble Lord2 

Ch. Fuft. You fhall have Letters of me prefently. 

Come, go along with me, good Mr. Gower. 

Fal. my Lord. 

Ch. ‘Fuft. What’s the matter 2 

Fal. Matter Gower, I fhall entreat you with me to din- 
ner. 

Gower. I muft wait upon my good Lord here, 

I thank you, good Sir Fohz, 

Ch. Fuft. Sic Fohn, you loiter here too long, being you 
are to take Soldiers up in Countreys as you go. 

Fal, Will you Sup with me, Mafter Gower ? 

Ch. ‘Fujt. What foolifh Mafter tanght you thefe manners, 
Sir ‘Fohn ? 

Fal. Mafter Gower, if they become me not, he was 
Fool that taught them me. This isthe right Fencing grace 
my Lord, tap for tap, and fo part fair. : 

Ch, ‘Fuji. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great 
Fool. | Exeunt. 


ES Sab cee see ee 
Exter Prince Henry. awd Poins, 


P. Henry. Truft me, I am exceeding weary. 

Poins. {s it come to that? I had thought wearinefs durft 
not have attach’d one of fo high Blood. 

P. Henry. It doth me, though it difcolours the Complexi- 
on of my Greatnefs to acknowledge it, Doth it not thew 
vilely in me, to defire {mall Beer? 

Poiss. 
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1228 The Second Part 
Poins. Why, a Prince fhould not be fo loofly ftudied, as 


to remember fo weak a Compofition. | 

P. Henry. Belike then, my Appetite was not Princely 
got; for, in troth, I do now remember the poor Creature, 
{mall Beer. But indeed thefe humble confiderations make 
me out of love with my Greatnefs, What a difgrace is it 
to me, to remember thy Name? or to know thy Face to 
morrow? or to take notice how many pair of Silk Stockings 
thou haft? (wiz. thefe, and thofe that were the peach-co- 
lour’d ones;) or to bear the Inventory of thy Shirts; as one 
for fuperfluity, and one other for ufe; but that the Tennis- 
Court Keeper knows better than I, for it is a low ebb of 
Linnen with thee; when thou keepeft not Racket there, as 
thou haft not done a great while, becaufe the reft of thy 
Low Countreys have made a Shift to eat up thy Holland. 

Poins. Hew ill it follows, after you have labour'd fo 
hard, you fhould talk foidlely?. Tell me how many good 
young Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying fo fick, as 

ours 182 

P. Henry. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins2 

Poins. Yes; and let it be an excellent good thing, 

P. Henry. \t fhall lerve among Wits of no higher breed- 
ing than thine. 

‘Poins.. Go to; I ftand the pufh of your one thing, that 

ou’l] rel. 

P. Henry. Why, I tell thee, it is not meet that I fhould 
be fad now my Father is fick; albeit I could tell tothee, as 
to one it pleafesme, for faule of a better, to call my Friend, 
I could be fad, and fad indeed too. 

Poins. Very hardly upon fuch a Subyed. 

P. Henry. Thou think’{t me as far in the Devil’s Book, as 
thou and Falffaff, for obduracy and perfiftency. Let the 
end try the Man. But I tell thee, my Heart bleeds in- 
wardly, that my Father is fick; and keeping fuch vile Com- 
pany as thou art, hath in Reafon taken from me, all often- 
tation of forrow. 

Poins. The Reafon. 

P. Henry. What would’ft thou think of me, if I fhould 
weep? . 
 Poins. I would think thee a moft Princely Hypocrite. 

c Boma 


of King Henry IV. 1229 


P, Henry. It would be every Man’s thought; and thou 
art a blefled Fellow, to think as every Man thinks; never a 
Man’s thought in the World keeps the Road-way better 
than thine; every Man would think me an Hypocrite in- 
deed. And what excites your moft worfhipful thought to 
think fo ? 

Poins. Why, becaufe you have been fo, lewd, and fo much 
ingraffed to Falftaff. 

P. Henry. And to thee. 

Poins. Nay, I am well fpoken of, I can hear it with mine 
own Ears ; the worft that they can fay of me is, that I am 
a fecond Brother, and that I am a proper Fellow of my 
Hands; and thofe two things I confefs [ cannot help. Look, 
look, here comes Bardolph. 

P. Henry. And the Boy that I gave Falftaf; he had him 
from me Chriftian, and fee if the fat Villain have not 
transform’d him Ape. 

Enter Bardolph, and Page. 

Bard. Save your Grace. 

P, Henry. And yours, molt noble Bardolph. 

Poins, Come, you pernicious Afs, you bafhful Fool, 
muft you be blufhing? wherefore blufh you now? what’a 
Maidenly Man at Arms are you become ? Is it fuch a mat- 
ter to get a Pottle-pots Maiden-head ¢ 

Page. He call’d me even now, my Lord, through a red 
Lattice, and I could difcern no part of his Face from the 
Window; at laft I fpy’d his Eyes, and methought he had 
made two Holes in the Ale-wives new Petticoat, and peeped 
through. 

P. Henry. Hath not the Boy profited? 

Bard. Away, you whorfon upright Rabbet, away. 

Page. Away you rafcally Alzhea’s Dream, away. 

P. Henry. Inttru& us, Boy, what Dream, Boy? 

Page. Matry, my Lord, Althea dream'd fhe was deli- 
ver’d of a Firebrand, and therefore I call him her dream. 

P. Henry, A Crowns-worth of good Interpretation; there 
it is, Boy, 

Poins. @ that this good Bloffom could be kept from Cank- 
ers: Well, there is Six-pence to preferve thee. 

Bard. If you do not make him be hang’d ameng you, 


the Gallows fhall be wrong’d. 
P. Henry. 
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1230 The Second Part 


P. Henry. And how doth thy Matter, Bardolph ? 

Bard. Well, my good Lord; he heard of your Graceg 
coming to Town. ‘There’sa Letter for you. | 

P. Henry. Deliver’d with good refpe&; and how doth the 
MMdiartlemas, your Matter 2 

Bard. In bodily health, Sir. 

Poins. Marry, the immortal part needs a Phyfician; - byt 
that moves not him; though that be fick, it dies nor, 

P, Henry, 1 do allow this Wen to be as familiar with me 
as my Dog. And he holds his place, for look you how he 
writes. : 

Poins reads. fobn Falftaff, Knight Every Man muft 
know that, as oft as he hath occafion to Name himflf: 
Even like thofe that are Kin to the King, for they never prick 
their Finger, but they fay there is fome of the King’s blood 
{pilt. How comes that? fays he that takes upon him not 
to conceive: The Anfwer is as ready as a borrowed Cap; I 
am the King’s poor Coufin, Sir. 

P. Henry. Nay, they willbe Kin tous, but they will fetch 
it from ‘Fapher. But to the Letter: Sir John Falltaff, 
Knight, to the Son of the King, neareft his Father, Harry Prince 
of Wales, Lreeting. 

Poins. Why this is a Certificate. 

P, flenry. Peace. 

4 will imitate the honeurable Romans ix brevity. 

Poins. Sure he means brevity in breath;  fhort-winded. 
1 commend me. to thee, I commend thee, and I leave thee. Be 
not too familiar with Poins, for he mifufes thy Favours fo 
much, that he fivears thou art to marry his Sifter Nell. Re- 

pent at tale times as thou mayft, and fo farewel. . Thine, by 
yea ana no: Which is as much as to fay, as thou ufeft him 
Jack Falftaff wth my Familiars: John with my Brothers and 
Sifters: And Sir John with all Europe. 

My Lord, I will fteep this Letter in Sack, and make him 
eat it, 

P. Henry. That’s to make! him eat twenty of his Words. 
But do you ufe me thus, Ned? Muft I marry your Si- 
fter 2 

Poixs. May the Wench have no worfe Fortune, But I 
never faid: fo. 
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P. Henry. Well, thus we play the Fool with the time, 
and the Spirits of the Wife fit in the Clouds, and mock us: 
Is your Mafter here in London? 

Bard. Yes, my Lord. 

P, Henry. Where fups he? Doth the old Boor feed in the 
old Franke 

Bara. At the old place, my Lord, in Eaft-cheap. 

P. Henry, What Company 2 

Page. Ephefians, my Lord, of the old Church. 

P. fdenry. Supany Women with him2 

Page. None, my Lord, but old Miftrefs Quickly, and 
Mrs. Dol Tear- fheet. 

P. Henry. What Pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinfwoman of 
my Mafter’s. 

P. Henry. Even {uch Kin, as the Parifh Heyfars are to 
the Town-Bull. 

Shall we fteal upon them, Med, at Supper 2 

Poins. | am your Shadow, my Lord, I’ll follow you. 

P. Henry. Sirrah, you. Boy, and Bardolph, no word to 
your Matter that I am yet in Town. 

There’s for your Silence. 

Bard. I have no Tongue, Sir. 

Page. And for mine, Sir, I will govern it, 

P. Henry, Fare ye well: Go. 

This Dol Tear-/heet fhould be fome Road. 

Poins. | warrant you, as common as the way between St. 
Albans and London. 

P. Henry. How might we fee Falftaff beftow himfelf to 
Night in his true Colours, and not our felves be feen2 

Poins. Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and wait 
upon him at his Table, like Drawers, 

P. Henry. Froma God to a Bull? A heavy declenfion: 
It was fove’s Cafe. From a Prince to a Prentice, a low 
transformation, that fhall be mine: For in every thing, the 
Purpofe muft weigh with theFolly. Follow me, Ned. 

| Exveunt. 
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Enter Northumberland, Lady Northumberland and Lady 
Percy. 


North. 1 prethee, loving Wife, and gentle Daughter, 
Give an even way unto my rough Affairs, 

Put not you on the Vifage of the Times, 
And be like them to Percy, troublefome. 

L. North. 1 have given over, I will {peak no more; 
Do what you will: Your Wifdom be your Guide. 

North. Alas, fweet Wife, my Honour is at Pawn, 
And but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

L. Percy. Oh yet, for Heav'n’s fake, go not to thefe Wars, 
The time was, Father, when you broke your word, | 
When you were more endear’d to it, than now, 
When your own Percy, when my Heart-dear Harry, 
Threw many a Northward look, to fee his Father 
Bring up his Powers: But he did long in vain. 

Who then perfuaded you to ftay at home? 

There were two Honours loft; yours and your Son’ss 
For yours, may heav’nly Glory brighten it: 

For his, it ftuck upon him, as the Sun 

In the grey Wault of Heav’n: And by his Light 
Did all the Chevalry of Exglazd move 

To do brave A@ts. He was, indeed, the Glafs 
Wherein the noble Youth did drefs themfelves. 

He had no Legs, that practis’d not his Gate: 

And fpeaking thick, which Nature made his blemith, 
Became} the Accents of the Valiant, 

For thofe that could fpeak low, and tardily, 

Would turn their own Perfection to Abufe, 

To feem like him. So that in Speech, and Gate, 

In Diet, in Affections of delight, : 
In Military Rules, Humors of Blood, 

He was the Mark, and Glafs, Copy, and Book, 

That fafhion’d others. And him, O wondrous him! 
O Miracle of Men! Him did you leave ae 
Second to none, un-feconded by you, 


we 
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To look upon the hideous God of War, 
In difadvantage, to abide the Field, 
Where nothing but the found of Hor- pars Name 
Did feem defenfible: So you left him. 
Never, O never do his Ghoft the wrong, 
To hold your Honour more precife and nice 
With others, than with him. Let them alone: 
The Marthal and the Archbifhop are ftrong. 
Had my {weet Harry had but half their Number, 
To day might I (hanging on Hot-/pur’s Neck) 
Have talk’d of AMonmouth’s Grave. 
North, Befhrew your Heart, 
Fair Daughter, you do draw my Spirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient Over-fights. 
But I muft go, and meet with danger there; 
Or it will feek me in another place, 
And find me worfe provided. 
L. North. O fly to Scotland, 
*Till that the Nobles, and the armed Commons, 
Fave of their Puiffance made a little tafte. 
L. Percy. If they get Ground, and ‘vantage of the King, 
Then join you with them, like a Ribof Stecl, 
To make Strength {tronger. But, for all our loves; 
Firft let them try themfelves.. So did your Son, 
He was fo fuffer’d; fo came I 1 Widow: 
And never fhall have length of Life enough, 
To rain upon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 
That it may grow and fprout, as high as Heaven, 
For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 
WVorth. Come, come, go in with me: ’tis with my Mind 
As with the Tyde, {well’d up unto his height, 
That makes a ftill-ftand, running neither way. 
Fain would I go to meet the Archbifhop, 
But many a thoufand Reafons hold me back: 
I will refolye for Scotland: there am IL, 


Till Time and Vantage crave my Company. | Exeunt 
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SCENE IV. 
Enter two Drawers. 


it Dray. What haft thou brought there ¢ Apple-Fohus? 
Thou know’ft Sir Zohn cannot endure an Apple-‘fobn, 

2 Draw. Thou fay’ft true; the Prince once feta Dith of 
Apple- Johns before him, and told him there were five more 
Sir Yobns; and, putting off his Hat, faid, I will now take 
my leave of thefe fix dry, round, old wither’d Knights, 
Icanger’d him to the Heart; but he hath forgot that. 

1 Draw. Why then cover, and fet them'down ; and fee if 
thou canft find out Sveak’s Noife; Mittrefs Tear-/beer would 
fain have fome Mutfick. } 

2 Draw. Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Mafter Poins 
anon; and they will put on two of our Jerkins and Aprons 
and Sir ohn muft not know of it. Bardolph hath brought 
word. 

t Draw. Then here will be old Uris: it will be an ex- 
cellent Stratagem. 

2 Draw. Vil feeif 1 can find out Sneak, | Exeunt. 

Exter Hofte{s and Dol. 

Hoft. Sweet heart, methinks now you are in an excellent 
good temperality; your Pulfidge beats as extraordinarily 4s 
Heart would defire; and your Colour, I warrant you, Is as 
red as any Rofe: But you have drank too much Canary, and. 
that’s amarvellous fearching Wine; and it perfumes the Blood 
eer we can fay what’s this. How do you now? 

Dol. Better than I was: Hem. 

Hoff. Why, that was well faid: A good Heart's worth 
Gold. Look, here comes Sir ‘ohn. 

Enter Falltaff. 

Fal- When Arthur fir/t iz Court,--- empty the fordan--=- and 

was a worthy King: Hownow, Miftrels Dol? 
- Hoff. Sick of a Calm: yea, good-footh. 

Fak. So is her SeGt, if they be once. in a Calm they are 
fick. 

Dol. You muddy Rafcal, is that all the comfort you 
give me ? 

Fal. You make fyt Rafcals, Miftrefs Dol, E 

ol, 
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Dol, I make them! Gluttony and Difeafés make them, I 
make them not, 

Fal. If the Cook make the Gluttony, you help to make 
the Difeaf fes, Dol; wec atch of you, Do i, we catch of you: 
Grant that, my poor Virt ie grant thar. 

Dol, Ay marry, our C ns, a nd our Jewels, 

Fal, Your Brooches, Pes iris, and Recast For to ferve 
bravely, is to come haltiies off you know; to come off jthe 
Breach with his Pike bent | ravely, and to Surgery bravely ; 
to venture upon the charg’d Chambers bravely =-- 

Hoff, Why, this is the old fathion ; ; you two never meet 
but you fall to fomedifcord: you are both, in good troth, 
as Rheumatick as two dry T oafts, you cannot one bear with 
anothers Confirmities. What the good-year? One muift bear, 
and that muft be you: you are the weaker Veffel, os they 
fay, the emptier Veflel [ Zo Dol. 

Dol. Can a weak empty Veflel bear fuch a huge full Hogs- 
head 2 there’s a whole Merchants Venture of Bourdeanx {tuft 
in him; you have not feen a Hulk better ftuft in the Hold. 
Come; Ill be Friends with thee, Fack: Thou art going to 
the Wars, and whetherI fhall ever fee thee again or no, there 
is no body cares. 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw. Sir, Ancient Piffol is below, and would fpeak with 

you. 


hithen; it is the foul-mouth’dft Rogue in En via d, 


Hoft. If he Eaaaee let him not come here: I muft live 
amongft my Neighbours, Vil no Swage 7 


q 


good Name and Fame with the very Beft: Shut the Door, 
there comes no $: wageerers here: I have not liv’d all this 
while to have Ay ing now : Shut the Door, I pray you. 

Fal. Do ft thou hear, Hoftefs ——. 

Hoft. ’Pray you paci fie your felf, Sir Heb, there comes 
no Swaggerers, here. 

Fal, Do'ft thou hear ———— it is mine Ancient. 

Hoft. Tilly-fally, Sir Fobn, never tell me, your ancient 
Swaggerer comes not in my Doors. I was before Mafter 
Tifick the Deputy the other day; and ashe faidto me --- it was 
no longer ago than Wedne/day laft; Neighbour Oxsckly, {ays 
he; Mafter Domb our Minifter was by then: Ne sibrhes ir 

5-3 Oxnickly, 
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1236 The Second Part 
Onickly, fayshe, receive thofe that are Civil; for, faith he, 


you are in anill Name: Now he faid fo, I can tell whereup. 
on; for, fays he, you are an honeft Woman, and well thought 
on, therefore take heed what Guefts you receive: Receive, 
fayshe, no fwaggering Companions. ‘There come none here, 
You would blefs you to hear what he faid. No, I'llno 
Swargerers. 

Fal. He’s no Swageerer, Hoftefs; a tame Cheater, he; 
you may ftroak him as gently as a Puppey-Greyhound ; he 
will not fwagger with a Barbary Hen, if her Feathers tum 
back in any thew of refiftance. Call him up, Drawer. 

Hoff. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honeft Man 
ny Houfe, nor no Cheater; but I do not love fwaggering ; 
I am the worfe when one fays fwagger: Feel, Matters, 
how I fhake; look you, I warrant you. 

Dal. So you do, Hoftefs. 

Hoff. Do I? yea, in very Truth do I, if it were an Al 
pen Leaf: I cannot abide Swaggerers. 

Enter Piftol, Bardelph and Page. 

Piff. *Save you, Sir Fob, 

Fal. Welcome, ancient Piffol. Here, Piffol, I charge 
you with a Cup of Sack: Do you difcharge upon mine 
Hoftefs. 

Pift. I will difcharge upon her, Sir ‘fob, with two 
Bullets. | 

Fal. She is Piftol proof, Sir, you fhall hardly offend 
her. 

Hoff. Come, Vl drink no Proofs, nor no Bullets: I 
will drink no more than will do me good for nd Man’s plea 
f{ure, I. 

Piff. Then to you, Miftrefs Dorothy, I will charge 

you. 
Dol. Charge me! I fcorn you, fcurvy Companion! Whiat¢ 
You poor, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lack-Linnen-Mate ; 4 
way, you mouldy Rogue, away, I am Meat for your 
Matter. 

Piff. 1 know you, Miftrefs Dorothy. 

Del. Away, you cut-purfe Rafcal, you filthy Bung a- 
way : By this Wine, I'll thruft my Knife in your moul- 
dy Chaps if you play the fawcy Cuttle with me. Away 
you Bottle-ale Rafcal, you Basket-hilt itale Jugler you. ti 

wher, 


Set 6A Re ~~, De OSH & > 


of King Henry IV. 1237 


when, I pray you, Sir? what, with two Points on your 
ulder 2. much. 

Pift. 1 will murther your Ruff for this. 

Hoff. No, good Captain Piffol : Not here, {weet 
Captain. | 

Dol, Captain! thou abominable damn’d Cheater, art thou 
not afham’d to be call’d Captain ? If Captains were of my 
mind they would truncheon you out, for taking their Names 
upon you, before you have earn’d them. You a Captain ! 
you flay! for what 2 for tearing a poor Whore’s Ruff in a 
Bawdy Houfe? He a Captain! hang him, Rogue, he lives 
upon mouldy ftew’d Prunes and dry’d Cakes. A Captain! 
Thefe Villains will make the word Captain odious: Therc- 
fore Captains had need look to:it. 

Bard. Pray thee go down, good Ancient. 

Fal, Hark thee hither, Miftrefs Dol. 

Pift. NotI: I tell thee what, Corporal Bardolph, I co uld 
tear her: I’ll be reveng’d on her. 

Page. Pray thee go down. 

Piff. Vil fee her damn’d firft: To Plato’s damned Lake, to 
the Infernal Deep, where Erebus and Tortures vile alfo, 
Hold Hook and Line, fay 1: Down! Down Dog, down 
Fates : Have we not Hiren here 2 

Hoft. Good Captain Peefel be quiet, it 1s very late $ I be- 
feek you now, aggravate your Choler, 

G 


Piff. Thefe be good Humours indeed. Shall Pack. Horfes, 
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and hollow pamper’d Jades of fa, which cinnot go 
thirty Miles a day, compare with Ce/ar, and with Cannibal, 
and Trojan Greeks 3 Nay, rather damn them with King 
Cerberus, and let the Welkin roar: Shail we fall foul for 
Toys 2 

Hoff. By my troth, Captain, thefe are very bitter 
Words. 

Bard. Be gone, good Ancient : This will grow to a Brawl 
anon. 

Piff, Die Men, like Dogs; give Crowns like Pins: Have 
we not Hirez hire 2 

Hoff. On my word, Captain, there's none fuch here. 
What the good-year do you think I would deny her? I 
pray be quiet, 


, 


JU 


cz 


S S P iff. 


i 





CT @- > 0 0S CS 0 SP CSP 6 -e OB S 


Si-O or eo 


Ahn 24 See eK 


eer 1 et eet Set 6c Oe OM 6 Ae et ee se tee eee 1 


er 


— O. - oe ements 


Te 


tne - ne 


—- 


= -t 


= 


’ 


- 


~~ 


—_ 


1238 The Second Part ~ 
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Pift. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipolis; come, give 
me fome Sack. Si fortune me tormente, [perato me contento, 
Fear we broad-fides? No, let the Fiend give Fire: Give me 
fome Sack: And Sweet-heart, lye thou there: Come we to 
full Points here; and are c cetera’s nothing 2 

fal. Piftol, 1 would be quiet. 

Pifit, Sweet Knight, kifs thy Neaffe : What! we have feen 
the feven Stars, 

Dol. Thruft him down Stairs, I cannot endure fuch a Fu- 
{tian Rafcal. 

Pift. Thruft him down Stairs 2 know we not Galloway 
Nags? 

Fal. Quoit hi 
ling: Nay, if he 
nething here. 

Bard. Come, get you down Stairs, 

Pift, What fhall we have Incifion ? fhall we embrew? 
then Death rock me afleep, abridge my doleful Days: Why 
then let grievous, ghaftly, gaping Wounds, untwine the Sifters 
three: Come, Atropos, I fay. | Drawing his Sword. 

Floft.. Here’s good ftuff toward. 

fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

Dol. I prethee, Fack, I prethee do not draw. 

Fal. Get you down Stairs, { Drawing, and driving Piftol ont. 

fioft. Here’s a goodly Tumult; Pl forfwear keeping 
Houfe, before I'll be in thefe tirrits and frights, So; Mur 
ther, I warrant now, Alas, putiup your naked Weapons, put 
up your naked Weapons. 

Dol. I prethee, Fack, be quict, the Rafcal is gone: Ah 
you whorfon, little valiant Villain, you. | 

Hoff. Are you not hurt i’ch’ Groin 2 Methought’ he 
made a fhrewd thruft at your Belly. 

Fal, Have you turn’d him out of Doors? 

Bard, Yes, Sir, the Rafcal’s drunk: You have hurt him, 
Sir, in the ‘Shoulder, 

Fal. A Rafcal to brave me! 

Dol. Ah, you fweet little Rogue you: Alas, poor Ape, 
how thou fweat’ft? come, let me wipe thy Face----Come on, 
you whorfon Chops-.-Ah Rogue, I love thee---Thou art as 
valorous as Heclor of Troy, worth fifty of Agamemnon; and 
ten times better than the nine Worthies: Ah Villain. 
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m down, Bardolph, like a fhove-groat hhil- 
re do nothing but {peak nothing, he hall be. 





Fal. 
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Page . The Mufick C 
Fal. Let them play; play, Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Dol, Bitiit!) 
A Rafc: al, bragell 1p Slave: Lhe Ro: puc fled from mie like Ms 
Saick-LGlve rT, i 
Dol. And thou tollowia # him like a Church: Thou. ROK: if 
fon little tydie Bartholomew Boor-pig, when wilt thou k leave AM 
fighting On Days My 2 ind fe ny nin iS on Nights, and begint ) pate | | | 
up thine old Body for Heaven 2 ua 
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Dol. Why doth the Prince love him fo then? tn \ 
Fal. Becaufe their Legs are both of a bignefs: And h. iat ae] 


plays at Qaoits well, and eats Conger and F ‘fennel, and @rinks 
off Candles ends for Flap-dragons, and rides the wild Mare 
with the Bc ys, anc 1 jumps upon joint Stools, and twears wit 
a good Teac and wears his Boot very {mooth, | 

Sign of t he Le , and br ce eds | 
Stories ; and fuch other Gamb 
a weak Mind and an able Body, for the whic 

admits him : For the Prince himfelf is fuch another: The at 
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?. Henry, Would not this Nave of a Wheel have his Ears aay, 

cut ee fy 
Poins. Let us beat him before his W hore. i a 

. Henry. I Look, if he witherd Elder hath not his Poli MAW) ik i, 
claw’d like a ‘Parrot. nt vii | 
Poin. Is it not ftrange that Defire fheuld fo many years am 
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1240 The Second Part 


Fal, Kifs me, Dol. 

P. Henry. Saturn and Venus this year in Conjun@ion | 
W hat fays the Almanack to that 2 

Poins. And look, whether the fiery Trigon his Man benot 
lifping to his Mafter’s old Tables, his Note-Book, his Coun- 
fel-keeper 2 

Fal. Vhou doft give me flatt’ring Buffes. 

Dol. Nay, truly, I kifs thee with a moft conftant Heart, 


7 T 7 ¥ 7 


Fal, 1 am old, I am old. 

Dol. I love thee better than I love e’er a {curvy young 
Boy of them all. 

Fal. What Stuff wilt thou have a Kirtle of 2 I thall re- 
ceive Mony on Tharfday: Thou fhalt have a Cap to mor- 
row. A merry Song, come: It grows late, we will to Bed. 
Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. 

Dol. ‘Thou wilt fet me a weeping if thou fay’ft fo: Prove 
that ever I drefs my felf handfom ’till thy, return---Well, 
hearken the end. 

Fal. Some Sack, Francis. 

P. Henry, Poins. Anon, anon, Sir. 

Fal. Ha! a Baftard Son of the King’s! And art not thou 
Poins his Brother 2 

P. Henry. Why, thou Globe of finful Continents, what a 
Life doft thou lead 2 

Fal, A better than thou: I ama Gentleman, thou art a 
Drawer. 

P. Henry. Very true, Sir: And I come to draw you out 
by the Ears. 

Hot. Oh, the Lord preferve thy good Grace: Wel- 
comcto Leudon. Now Heaven blefs that {weet Face of thine: 
What, are you come from Wales 2 

Fal. Thou whorfon, mad compound of Majefty, by this 
light Flefh and corrupt Blood thou art welcome. 

| Leaning his Hand upon Dol. 

Dol. How! you fat Fool, I fcorn you. 

Poms. My Lord, he willdrive you out of your revenge, 
and turn all to merriment, if you take not the heat. 

P. Hexry. You whorfon Candle-myne you, how vilely did 
you {peak of me even now, before this honeft, vertuous, ci- 
vil Gentlewoman 2 7 

Hofi. “Blefling on your good Heart, and fo the is by my 
rEOr he Fal, 


of King He snry LV. 1241 


Fal. Didiftthou hear me? 

P, Henry, Yes; and you knew me, as youdid when you 
ran away by Gads-hill; you knew I was at your back, and 
{poke it on ‘pu rpofe, to try my patience. 

Fal. No, no, no; not fo: I did not think thou waft 
within hearing. 

P. Henry. I fhalldrive youthen to confefsthe wilful abufe, 
and then | KNOW h IW to handle you, 

Fal. No abufe, flal, on my Honour, no abufe, 

P. Tenry. Not to difpraife me, and call me Pantler, and 
Bread-chopper, and I know not what2 

Fal. No abufe, Hal. 

Poins. No abufe! 

Fal. No ae Ned, in the World; honeft Ned, none, 
I difprais’d him t sefore the Wicked, that the Wick ed might 
not fall in love with him: In which doing, I have done the 
part of a careful Friend, and true Subjeét, and thy Father 
is to give me thanks for it. No abufe, Hal, none, Ned, 
none; no Boys, none. 

P, Henry. See now whether pure Fear, and entire Cow- 
ardife, doth not make thee wrong ets virtuous Gentlewo- 
man, to clofe with us? Is fhe of the Wicked2 Is thine 
Hoftefs here of the Wicked? Or is the Boy of the Wick- 
ed? Or honeft Bardolph, whofe zeal burns inhisnofe, of the 
Wicked2 

Poins. Anfwer, thou dead Elm, anfwer. 

Fal. The Fiend hath Prickt down Bardelph irrecoverable, 
and his face is Lucifer’s Sead WSU where he doth no- 
thing but roaft Mault-Worms: for the B Boy, there is a good 
Angel about him, but the Devil out-bids him too, 

P. Henry. For the Women? 

Fal. For one of them, fhe is in Hell already, and burns 
poor Souls: for the other, I owe her Money ; “and whether 
fhe be damn’d for that, I know not, 

foft. No, I warrant you, 

es No, I think thou art not: I think thou art quit 
for that. Marry, there is another tadidtmnem upon thee, 
for fuffering flcfh to be eaten in thy houfe, contrary to the 
Law, for oo which [ think thou wilt how: 


Hoff, All Victuallers de fo; What is a Joynt of Mutton 
Or two ina Seale Lent ? 
P, Henry, You, Gentlewoman, Dol, 
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{242 The Second Part 


Dol. What fays your Grace? 

Fal. His Grace fays that, which his fleth rebels againft, 

Hoft. Who knocks fo loud at the door? Look to the door 
there, Francis? 

Exter Peto. 

P. Henry.;,Peto, how now? what News 2 

Peto. ‘The King, your Father, is at Weftminfter, 
And there are twenty week and wearied Pofts, 
Come from the North; and as I came along, 
I'met, and over-took a dozen Captains, 
Bare-headed, fweating, knocking at the Taverns, 
And asking every one for Sir obu Falftaff 

P. Henry. By Heaven, Poins, I feel me much to blame, 
So idly to prophane the precious time: | 
When Tempeft of Commotion, like the South 
Born with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 

And drop upon our bare unarmed Heads. 
Give me my Sword, and Cloak: 
Falftaff, good night. [ Rxit. 

Fal. Now comes in the {weeteft Morfelof the night, and 
we muft hence, and leave it unpickt. Moré knocking at the 
door? How now? what’s the matter2 

Bard. You muft away to the Court, Sir, prefently, 

A dozen Captains {tay at the door for you. 

Fal. Pay the Muficians, Sirrah: farewel Hoftefs, farewel 
Dol. You fee, my good Wenches, how men of Merit are 
fought after; the Undeferver may fleep, when the man of 
Adtion is call’d on. Farewel, good Wenches; if I be not 
fent away poft, Iwill fee you again, e’re I go. 

Dol. I cannot {peak; if my heart be not ready to burft-- 
Well, {weet ‘fack, havea care of thy felf. | 

Fal, Farewel, farewel. [ Exit, 

Hoft. Well, fare thee well: I have known thee thefe 
twenty nine years, come Pefcod-time; but an honefter, and 
truer-hearted Man. Well, fare thee well. . 

Bard. Mittrefs Tear-/fheet. 

Hoff. What’s the matter 2 

Bard. Bid Miftrefs Tear-/beet come to my Mafter. 

Foft. O run, Dol, run; run, good Dol, 

[ Exeunte 
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Enter King Henry with a Page. 


K, Henry. 7 \ O, call the Earls of Surrey, and Warwick: 
Bute’er they come, bid them o’er-read thefe 
Letters, 
And well confider of them: make good fpeed. [ Exit Page. 
How many thoufands of my pooreft Subje&s 
Are at this hour afleep! O Sleep, O gentle Sleep, 
Nature’s foft Nurfe, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down, 
And fteep my Senfes in Forgetfulnefs? 
Why rather, Sleep, lyeft thou in fmoaky Cribs, 
Upon uneafie Pallads ftretching thee, 
And hufht with buzzing Night, fly’ft to thy flumber, 
Than in the perfum'd Chambers of the Great, 
Under the Canepies of coftly State, 
And lull’d with founds of fweetett Melody 2 
O thou dull God, why ly’ft thou with the vile, 
In loathfom Beds, and leav’ft the Kingly Couch 
A. watch-cafe, or acommon Larum-Bell 2 
Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy Matt, 
Seal up the Ship-boy’s Eyes, and rock his Brains, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Sur 
And in the vifitation of the Winds, 
Who take the Ruffian Billows by the top, 
Curling their monftrous heads, and hanging them 
With deafning Clamours in the flip’ry Clouds, 
That with the hurley, Death it {elf awakes? 
Canit thou, © partial Sleep, give thy Repofe 
To the wet Sea-boy in an hour fo rude? 
And in the calmeft, and moft ftilleft: Night, 
With all appliances and means to boot, 
Deny it to a King? Then happy Low, lye down, 
Uneafie lyes the Head, that wears a Crown. 
Enter Warwick and Surrey. 
War. Many good-morrows to your Majefty. 
K. Henry. Is it good-morrow, Lords? 


War. *Tis one a Clock, and paft. 
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1244 The Second Part 


K, Henry. Why then good-morrow to you all, my Lords: 
Have vou read o’er the Letters that I feat yous 
War. We have, my Liege. 
K. Henry. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdom, 
How foul it is; what rank Difeafes grow, 
And with what danger, near the heart of it. 
War, It is butas a Body, yet diftemper’d, 
Which to the former ftrength may be reftor’d, 
With good Advice, and little Medicine; 
My Lord Northumberland will {oon be cool’d. 
K, Henry.Oh Heav’n, that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And fee the Revolution of the Times 
Make Mountains level, and the Continent, 
Weary of folid firmnefs, melt it felf 
Into the Sea; and other Times, to fee 
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neptuse’s Hips; how Chances mock 
And Changes fall the Cup of Alteration 
With divers Liquors. “Lis not ten years gone, 
Since Richard and Northumberland, great Friends, 
Did feaft together; and in two years after, 
Were they at Wars. It is but eight years fince, 
This Percy was the man neareft my Soul ; 
Who like a Brother, toil’d in my Affairs, 
And laid his Love and Life under my foot: 
Yea, for my fake, even tothe cyes of Richara 
Gave him defiance, But which of you was-by? 
You Coufin Nevil, as I may remember, [to Warwick, 
When Richard, with his Eye, brim-full of Tears, 
Then check’d and rated by Northumberland, 
Did fpeak thefe words, now prov’d a Prophecy. 
Northumberland, thou Ladder, by the which 
My Coufin Bullinbroke afcends my Throne: 
(Though then, Heaven knows, I had no fuch intent, 
But that neceffity fo bow’d the State, 
That L-and Greatnefs were compell’d to kifs) 
The time fhall come, thus did he follow ir, 
The time will come, that foul Sin gathering head 
Shall break into Corruption: So went on, 
Fore-telling this fame ‘Time's Condition, 
And the divifion of our Amity, : 
Wa S 
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of King Henry IV. 1248 


War. There isa Hiftory in all Mens Lives, 


Figuring the nature of the Times deceas’d ; 
The which obferv’d, a Man may prophefie, 
With a near aim, of the main Chance of things 
As yet not come to Life, which in their Seeds 
And weak beginnings lie entreafured. 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
And by the neceffary form of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect guefs, 
That great orthemberiand, then falfe to him, 
Would of that Seed grow toa greater falfenefs, 
Which fhould not finda Ground to root upon, 
Unlefs on you. 

K. Henry. Arethefe things then Neceflitiese 
Then let us meet them like Neceffities; 
And that fame word, even now cries out on us: 
They fay the Bifhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thoufand ftrong. 

War. It cannot be, my Lord: 
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Rumour doth double, like the Woice of Eccho, | | 
The number of the Feared. Pleafe it your Grace tie! 
To go to bed, upon my Life, my Lord, ma 


The Pow’rs that you already have fent forth, Bi we 
Shall bring this Prize in very eafily. ae ee 
To comfort you the more, I have receiy’d 
A certain inftance that Glendower is dead. 
Your Majefty hath been this Fort-night ill, 
And thefe unfeafon’d Hours perforce mutt add 
Unto your Sicknefs. 
K. Henry. I will take your Counfel: 
And were thefe inward Wars once out of Hand, 
We would, dear Lords, unto the Holy-Land. | Exennt: 
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Enter Shallow and Silence, with Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, 
Feeble, and Bull-calf. 


_ Shal, Come on, comeon, come on; give me your Hand, 
Sir, give me your Hand, Sir; an early ftirrer, by the Rood. 
Andhow doth my good Coufin Silence ? 

Sil, 
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1246 The Second Part 


Sil. Good Morrow, good Coufin Shallow. 

Shak And how doth my Coufin, your Bed-fellow? 
and your faireft Daughter, and mine, my God-Daughter 
Ellin ? 

Sil, Alas, a black Ouzel, Coufin Shallow. 

Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare fay my Coufin Wilkiane 
is become a good Scholar? He is at Oxford {till, is he note 

Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my Colt. 

Shal. He mutt then to the Inns of Court fhortly: I was 
once of Clement’s-lan; where, { think, they will talk of mad 
Shallow yet. 

Sil. You were call’d Lufty Shallow then, Coufin. 

Shal. 1 was call’d any thing, and I would have done any 
thing indeed too, androundly too.. There was I, and little 
Fohn Deit of Stafford hire, and black George Bare, and Francis 
Pickbone, and Will. Sguele a Cot-fal-man; you had not four 
{uch Swinge-bucklers in all the Inns of-Court again: AndI 
may fay to you, we knew where the Boua-Roba's were, and 
had the beft of them allat Commandment. Then was Fack 
Falftaff, now Sir Fohn, a Boy, anda Page to Thomas Mow- 
bray, Duke of Norfolk. 

Sil. This Sir Fohn, Coufin, that comes hither anon about 
Soldiers? 

Shal. The fame Sir Fobz, the very fame: I faw him 
break Schoggan’s Head at the Court-Gate, when he was a 
Crack, not thus high; and the very fame day did I fight 
with one Sampfon Stock-fifb, a Fruiterer, behind Grays-Inn. 
Oh the Mad Days that I have fpent? and to fee how many 
of mine Old Acquaintance are Dead? ‘ 

Sil. We hall all follow, Coufin. 

Shal. Certain, ’tis certain, very fure, very fure: Death 
is certain to all, all fhall Die. How a good Yoke of Bul- 
locks at Stamford Fair? 

Sil. Truly, Coufin, IT was not there. 

Shal. Death is certain. Is Old Double of your Town 
living yet? 

Sil. Dead, Sir. 

Shal. Dead! See, fee, he drew a good Bow: And 
Dead? He fhot a fine Shoot. ‘fohn of Gaznt loved him 
well, and betted much.Mony on his Head. Dead? He 

would have clape in the Clowt at Twelve Score, and ia 
ried 
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tied you a fore-hand Shaft at fourteen, and fourteen and 4 || Zi 
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aif, that 1t would have done a Man’s Heart £00d to fee, vit 
How a Score ot Ewes now ¢ . i" ! 
Sil, Thereafter as they be: a Score of good Ewes may el v 
be worth ten Pounds. iit i &. y . 
Shal. And is Old Double Dead? = 
Exter Bardolph and Page. og i 
Sil. Here come two of Sir John Falflaf’s Men, as I ) Bie 
think. i hil yo 
Shal. Good Morrow, Honeft Gentlemen. ae 
Bara. 1 beleect You, W hich is Juftice Shallow ? Hea . 4 
"hal ‘ {) L, : Yi i Pre wre x Ar : . Hts, 1 Mii | Eh 
Shal. I am Reker Shallow, Sir, a pool Efquire of this et vi 
County, one of the King’s Juftices of the Peace: ae 
’ . . it mii s 
What is your good Pleafure with me? Hi HM | ' 
nA ; . gy: — : . : tut f ‘ 
Bard. My Captain, Sir, Commends him to you: My 0) ae 
Captain, Sir fohn Falftaff; a tall Gentleman, and a moft | i me 
pallant Leader. iii 
Shal. He greets me well: Sir, I knew him a good Back» ie 
Sword Man. How doth the good Knight? May I ask, how Vevin \ 
my Lady his W it doth2 My ha} \ 
. ‘ . bis i hilt Se 
Bard. Sirs Pardon, a Soldier is better Accommodated, i ie " 
than with a Wife. ie 
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Shal, It is well faid, Sirs and it is well faid indeed, too: HT 


Better accommodated ---- It is good, yea indeed is it; good 2 ane 
Phrafes are furely and every where very commendable, Ac- aa 


fd 2D | hi 7 
| : 


\ 
%, 
¥ | 
+ 
X 
} 
ey 


commodated --- it comes of Accommodo; very good, a good 


& it ie Mh 
Phrafe. an * 
™ : anni =| & 
Bard. Pardon, Sir, I have heard the word. Phrafe. } i - 
call t2 By this | } meu 
you it¢ By this Day, I know not the Phrafe: But ane | 
I will maintain the word with my Sword, to bea Soldier- qa 4th i of 
like Word, and a Word of exceeding good Command, ie 


Accommodated, that is, when a Man is, as they fay, Ac- 


commodated; or, whena Man is, being whereby he thought Veh ia 
e s 2 % ah a We ot 
to be Accommodated, ‘which is an excellent thing. Tt i | 
Enter Falftaff, ah 
Ww 


Shal. It is very juft: Look, here comes good Sir Fobn. Pare A: 
Give mé your Hand, give me your Worthip’s good Hand: tii) RAMOAD 
Truft me, you look well, and bear your years very well. Pa AE A 
Welcome, good Sir Fohn. ‘ Holt Sd 

fal. Yam glad to fee you well, good Matter Rebers aera 
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248 The Second Part 
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Shal. No, Sir Fob, it is my Coufin Silence; in Com 
miffion with me. 

Fal. Good Matter Silesce, it well befits you fhould be 
of the Peace. 

Sil. Your good Worfhip is welcome. 

Fal. Fie, this is hot weather, Gentlemen, have you pro- 
vided me here half a dozen of fuficient Men2 

Shal. Marry have we, Sir: Will you fit2 

Fal. Let me fee them, I befeech you. 

Shal. Where’s the Roll? Where’s the Roll2 Where's 
the Roll? Let me fee, let me fee, lét me fee: So, ‘fo, fo, 
fo: Yea marry, Sir, to Ralph Afouldy: Letj them appearasI 
call: Let them do fo, let them do fo. Let me fee, Where 
is Afouldy? 

Moul. Here, if it pleaie you. 

Shal, What think you, Sir ‘John, a good limb’d Fellow: 
Young, Strong, and of good Friends, 

Fal. Is thy Name Adouldy ? 

Mowd, Yea, if it pleafe you. 

Fal. ’¥is the more time thou wert us’d. 

Shal, Ha, ha, has moft excellent. Things that are moul- 
dy, lack ufe: very fingular good. Well faid, Sir Fobn, 
very well faid. 

Fal, Prick him. 

Moxnl, I was prickt well enough before, if you could 
have let mee alone: Myold Dame will be undone now, 
for one to do her Husbandry, and her Drudgery; you 
need not to have prickt me, there are other Men fitter to go 
out than I, 

Fal. Goto: Peace Atouldy, you thall go Mould), it is 
time you were {pent. 

Moul. Spent? 

Shal. Peace, Fellow, Peace; ftand afide: Know you 
where you are? For the other, Sir Fohn, Let me fee: Simon 
Shadow. 

Fal, Ay marry, let me have him to fit under: He’s like to 
be a cold Soldier. oe | 

Shal. Where’s Shadow ? 

Shad. Here, Sir, 

Fal, Shadew, whofe Sonart thou? 

Shad. My Mother’s Son, Sir. 

a E Fal. 
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Fal, Thy Mother’s Son! like enough ; and thy Father’s 
Shadow : So the Son of the. Female is the Shadow of the 
Male: It is often fo indeed, but not of the Father’s Subftance: 

Shal, Do you like him, Sir ohn? 

Fal. Shadow will ferve for Summer, prick him; for we 
have a number of fhadows to fill up the MuftersBook, 

Shal, Thomas Wart. | 

Fal, Where’s he? 

Wart. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Is thy name Wart? 

Wart. Yea, Sir. 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged Wart: 

Shal, Shall I prick him down, 

Sir ‘Fohn? : 

Fal, It were fuperfluous ; for his Apparel is built tipof 
his Back, and the whole Frame ftands upon Pins: Prick him 
no more. 

Shal. Hay ha; ha, you can do it, Sir ; you can doit: I come 
mend you well. | 
Francis Feeble. 

Feeble. Here, Sir. 

Shal. What Trade art thou, Feeble? 

Feeble, A Woman’s Tailor, Sir, 

Shal. Shall I prick him, Sir? 

Fal, You may: 

But if he had been a Man’s Tailor he wotild have prick’d you: 
Wilt thou make as many holes in an Enemies Battel, as thou 
haft done in a Woman's Petticoat 2 

Feeble. I willdo my good will, Sir; you can have no more: 

Fal. Well faid, good Woman's Tailor; Well faid, couragi+ 
ous Feeble: Thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathful Dove, or 
moft magnanimous Moufe: Prick the Woman's Taylor wel), 
Malter Shallow, deep, Mafter Shallow. 

Feeble. I would Wart might have gone; Sir. 

Fal, Y would thou wert a Man’s Tailor, that thou 
might’ft mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot put 
him to be a private Soldier, that is the Leader of fo many 
thoufands. Let that fuflice, moft forcible Foeble. 

Feeble; It thall fuffice. 

Fal, 1 am round to thee; reverend Feeble. Who is the 
NEXt ? 

Vor, Ill: T Si!, 
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Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the Green. 


— 


al c EP 
Fal; Yea marry, let. us fee Buicalf. 
] 


alikely Fellow. Come prick me Balcalf, 
Bal. Ob, good my Lord Captain. 
Fal, What, doft thou roar before th’art prickt 2 

Bul. Oh, Sir, I am a difeafed Man. 

Fal, Wivat Difeafe haft thou? 

Bul. A whorfon cold, Sir; a Cough, Sir, which] caught 
with Ringing in the King’s Affairs, upon his Coronation 

Fal, Come, thou fhalt go to the Wars in a Gown: We 
will have away thy Cold, and I will take fuch order that thy 
Friends, fhall ring for thee. Is here all? 

Shal. There is two more called than your number, you 
muft have but four here, Sir, and fo, I pray you, go in with 
me to Dinner. | 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot 
tarry Dinner. Iam glad to fee you, in good troth, Matter 
Shallow. 

Shal. O, Sir Fobn, do you remember fince we lay all Night 
in the Wind-mill in Saint George's Fields ¢ 

Fal. No more of that, good Matter Shallow, no more of 
that. 

Shal, Ha! it was a merry Night. And is ‘Fane Night 
work ailve 

Fal. She lives, Mafter Shallow. 

Shal, She never could away with me. 

Fal. Never, never: She would always fay fhe could not 
abide Mafter Shallow. 

Shal. % could anger her to the Heart: She was then a 
Bona-roba. Doth the hold her own well? 

Fal. Old, old, Mafter Shallow. | 

Shal. Nay, the muft be old, fhe cannot chufe but be old; 
certain fhe’s old, and had Robin Night-work by old Night: 
work, before I came to Clement's Inn. 

Sil, That's fifty five years ago. ! 

Shal. Hah, Confin Silence, that thou hadft feen that, 
that this Knight and I have feen: Hah, Sir Foha, faidl 


Fal, We 
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Fal. We have heard the Chimes ; idnight; Mafter in 
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Shallow. am Ba 
Shal. That we have, that we have, in faith, Sir fohy; we He | . 
have: Our watch word was Hem-Boys. Come, let’s to din- |) ae 
her; come, let's to dinner: Oh the days that we have {een | 0) oe 
Come, come. " \- 


Bul. Good Malter Corporate Bardolph ftand my Friend, 
and here is four Harry ten Shillings in Frexch Crowns for 
j - “8 


- 5 . 7 s“e tek oe aad P Aa Lo ced L, a) ry? “e" 
you: in very truth, Sir, I had as lief be hang’d, Sir, as 
: 


20; and yet for mine own ir; I do not care, but ra- 
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ther becaufe I am unwilling, andy for mine own part, havea min 
defire to ftay with my Friends, elfe; Sir; I did not care for ee 
mine own Part fo much, il I / Ne 
. . ~~ we wh : Vi) ) 
Bard. Go too; ftand afide. i 

- . . ia? eo ie) 

Afoui, And good Matter Corporal Captain, for my old Wie ii ny 
J te B SPE® 2 se " t 7 wrxg : / Hi : 
$ fake . we mary, : riend: She hath no D ay to doan y | ) ou 

ting about her when i am gone, and ine 18 Old and cannot Dim? 
help her feif: You fhall ha ve forty : Sif. 4 
Bard. Go too; ftand afide. An’ Ny 
Feeble. [ caré nor, ; M . “4 T) lia i aa 8 rr a - . 'f au | 
‘> a wvkan Can aie Dut once; we owe a Wy a 


death ay) Lee ee oe ~ ga ee ee ‘ ; | 
geatn, | will sIUVOl Car 2a bafe Mind: it it be my deftiny, ai Mi } 
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0; 1f it be nor, fo. No Man is too good to ferve his Prince; Valet 
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and let it go which way it will, he that dics this year is quit Ab 
. : 


for the next. : . 
| A}, : : A Bad wih | 
Bara. Well faid, thou art a good Fellow. eh 


Feeble. Nay, I will bear no bafe Mind. Bh ae ri 
fal. Come, Sir, which Men fhall I have? Arana} 
| rt 

i 
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Shal, Four of which you pleafe. aie a. tt 

Bard. Sir, aword with you: I have three pound to free a iaeeta Hy 

Mouldy and Bulc alf. | | 

Fal. Gotoo: Well. 

4q " -P lL a NPS rc . Ht 

Shal. Come, Sir ‘Fohn, which four will you have? | i 

Fal. Do you chufe for mez mela HE 

° , o Sea = a } * ; . | Hy 

Shal. Marry then, Mouldy, Bulcalf, Feeble and Shadow. eat | 

A y , | a . i) . ‘| tk ] 

Fal. AMouldy and Bulcalf: For you, Mouldy, ftay at home i 

till youare paft Service: And for your part, Bulcalf, grow 

till you come unto it: I will none of you. 

7] Cc; = 8. Sh ; 

Shal, Sir Fohn, Sir Foha, do not your felf wrong, they 
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are your likelielt Men; and I would have you ferv’d witl a he 
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ei 12$2 The Second Part 
I bit Fal. Will you tell me, Matter Shallow, how to chufe 4 
Hh 3 Min2 Care I for the Limb, the Thewes, the Stature, Bulk 
iia | and big aflemblance of a Man? Give me the Spirit, Matter 
Bt a Shallow.  Where’s Wart? You fee what a ragged appearance 
ee it is: He fhall charge you and difcharge you with the mo- 
it tion of a Pewterer’s Hammer; come off and on, fwifter than 
he that gibbets on the Brewers Bucket. And this fame half- 
hae fac’d Fellow Shadow, give me this Man, he prefents no mark 
| Ph ah it to the Enemy, the fo-man may with as great aim level at 
Dit tek a the edge of a Pen-knife: And, for a Retreat, how fwiftly 
ee | will this Feeble, the Woman’s Tailor, run off. O give me 
the fpare Men, and fpare me'the great ones, Put me a Co 
lyver into Wart’s Hand, Bardolph. 

Bards Hold, Wart, Traverfe; thus, thus, thus. 

Fal. Come, manage me your Calyver: So, very well, go 
to, very good, exceeding good. O give me always a little, 
lean, old, chopt, bald Shor. Well faid, Wart, thou art a good 

Bed a, Scab: Hold, there’s'a Tefter for thee. 

pd Shal. He is not his Craft-mafter, he doth not do it right. 
I remember at AZile-Enxd-Green, when I lay at Clement's Ina, 
T was then Sir Dagenet in Arthur's Show, there was a little 
quiver Fellow, and he would manage you his Piece thus ; 
and he would about, and about, and come you in, and come 
you in: Rah, tah, tah, would he fay; Bownce, would he fay, 
and away again would he go, and again would he come: I 
fhall never fee fuch a Fellow. 

Fal. Thefe Fellows will do well, Mafter Shallow. , Fare- 
wel, Mafter Silence, I will not ufe many Words with you: 
Fare you well, Gentlemen both, I thank you, I muft a dozen 
miles to Night. Bardolph, give the Soldiers Coats. 

4 Shal. Sit Fohn, Heaven blefs you, and profper your Affairs, 
bie: and fend us Peace. As you return, vifit my Houfe. Let 

: our old Acquaintance be renewed: Peradventure I will with 

you to the Court. 
| Fal. I would you would, Mafter Shallow. 

a ele it Shal. Go to: I have {poke at 2 word. Fare you well. [ Exits 
ey Ae Fal. Fare you well, Gentlemen. On, Bardolph, lead 
i a the Men away. As I return I will fetch off thefe Jutti- 
Bestaiepueld 4 ces: I do fee the bottom of Juftice Shallow. How fub- 
BA it je weold Men are to this Viceof Lying? This fame ftarv’d 


Hit ae Juftice hath done nothing but prate fo me of the where 
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of his Youth, and the Feats he hath done about Turxzbal. 
ftreet, and every third word a Lie, duer paid to the hearer 
than the 7zrks Tribute, Ido remember him at Clement's Inn, 
like a Man made after Supper of a Cheefe-paring. When he was 
naked, he was, for all the World, like a forked Radith, witha 
Head fantaftically carv’d upon it with a Knife. He was fo for- 
lorn, that his Dimenfions, to any thick fight, were invifible, 
He was the very Genius of Famine; he came ever in the rear- 
ward of the fafhion: And now is this Vice’s Dagger become 
a Squire, and talks as familiarly of Fohz of Gaunt as if he 
had been fworn Brother to him : And I'll be {worn he never 
{aw him but once in the Tilt-yard, and then he burft his 
Head, for crouding among the Marfhals Men. 1 faw it, and 
told Fohuof Gaunt he beat his own Name, for you might 
have trufs’d him and all his Apparel into an Eel-skin: The 
Cafe of a Treble Hoboy was a Manfion for him; a Court; 
and now hath he Land and Beeves. Well, I will be acquaint- 
ed with him, if I return ;-and it hall go hard but I will 
make him a Philofopher’s twoStones tome. Ifthe young Dace 
be a Bait for the old Pike, I feeno reafon, in the Law of Na- 
ture, but I may {nap at him. Let time fhape, and there’s an end. 

[ Exeunte. 
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Enter the Archbifbop of York, Mowbray, Haftings, aud 


ox: 


as 
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Colevile. BR 
York, Hat is the Foreft call’d? 
Haft.’ Tis Gualtree Foreft, and’t pleafe your Grace, cad e 

York, Stand here, my Lords, and fend difcoveries forth, Au 


To know the number of our Enemies. aL elt 
Haff, We have fent already, eet RARE 
York. Tis well done. 

My Friends and Brethren, in thefe great Affairs, 

I muft acquaint you, that I have receiv’d 

New-dated Letters from Morthamberland: 

Their cold intent, tenure and fubftance thus. 

How doth he with his Perfon, with fuch Powers 

As might hold fortance with his Qualiry, 

: The 


~— Ee 


SP DP O- Se 0 a 0— 3 2-9 G- 


oe 


= 


Soe eagle 
Sa ee 


Ee ee ee ee 


a 


iF 


Ri 
q 
1 ah 
ii 





— — = ———— 


= = a 
2 — 
= ma % 











1254 The Second Part 


The which he could not levy; whereupon 
He is retir’d, toripe his growing Fortunes, 
lo Scotland: And conciudes in hearty Prayers, 
Yinat your Attempts may over live the hazard, 
And fearful meeting of their Oppofite. 

Meow. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch ground, 
And dath themfelves to pieces. 

Enter a Adeffenger. 

Haft. Now, what News? 

eff. Welt of this Forelt, fcarcely off a mile, 
In goodly form comes on the Enemy: 


And.by the ground they hide, I judge their number 


Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thoufand. 
Uf Proportion that we'gave them out, 


. 


| 1e jut 
Let us {way on, and face them in the Field. 
Enter Welimorland. 
York. What well appointed Leader fronts us here? 
Afow. Ithink it is my Lord of Weffmorland. 
Weft. Health and fair Greeting from our General, 
The Prince, Lord Fobn, and Duke of Lancafter. 
York, Say on, my Lord of Weffmaerland, in peace: 
What doth concern your coming ? 
Weft, Then, my Lord, 
Unto your Grace do I in chief addrefs 
The fubftance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 
Came like it felf,; in bafe and abye@ Routs, 
Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Rage, 
And countenanc’d by Boys and Beggary : 
I fay, if damn’d Commotion fo appear 
in-his true, native, and moft proper fhape, 
You, Reverend Father, and thefe Noble Lords, 
Had not been here to drefs the ugly Form 
Of bafe and bloody Infurrefion, 
With your fair Honours. You, Lord Archbifhop, 
Vhofe Seeis by a Civil Peace maintain’d, 
Whofe Beard the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch’d, 
Whofe Learning and good Letters Peace hath tutor’d, 
W hofe white Inveftments figure Innocence, 
The Dove, and very blefled Spirit of Peace; 
Wherefore do you fo ill tranflate your felf, 
Outof the fpeech of Peace, that bears fuch Grace, ; 
ate 
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= at the harfh and boift’rous Bape es of War2 ad | : 
irning your Books to Graves, your lak to Bloo od a 
"2 our Pens to Launces, and your To! ngue divine | | y ‘ 
To a lowd Trumpet, and a Point of “War? iat | . 
Zork. Wherefore do I this? So the Queftion ftands, | nu F v 
Briefly to this end: We are all difeas’d a i | 
And, with our furfeiting and wanton ne 11S, M2 i H y 
Fave broug! he our felves into a burning Feaver, tf { 
And we mult bleed for it: Of which Difeale Tih { 
Our-tate Kin 2 Richard, being infeéted, dy’d MAD h : 
But, my mo ft Noble Lord of W eftmor land, a 
I take not on me here as a Phyfician , i: y 
Nor do J, asanE nemy to Peace, hal i. Y 
Troop in the th rongs of military Men: | | ui i Ni 
But rather fhew a while like fearful War, Wie kh "a 
To diet rank Minds, fick of H: ppinels, 0) ae 
And purge th’ obftructiens which be égin to {to > f 4 ae 
Our very Veins of Bees, Hear me more p! lainly. Wi 
I have in equal Ballan juftly W gh d, ‘H ‘ \ 
What Wrongs our Asiig may a what Wrongs we {uff, oo) ae 
And find our Griefs heavier than our Ofer ice ‘ye 
We fee which way the Streamof Time hehe run, rit ' i 
And are inforc’d from our moft quiet there, callie | ns, e, 
By the rough Torrent of Occafion, oo) ae 
And have the fummary of all our Griefs, iy Be mf 
Whentime fhall fe TVe, to fhew in Articles: : ifitl \ 
Which long e’er this ' oe d to the King, Hh ee 
And might by no Suit gain our Audience: hid et 
When wearewrone’d a! é would unfold our Grief: ‘ea Hi \# 
Weare deny’d accefs unto his Perfon, THE 4 
Even by thofe Menthat moft have done us wrong, Tubal ‘| i 
The dangers of the Day’s but newly gone, Pe iH: 
Whofe Me mory is written on the Earth ait Hae 
With yet appearing Blood ; and the Examples Meee 
Of every minutes ieAaece,: prefent now, aM 
Hath put usin thefe ill-befeeming Arms: vA 
Not to break Peace, or any Branch of it, Pi mutt 
But to eftablifh here a Peace indeed, Mi Hit! | 
Concurring both in Name and Quality. nat iit Hei | 
Weft, Whenever yet was your Appe -al deny’d? SARC A 
Where ein have you been galled by the King ? Lh 
a W hat | ii Wah 
ba 
| 
aa 
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What Peer hath been fuborn’d to grate on you, 
That you fhould feal this lawlefs bloody Book 
Of forg’d Rebellion with a Seal divine é 
York. My Brother General, the Commonwealth 
I make my Quarrel in particular. 
Weft. There is no need of any fuch Redrefs; 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 
Mow. Why not to him in part, and to us all, 
That feel the bruifes of the Days before, 
And fuffer the Condition of thefe Times 
To lay anheavy and unequal Hand upon our Honours 
Weft. QO my good Lord Afowbray, 
-Conftrue the Times to their Neceflities, 
And you fhall fay, indeed, it is the Time, 
And not the King, that doth you Injuries. 
Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 
Either from the King, or in the. prefent Time, 
That you fhould have an inch of any Ground 
To build a Grief on: Were you not reftor’d 
To all the Duke of Worfolk’s Seignories, 
Your noble and right well remembred Father’s? 
Mo. hat thing, in Honour, had my Father loft 
That need to be reviv’d and breath’d in me? 
The King that lov’d him, as.the State {toed then, 
Was forc’d, perforce compell’d to banifh him: 
And when, that Hemry Bullingbroke and he 
Being mounted, and both rowfed in their Seats, | 
Their neighing Courfers daring of the Spur, 
Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers down, 
Their Eyes of Fire, fparkling through fights of Stee}, 
And the loud Trumpet blowing them together: 
Then, then, whenthere was nothing could haveftaid 
My Father from the Breaft of Bullingbroke; 
©, when the King did throw his Warder down, 
His-own Life hung upon the Staff he threw, 
Faen threw he down himfelf and ali their Lives, 
That by Indi&ment, and by. dint of Sword, 
Have fince mifcarried under Bellingbroke. 
Weft. You fpeak, Lord ALowbray, now you know not what. 
Fhe Earl of Hereford was reputed then 
ja England the moft valiant Gentleman, 
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Who knows, on whom Fortune would then have fmil’d? 
But if your Father had been ViGer there, 

He ne’er had born it out of Coventry. 

For all the Country, in a general Voice, 

€ry’d hate upon him; and all their Prayers, and Love, 
Were fet on Hereford, whom they doted on, 

And blefs’d, and grac’d, more than the King himfelf. 
But this is meer digreffion from my Purpofe. 

Here come I from our Princely General, 

To know your Griefs; to tell you from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience; and wherein 

It fhall appear, that your Demands are juft, 

You fhall enjoy them, every thing fet off 

That might fo much as think you Enemies. - 

Mow. But he hath forc’d us to compel this Offer, 
And it proceeds from Policy, not Love. 

Weft. Adowbray, you over-ween to take it fo: 

This Offer comes. from Mercy, not from Eear. 
For lo, within a Ken our Army lyes; 
Upon mine Honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of Fear. 
Our Battel is more full of Names than yours, 
Our Men more perfe@ in the ufe of Arms, 
Our Armour all as ftrong, our Caufe the beft; 
Then Reafon will, our Hearts thould be as good, 
Say you not then our Offer is compell’d. 
Mow. Well, by my Will we fhall admit no Parley, 
Weft. That argues but the thame of your Offence: 
A rotten Cafe abides no handling. 
flafi. Hath the Prince Fobn a full Commiffion, 
In very ample Virtue of his Father, 
To hear, and abfolutely to determine 
Of what Conditions we fhall ftand upon? 
Weft. That is intended in the General’s Name: 
I mufe you make fo flight a Queftion. 

York. Then take, my Lord of Weftmorland, this Schedule, 
For this contains our general Grievances: | 
Each feveral Article herein redrefs'‘d, 

All Members of our Canfe, both here, and hence, 
That are infinewed to this AGion, 
Acquitted by ¢ true fubftantial Form, 
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1258 The Second Part 


And prefent Executions of our Wills, 

To us, and to our Purpofes confin’d, 

We come within our awful Banks again, 
And knit our Powers to the Arm of Peace. 

Weft. This will 1 fhew the General. Pleafe you, Lords, 
fn fight of both our Battels, we may meet 
At either end in Peace; which Heav’n fo frame, 

Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 
Which mutt needs decide it. 

York, My Lord, we will do fo. | Exit, Welt, 

Mow. There is a thing within my Bofom tells me, 
That no Condition of our Peace can ftand. 

Flofi, Fear you not that, if we can make our Peace 
Upon fuch large Terms, and fo abfolute, 

As our Conditions fhall infift upon, 
Our. Peace fhall ftand as firm as Rocky Mountains, 

Afow, Ay, but our Valuation fhall be fuch, 

‘hat every flight, and falfe-derived Caufe, 

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reafon, 
Shall to the King tafte of this Action; 
That were our Royal Faiths, Martyrs in Love, 
We fhall be winnowed with fo rough a Wind, 
That even our Corn fhall feem as light as Chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 

York, No, no, my Lord, note this; the King is weary 
Of dainty, and fuch picking Grievances: 

For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death, 

Revives two greater in the Heirs of Life. 

And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean, 

And keep no Tell-tale to his Memory, 

That may repeat, and Hiftory his Lofs, 

To new Remembrance. ° For full well he know 

He cannot fo precifely weed this Land, 

As his mifdoubrs prefent occafion: 

His Foes are fo enrooted with his Friends, 

That plucking to unfix an Enemy, 

He doth unfaften fo, and fhake a Friend. 

So that this Land, like an offenfive Wife, 

That hath enrag’d him on, to offer ftrokes, 

As he ts ftriking, holds his Infant up, ve 
| 
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; vik 
And hangs refoly’d Corre&tion in the Arm, vet 
That was uprear'd to Execution, 1 | a 
Haft. Befides, the King hath wafted all his Rods Mit 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lack | 
The very Inftruments of Chaftifement: it iy 
So that his Power, like to a Fanglefs Lion iy 
May offer, but not hold. . ' \ 


York. ’ Tis very true: 
And theretore be aflur'd, my good Lord Marfhal, 
If we do now make our Atonement well, 
in Bite aes + er ; | 
Our Peace will, like 4 broken Limb united, 4 
Grow ftronger, for the breaking. 3 
Afow. Be it fo. ral 
Jia 
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Here is return’d my Lord of Wefmorland, 


: 
Enter Weltmorland, ev 
Weft. The Prince is hereat hand: Pleafeth your Lordfhip ae 
To meet his Grace, juft diftance tween our Armies 2 . ae 
14 ae r 4 om : — ae : hs P ; Be 5 de i j 
Mow. Your Grace of York, in Heav’n’s Name then for eae 
ward. rn | 
Torb Bef, an “A . fA iin \ 
X; betore, and greet his Grace, my Lord, we comes ) ie 
Enter Prince John of Lancafter, |) ee 
A iva ~ F . ” iba i} Bi - } 
Sexe You are well encountred here, my Coulin ALowbray; TR i t 
ood Day to you, gentle Lord Arch-Bifhop, Ae 
And fo to you, Lord Haftings, and to all. D 1 mt 
RP eirmure ss Mac Gees a 
My Lord of Terk, it better fhew’d with you, Ai x 
When that your Flock, affembled by the Bell, (a 
ancirel- ih ie . eee ae told 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence | haat Ba 
Your Expofition on the holy Text, ae: 
Xe rs * . ad | y 
an ROW to fee you here an Tron NV ae 
Than AOw to fee you | Tron Man, PAG ae : 
Cheering a rout of Rebels with your Drum, aah i | \? 
Turning the Word to Sword, and Life to Death. mA ié 
That Man that fits within 2 Monarch’s Heart, oo) Ze 
And ripens in the Sun-fhine of his Fas our, ‘eae Hi 
Would he abufe the Countenance of the Kine a a 
Alack, what mifchicfs mig! € HT 
ack, what mifchiefs might he fet abroach, Ai 


In fthadow of firch greatnefs? With you, Lord Bithop, mu my 


It is even fo. Who hath not heard it {poken, i 
Flow deep you were within the Books of Heav’n2 Sie ae 
Jo us, the Speaker in his Parliament; Wa it 


tous, the imagine Voice of Heav’n it felf; 
The very Opener, and Intelligencer 
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1260 The Second Part 


Between the Grace, the San@ities of Heav’n, 
And our dull workings. O, who hall believe, 
But you mifufe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance and Grace of Heay’n, 
Asa falfe Favourite doth his Prince’s Name, 
{In Deeds difhonourable? You have taken up, 
Under the counterfeited Zeal of Heav’n, 
The Subjects of Heav’n’s Subftitute, my Father, 
And both againft the Peace of Heav’n, and him, 
Have here up-fwarmed them. 
York, Good my Lord of Laneafter, 
I am not here againft your Father’s Peace: 
But, as I told my Lord of Wefmorland, 
The time, mif-order’d, doth in common Senfe 
Crowd us, and crufh us, to this monftrous Form, 
To hold our fafety up. I {ent your Grace 
The Parcels and Particulars of our Grief, 
The which hath been with fcorn fhov'd fromthe Court: 
Whereon this Hydra-Son of War is born, 
Whofe dangerous Eyes may well be charm'd afleep, 
With grant of our moft juft and right defire ; 
And true Obedience, of this Madnefs cur’d, 
Stoop tamely to the foot of Majefty. 
Mov, If not, we ready are to try our Fortunes 
To the laft Man. 
Haft. And though we here fall down, 
We have Supplies to fecond our Attempt : 
If they mifcarry, theirs thall fecond them. 
And fo, fuccefs of mifchief thall be born, 
And Heir from Meir fhall hold this Quarrel UP, 
Whiles England fhalt have Generation. 
Lam You are too thallow, Haffings, 
Much too fhallow, 
‘Fo found the bottom of the after-times. 3 
Weft. Pleafeth your Grace, to anfwer them directly; 
How far-forth you do like their Articles 2 
Lan I like them all, and do allow them well: 
And fwear here, by the Honour of my Blood, 
My Father’s purpofes have been miftook, 
And fome, about him, have too lavifhly 


Wrelted his Meaning and Authority, 
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My Lord, thefe Griefs fhall be with {peed redreft ; 
Upon my Life, they fhall. If this may pleafe you, 
Difcharge your Powers unto their fereral Counties, 
As we will ours; and here between the Armies, 
Let’s drink tegether friendly, and embrace, 
That all their Eyes may bear thofe Tokens home, 
Of our reftored Love and Amity. 
York, I take your Princely word, for thefe redreffes. 
Lan. 1 give it you, and will maintain my word; 
And thereupon I drink unto your Grace. 
Haft. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army 
This News of Peace; let them have Pay, and part: 
I know it will well pleafe them. 
Hie thee, Captain. [ Exit Coleviles 
York. To you, my noble Lord of Weftmorland. 
Weft. pledge your Grace: 
And if you knew what pains I have beftow’d, 
To breed this prefent Peace, 
You would drink freely ; but my Love to ye 
Shall fhew it felf more openly hereafter. 
York. 1 do not doubt you, 
Weft. I am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Coufin Mowbray. 
Mow. You with me Health in very happy Seafon, 
For I am on the fudden fomething ill. 
York. Againft ill Chances Men are ever merry, 
But Heavinefs fore-runs the good Event, 
Weft. Therefore be,merry, Coz, fince fudden Sorrow 
Serves to fay thus; fome good thing comes to morrow. 
York. Believe me, I am paffing light in Spirit. 
Mow. So much the worfe, if your own Rule be true, 
Phebe The word of Peace is render’d; hark how they 
out. 
Mow, This had been chearful after ViGory. 
York, A peace is of the Nature of a Conqueft; 
For then both Parties nobly are fubdu’d, 
And neither Party lofer. 
Lan. Go, my Lord, 
And let our Army be difcharged too. [ Exit, Welt. 
And, good my Lord, fo pleafe you, let our Trains 
Match 
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1262 he Secona Part 
March by us, that we may Perufe the Men, 


We fhould have cop’d withal. 


Bifo, Go, good Lord Haftings : 
And e’er they be difmifs’d, let them march by. | Exit Hoff, 

Lan. I trutt, Lords, we thall to night lye together, 

Enter W eftmorland. 

Now Coufin, wherefore ftands our Army {till? 

Weff. The Leaders, having Charge from you to ftand, 
Will not go off until they hear you {peak. 

Lan. They know their Duties. 

Enter Haltings, 

Haft. Our Army is difpers’d: 
Like Youthful Steers unyoak’d, they took their Courfe 
Balt, Weft, North, South: Or like a School broke up, 
Each hurries towards his Home, and {porting Place. 

Weft. Good Tidings, my Lord Hajftings, for the which 
I do arreft thee, Traitor, of High Treafon: 3 
And you Lord Arch-bifhop, and you Lord Mowbray, 
Of Capital Treafon, I attach you both. 

Mow. Is this Proceeding juft and honourable? 

Weft. 1s your Affembly fo ? 

York, Will you thus break your Faith ? 

Lan. 1 pawn’d you none: 
I promis’d you Redrefs of thefe fame Grievances 
Whereof you did complain; which by mine Honour, 
I will perform, witha moft Chriftian Care. 
But for you, Rebels, look to tafte the Due 
Meet for Rebellion, and fuch A@s as yours. 
Mott fhallowly did you thefe Arms commence, 
Fondly brought here, and foolifhly fent hence. : 
Strike up our Drums, purfue the f{catter’d ftray, 
Fieaven, and notwe, have fafely fought to Day. 

Some guard thefe Traitors to the Block of Death, 
Treafons true Bed, and yielder up of Breath. | Exeunt. 
Enter Falltafte aud Colevile. 

Fal, What’s your Name, Sir 2 Of what Confideration are 
you? And of what place, I pray? 
Col, am a Knight, Sir: 
And my Name is Golevile of the Dale. 
_ Fal. Well then, Colevile is your Name, a Knight is your 
Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colevile fhall ftill be 
your 
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your Name, a Traitor your Degree, and the Dungeon your 
Place, a place deep enough: So fhall you ftill be Colevile of 
the Dale. 

Cole, Are not youSir Fobn Falftaff ? 

Fal. As good a Manas he, Sir, who eer lam: Do ye 
yield, Sir, or fhall I fweat for you? If Ido fwear, th y are 
the drops of thy Lovers, and they weep for thy Death, 
therefore rowze up Fear and Trembling, and do obfervance 
to my Mercy. 

Cole. I think you are Sir Fob» Falffaff; and in that thoughe 
yield me. 


nl 


00 FO 


oe 


Fal. 1 have a whole School of Tongues in this Belly of 
mine, and not a Tongue of them all {peaks any other word 
but my Name: AndI had but 4 Belly of any indifferency, 
I were fimply the moft ative Fellow in Europe: My 
Womb, my Womb, my Wombundoes me. Here comes our 
General. 

Enter Prince John of Lancafter and Weftmorland. 

Lan. The Heat 1s paft, follow no farther AoW, 

Call inthe Powers, good Coufin Weftmorland. | Exit Weft. 
Now Falftaff,; where have you been all this while2 

When every thing is ended, then you come. 

Thefe tardy Tricks of yours wil!, on my Life, 

One time or other, break fome Gallow’s Back. 

Fal, I would be forry, my Lord, but it thould be thus: 
I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the reward of 
Valour. Do you think mea Swallow, an Arrow, or a Bul- 
let? Have I, in my poor and old Motion, the expedition of 
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Thought? I f{peeded hither with the very extremeft Inch Plays ee 
of Poffibility. I have foundred ninefcore and odd Pofts: nit 
And here, Travel-tainted as I am, have, in my pure and bait art 
immaculate Valour, taken Sir ‘Fohn Colevile of the Dale, .a nae (ei 
moft furious Knight, and valorous Enemy: But what of va 
that? He faw me, and yielded; that I may jultly, fay with | 

the hook-nos’d Fellow of Kome, I came, faw, and over- 


came. 
Lan. It was more of his Courtefie, than your Deferving. 
Fal. 1 know not; here he is, and here I yield him: and 
I befeech your Grace, letit be book’d with the reft of this 
days deeds; or, I fwear, I will have it ina particular, 
Ballad, with mine own Pi@ure on the top of it, Colevile 
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1264 The Second Part 


kiffing my foot: ‘To the which courfe, if I be enfore’d, if 
you do hot all fhew like gilt two-pences to me; and I; in 
the clear Sky of Fame, o’er-fhine you as much as the full 
Moon doth the Cynders of the Element, which thew like 
Pins Heads to her, believe not the word of the Noble; theres 
fore let me have right, and let Defert mount. | 

Lan. Thine’s too heavy too mount. 

Fal, Let it fhine then. 

Lan. Thine’s too thick to fhine. 

Fal. Let it do fomething, my good Lord, that may do 
me good, and call it what you will. 

Lan. Is thy Name Colewvile ? 

Cole. It is; my Lord. 

Lan, A famous Rebel art thou, Colevileé. 

Fal, And a famous true Subjeé& took him: 

Cole.I am, my Lord, but as my Betters are; 

That led me hither; had they been rul’d by me, 
You fhould have won them dearer than you have. 

Fal, I know not how they fold themfelves; but thou; 
like a kind Fellow, gav ft thy felf away; and I thank thee, 
for thee. 

Enter Weftmorland: 

Lan. Have you left purfuit 2 

Weft. Retreat is made, and Execution ftay’d. 

Lan. Send Colevile, with his Confederates, 

To York, to prefent Execution. 

Blunt, lead him hence, and fee you guard him fare. ! 
[ Exit Coleviles 

And now difpatch we toward the Court, my Lords; 

[ hear the King, my Father, is fore fick; 

Our News fhall go before us to his Majefty, 

Which, Coufin, you fhall bear, to comfort him: 

And we with fober fpeed will follow you. 

Fal. My Lord, I befeech you, give meleave to gothrough 
Glocefter hire; and when you come to Court, ftand my good 
Lord; “pray, in your good report. 

Lan. Fare you well, Falfaff; I, in my condition, —_— 
Shall better {peak of you, than you deferve. | Exits 

Fal, T would you had but the Wit; *twere better than 
your Dukedome., Good faith, this fame young fobert- 
blooded Boy doth not love mes nor a Man cannot ee 

im 
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him laugh; butthat’s no marvel, he drinks no Wine. There’s 
never any of thefe demure Boys come to any proof; for thin | 
drink doth fo ovet+cool their blood, and making many Fifh- ial 
Meals, that they fall intoa kind of Male Green-ficknefs; and | 
then, when the y marry, the y¥ ger Wenc hes. They are Pee . 
nerally Fools, and Cowards; which fome of us fhould be 
too, butfor inflammation, A good Sherris- Sack hath a two- 
fold Operation in it; it afcends me intothe Brain, dries me 
there all the foolifh, and dall, and crudy Vapours, which 
environ it; makes it apprehenfive, quick, forgetive, full of 


at cosmandbantis in fos 


fon 
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ey 

mimble, fiery, and delectable Shapes; which deliverd o'er oo) iia 
tothe Voyce, the Tongue, which is the Birth, becomes ) ie 
excellent Wit. ‘The ficond property of your excellent Sher- tlie ‘ee 
ris, is, the warming of the Blood: which before, cold and 1 a mh 
fettled, left the Liver white and pale; which is the Badge Ba Y, 
of Pufillanimity, and Cowardice; but theSherris warms it, a 
and makes it courfe from the inwards, to the Parts extreme; ae 
it illuminateth the Face, which, asa Beacon, gives warning Were 4 
to all the reft of this little Kingdom, Man, to arm; and AN +f 
then the Vital Commoners, and inland petty Spirits, mufter a \ | 
me ail to their Captain, the Heart; whe great, and puft up ‘ait Hi +4 
with his Retinue, doth any deed of Courage ; and this V3- Wad y' 
lour comes of Sherris. So that Skill in the Weapon is no- a 
thing, without Sack, for that fets it 4 work ; and Learning a -))\ ae 
meer Hoard of Gold, kept by a Devil, till Sack commences ein 
it, and fetsit in AG, andufe. Hereof comes it, that Prince | aM | ae 
larry is valiant; forthe cold Blood he did naturally inherit Aili Cail : 
of his Father, he hath, like lean, fteril, and bare Land, ma- Peale iy 
nured, husbanded, and till’d, with excellent endeavour of i a ’ 
drinking good and good ftore of fertil Sherris, that he is 0) ee 
become very hor, and valiant. If I had a thoufand Sons, AE 
the firft Principle I would teach them, fhould be to forlwear Beh sey ti 
thin Potations, and to addi@ themfelves to Sack, Oey tit 


Exter Bardolph. Hath Fl 

How now, Bardolph? an 
Bard. The Army is difcharged all, and gone, a 
Fal, Let them go; I'll through Gloce/ter fhire,and there will el aa 

I vifit Mafter Robert Shallow, F:fquire: I have him already HAG at | 


tempering between my finger and my thumb, and fhortly } | | i | 
will I feal with him. Come away. [Exeunt, an 
Vou, Il. U SCENE | Hf i 
Wei ti i . | 
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SC EN f: 4e 


Enter King Henry, Warwick, Chrence, and Gloucefter. 
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K. Henry. Now Lords, if Heav'n doth give fuccefsful end 


Tothis Debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
kK], ‘ a Hie MES cease 
We Willi OUT 2 outh 


a 


ead on to higher Fields, 
And draw no Swords, but what are fanétifi’d. 


a 


And every thing lyeslevel to our with; 
Only we want a little perfonal ftrangth : 
And pawie us, till thefe Rebels, row a-foot, 
Come underneath the Yoak of Government, 
War. Both which we doubt not, but your Maelty 
Shall foon enjoy. 
K. Henry. Humphry, my Son of Gloucefter, where ts the 
Prince your Brother ¢ 
Glo. I think he’s gone to hunt, my Lord, at Winajor. 
K. Henry. And how accompanied 2 
Glo. 1 do not know, my Lord. 
K, Henry. 1s not his Brother, Tmmas of Clarence, with him? 
Glo. No, my good Lord, he is in prefence here. 
Clar. What would my Lord and Father ¢ 
K. Henry. Nothing but well tc thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother? 
He loves thee, and thou do’ft negle& him, Thomas ; 
Thou haft a better place in his Affection 
Than all thy Brothers: Cherifh it, my Boy, 
And Noble Offices thou may’ft ¢ffect 
Of Mediation, after I am dead, 
Between his Greatnefs, and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his Love, 
Nor lofe the good advantage of his Grace, 
By feeming cold or carelefs of his will. 
For he is gracious 1f he be obfervd: 
He hath a Tear for Pity, and a Hand 
Open as Day, for melting Charity: 
Yer notwithftanding, being incers’d, he’s Flint, 
As humorous as Winter, and as fidden 
As Flaws congealed in the Spring of day. 
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His Temper therefore muft be well obferv’d: 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood inclin’d to mirth: 
But being moody, give him line and fcope, 


~ 
» 3 = : ‘Ty. - : ‘4 - ~~ la taane q 
Pill that his paffions, lke a Whale on ground, 
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Contfound themfelves with working, © Learn this, Thomas, 
g 


And thou fhalt prove a Shelter to 
A Hoop of Gold to bind thy Brothers in: 
That thé united Veffel of their Blood 
Mingled with Venom of Suggeftion, 
As force, perforce, the Age will pour it in, 
Shall never leak, though it do work as {trong 
As Aconitum, or rath Gun-powder. 
Clar. I fhall obferve him with all care and love; 
K. Henry, Why art thou not at Windfor with him, Thomas é 
Clar. He is not thereto day; he dines in London. 
K. Henry. And how zccompanied? Can’{t thou tell that? 
Clar, With Poins, and other his continual Followers. 
K. Henry. Mott {ubjet is the fatreft Seil to Weeds: 
And He, the Noble.Image of my Youth, 
fs over-{pread with thcm; therefore my grief 
Stretches it felf beyond the hour of Death. 
The blood weeps from my heart, when I do fhape, 
In forms imaginary, th’ unguided Days, 
And rotten Times, that you fhall look upon; 
When I am {leeping with my Anceftors. 
For when his head- {trong Riot hath no Curb, 
When Rage and hot Blood are his Counfellors; 
When Means and Javith Mahners meet together; 
Oh, with what Wings (hall his Affe@ions fly 


thy Friends. 


3 


Tow’rds fronting Peril, and oppos’d decay 2 
. War. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him quite 3 
Uhe Prince but ftudies his Companions, 
Like a ftrange Tongue; whirein; to gain the Language, 
Tis needful, that the moft immodeft word ee 
Be look’d upon, and leamn’d; which once attain’d, 
Your Highnefs knows, comes to no farther ufe, 
Buttobeknown, and bated. So, like grofsteims, 
The Prince will, inthe perfectnefs of time, 
Calt off his Followers; and their Memory 
Shall as a Pattern, or a Meafure live, 
Ua fy 
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By which his Grace muft mete the lives of others, 
Turning paft Evils to advantages. 

K. Henry. "Visfeldom, when the Bee doth leave her Com 

In the dead Carrion. | 
Enter Weftmorland. 
Who’s here? Weftmorland ? 

Weft. Health to my Soveraign, and new happinefs 
Added to that, that I am to deliver. 

Prince Fohx, your Son, doth kifs your Grace’s hand:. 
Mowbray, the Bithop, Scroop, Haftings, and all, 
Are brought to the Correction of your Law; 
There is net now a Rebel’s Sword unfheath’d, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive every where : 
The manner how this Action hath been bern, 
Here, at more leifure, may your Highnefs read, 
With every courfe, in his particular, 

K. Henry. O Weftmorland, thou art a Summer Bird, 
Which ever, in the haunch of Winter, fings 
The lifting up of day. 

Enter Harecourt. 
Look, here’s more News. 

Hare. From Enemies Heav’n keep your Majelty; 
Ard when they ftand againft you, may they fall, 
As thofe that I am come to tell you of. 

The Earl of Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolf, 
With a great Power of Englifh, and of Scots, 

Are by the Sheriff of York-/hire overthrown : 

The manner, and true order of the fight, 

This Packet, pleafe it you, contains at large. 

K. Henry. And wherefore fhould thefe good. News 
Make me fick? 

Will Fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her fair words {tillin fouleft Letters?  , 
She either gives a Stomach, and no Food, 
Such are the Poor, in health; or elfe a Feaft, 
And takes away the Stomach; fuch are the Rich, 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 
I thould rejoice now at this happy News, 
And now my Sight fails, and my Brain is giddy. 
O me, come near me, now Iam muchill. 

Glo, Comfort your Majefty. 
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Cla. Oh, my Royal Father. iat tl 
Weft. My Soveraign Lord, chear up your felf, look up. ; 
War. Be patient, Princes; you do know, thefe Fits 
Are with his Highnefs very ordina Vs i iat 
Stand from him, give him Air: } Mi . 
He'll ftraight be well. bit 
Cla. No no, he cannot long hold out; thefe Pang . 
Th’ ineeffant care, and labour of his Mind, 
Hath wrought the Mure, that fhould confine it in, | 
So thin,that Life looks through,and will break out. | 
Glo. The People fearme; for the y do obferve 
Unfather’d Heirs, and loathly Births of Nature: Wat 
The Seafons change thei: manners, as the Year | hi 
Had found fome Months afleep, and leap’a@ them over. Fa 
Cla. The River hath thrice ff wd, no ebb between; HL hy 
And tne old folk, [ ime $ a ating Chronicles, | Hy 
Day it did fe, a little time before Ht 


Phat our Grand-fire Edward fick’d; and dy’d. f 
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K. Henry. I pray you take me up, and bear me hence |) i My 
Into fome other Chamber: foftly, “pray. i a 
Let there be no noifemade, my gentle Friends, vane 
Unlefs fome dulland favourable hand ive 
Will whifper Mufick to my weary Spirit. Bian 

War. Call for the Mufickin the other Room. Raat 

K, Henry. Set me the Crown upon my Pillow here. Bae te Ue 

Cla, His Eye is hollow, and he changes much. ! { if 

War. Lefs noife, lefs norfe, iieana 

Exzter Prince Henry. Mea it 

P. Henry. Who faw the Duke of Clarence 2 et 

Cla. 1 am here, Brother, full of heavinefs. | ihe 

P. Henry, How now? Rain within doors, and none a- Pi etl it) 
broad? How doth the King? iY 

Glo, Exceeding. ill. Meas WL 

P. HTenry, Heard he the good News yet? Hi 
Tell it him. | aK 

Glo. He alter’d much, upon the hearing it. Le 

P. Henry. If he be fick with Joy, | i 
He'll recover without Phyfick. mein 
U 3 War. iw 1 
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1296 The Secona Part 


War. Not fo much noife, my Lords, un 
Sweet Prince, {peak low. 2 
The King, your Father, 1s difpos’d to fleep. oh 

Cla. Let us withdraw into the other Room. 

War. Wil’t pleafe your Grace to go along with us 2 

P. Henry: No; 1 will fit, and watch here by the King, ; 
Why doth the Crownlyethere, uponhis Pillow, | Exesut all Mit 
Being fo troublefome a Bed-fellow ? but P. Henry. Ll 
O polifh’d Perturbation !| Golden Care ! tI 
That keep’ft the Ports of flumber open wide 
To many a watchful Night: Sleep with it now, 

Yét not fo found, and half fo deeply fweet, 

As he whofe Brow, with homely Biggen bound, 

Snores out the Watch lof Night. O Majefty! 

When thou do’ft pinchthy Bearer, thou do’ft fit 

Like a rich Armor, worn in heat of day, Mh 

That feald’ft with fafery; by his Gates of breath, nn 

There lyes a downy Feather, which ftirs not : ty 

Did he fufpire, that light and weightlefs Down ft 

Perforce muft move. My gracious Lord! my Father! 

This fleep is found indeed; this is a fleep, 

That from this Golden Rigol hath divore’d 

So many Exglifh Kings. Thy due from me, 

Is Tears, and heavy Sorrows of the Blood, rn 

Which Nature, Love, and filial Tenderne/s Ar 

Shall, O dear Father, pay thee plenteoufly. tl 

My due, from thee, is this Imperial Crowr, Un 

Which, as immediate from thy place, and blood, 

Derives it felf tome. Lo, here it firs, 

Which Heav’n fhall puard: 

And‘ put the World’s whole ftrength { 

Into one Gyant Arm, it fhall not force | 

This ‘Lineal Honour from'me. This, from thee, 

Will I to mine leave, As’tis lefe to me. [ Exits 

Enter Warwick, Gloucefter, aud Clarence, hi} 

K. Henry. Warwick! Gloucefter! Clarence: i 
Cla. Doth the King call? Me 








War. What would your Majefty? how fares your Graces UR 

K. Henry. Why did you leave me here alone, my Lords 3 

Cla. We left the Prince, my Brother, here, my Liege a 
Wh® undertook to fit and watch by you. Hy 


K, Henry 
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K. Henry. The Prince of Wales! where is he? let me {ee him’ 

War. The door is open, he'is gone t this : 

Gio. He came not throughthe Chamber whe: s faid. 

K, Een). Where = . Crown? who took it fron my 
Pillow 2 

War. When we with-dre » my i eve, we left it here. 


K, Henry. The sar hath ta’en it hence; 
Go feek him out. 
Is he fo hafty, that he doth fuppofe 
My fleep, my ac ath? Find him, my Lord of Wurwich, 
Chide him hither; this part of his conjoins ; 
With my difeafe, and helps to end me. 
See, Sons, what things you are: 
How quickly Nature falls into revolt, 
When Gold becomes her Object 2 
For this, the soolith over-careful Fathers 
Have broke their fleeps with thoughr, 
Their brains with care, their bones w ‘ith induftry. 
For this, they have engrofled and pil’d up 
The canker’d heaps of tts ‘ange-atchiev d : Golds 
For this, they have been thoughtful. to ne 
Their Sons with Art, and Martial Exercifes: 
When, like the Bee, culling from every Flower 
The virtuous Sweets, our Thighs packt W ith Wax X> 
Our Mouths with Honey, we rape it to the Hive; 


And like the Bees. are mt Ch oked fer our pains, 


—T 


This bitter tafte vield his Engrofsments 
To the ending Father. 
Eni &} W ar . s Py 


7 


Now where is he, that will not itay fo long, 
Till his friend’s ficknefs hath determin’d me? 
War, My Lord, I fount 1 the Prince in the next Room, 
Wathing with kindly T “ears his gentle Cheeks, 
With fach a deep demeanour, in ercat forroW, 
That ay fanny, whi ch never quafft but blood, 
Would, by beholding him, have wafh’d his Knife 
With gentle Eye- -drops. He is coming hicher. 
K. Henry. But wherefore did he ikea away the Crown ? 
Enter Prince Henry. 
Lo,. wherehe comes. Come hither to me, Harry, 
Depart the Chamber, leave us here alone, [ Exit. 
U 4 P. Henry. 
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1272 The Second Part 


P. Henry. 1 never thought to hear you {peak again. 
K. Henry. Thy with was Father, Harry, to that thought: 
I ftay too long by thee, I weary thee. 
Do ft thou fo hunger tor my empty Chair, 
That thou wilt needs inveft thee with my Honours, 
Before thy hour be ripe? O foolifh youth! 
Thou feek’{t the Greatnefs, that will over-whelm thee - 
Stay but a little; for my Cloud of Dignity 
Is held from falling, with fo weak a wind, 
That it will quickly drop ; my Day is dim. 
Thou haft ftoln that, which after fome few hours 
Were thine, without offence; and at my death 
Thou haft feal’d up my Expectation, 
Thy life did manifeft, thou loy’dit. me not, 
And thou wilt have me die affur’d of it. 
Thou hid’ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haft whetted on thy ftony heart, 
To ftab at half an hour of my frail life. 
What! can’ft thou not forbear me half an hour? 
‘Then get thee gone, and dig my Grave thy felf, 
And bid the merry Bells ring to thy ear, 
That thou art Crowned, not that I am dead; 
Let all the Tears, that fhould bedew my Herfe, 
Be drops of Balm, to fanctifie thy Head: 
Only compound me with forgottten dutft ; 
Give that, which gave thee life, unto the Worms: 
Pluck down my Officers, break my Decrees; 
For now a time is come, tomock at Form. 
Henry the Fifth is Crown’d: Up Vanity, 
Down Royal State: All you fage Coufellors hence : 
And to the Exglifh Court, affemble now 
From ev'ry Region, Apes of idlenefs. 
Now Neighbour-Confines, purge you of your Scum: 
Have you a Rufftan that willfwear? drink? dance? 
Revel the night? rob? murder? and commit> 
The oldeft fins, the newelt kinds of ways? 
Be happy, he will treuble you no more: 
England fhall double gild his trebble guilt. 
England thall give him Office; Honour, Might: 
For the Fifth Harry, fromcurb’d Licence plucks 


The muzzle of Reftraint, and the wild Dog 
z ao Shall 
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of King Henry IV. 
Shall flefh his Tooth in every Innocent, 
O my poor Kingdom, fick with civil Blows, 
When that my Care could not with-hold thy Riots, 
What wile thou do, when Riot is thy Care ? 
O, thou wilt be a Wildernefs again, 
Peopled with Wolves, thy old Inhabitants, 

P. Henrys O pardon me, my Liege, 
But for my Tears, : 
The moft Impediments unto my Speech, 
Thad fore-ftall’d this dear and deep rebuke, 
E’er you, with Grief, had fpoke, and I had heard 
The courfe of it {o far. There is your Crown, 
And he that wears the Crown immortally, 
Long guard it yours; if I affe& it more, 
Than as your Honour, and’ as your Renown, 
Let me no more from this Obedience rife, 
Which my moft true and inward dutious Spirit 
Teacheth this proftrate and exterior bending. 
Heav’n witnefs with me, when I here came in, 
And found no courfe of breath within your Mayelty, 
How cold it {truck my Heart. If I do feign, 
O let me, in my prefent wildnefs, die, 
And never live, to thew th’incredulous World, 
The noble change that I have purpofed, 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
(And dead almoft, my Liege, to think you were) 
I {pake unto the Crown, as having fenfe, 
And thus upbraided: ir. The care on thee depending, 
Hath fed upon the Body of my Father, 
Therefore, thou beft of Gold art worft of Gold. 
Other, lefs fine in Carrat, Is more precious, 
Preferving life, in Med’cine potable: 
But thou, moft fine, moft honour’d, moft renown’d, 
Haft eat the Bearer up. 
Thus, my: Royal Liege, 
Accufing it; I put it on my Head, 
To try with it, as with an Enemy, 
That had before my Face murder’d my Father, 
he Quarrel of a true Inheritor: 
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But if it did infe@ my Blood with Joy, 


Or fwell my Thoughts to any ftrain of Pride; 
: If 
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1274 The Secona Part 


If any Rebel, or vain Spirit of mine, 
Did, with the leaft Affection of a Welcome, 
Give entertainment to.the might of it, 
Let Heav’n for ever keep it from my Mead, 
And make me as the pooreft Vaffal 1s, 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it. 

K. Henry. O my Son! 
Heav’n put it in thy mind to take it hence, 
That thou mighr’f{t join the more, thy Father’s love, 
Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it. 
Come hither Harry, fit thou by my Bed, 
And hear, I think, the very lateft Counfel 
That ever I fhall breath. Heav’n knows, my Son, 
By what by-paths, and indire& crook’d-ways | 
I met this Crown; and I my felf know well 
How troublefome it fate upon my Head. 
To thee, it fhall defcend with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation: 
For al] the Soil of the Atchievment goes 
With me, into the Earth. It feem’d in me, 
But as an Honour fnatch’d with boift’rous Hand, 
And I had many living, to upbraid 
My gain of it, by their Afliftances, 
Which daily grew to Quarrel, and to Blood-fhed, 
Wounding fuppofed Peace. All thefe bold Fears, 
Thou feeft, with peril, I have anfwered: 
For all my Reign hath been but as a Scene 
Acting that Argument. And now my Death 
Changes the Mode: For what in me was purchas’d, 
Falls upon thee, in a more fairer fort. 
So thou the Garland wear’ft fucceflively ; 


Yet, though thou ftand’ft more fure, than I could do, 


Thou art not firm enough, fince griefs are green : 


And all thy Friends, which thou muft make thy Friends, 


Have but their Stings, and Teeth, newly taken out; 
By. whofe fell working, I was farft advane’d, 

And by: whofe, Power, I well might lodge a Fear 
‘To be again difplac’d. Which to avoid, 

¥ cut them off, and had a purpofe now 

‘Fo lead out many to the Holy Land; 
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Left reft, and lying ftill, might make them look 
Toe near unto my State. Therefore, my Aa 
Be it thy Courfe to bufie giddy Minds — 
With Foreign Quarrels; that AGion, hence born 
May wafte the Memory of the former Days. 
More would I, but my Lungs are wafted fo, 
That ftrength of Speech is utterly deny’d me. 
How I came by the Crown, O Heaven forgive: 
And grant it may, with thee, in true peace live. 
P, Henry. My gracious Liege: 
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 
Then plain and right muft my pofleffion be; 
Which I, with more, than with a common pain, 
*Gainit all the World, will rightfully maintain. 
Enter Lord John of Lancafter and Warwick. 
K. Henry. Look, look, 
Here comes my Fobz of Lancafter : 

Lan, Health, Peace and Happinefs 
do my Royal Father: 

K. Henry. Thou bring’{t me Happinefs, Son Fohn, 
But Health, alack, with youthful Wings is flown 
From this bare, wither’d Trunk, Upon thy fight 
My worldly Bufinefs makes a Period, 

Where is my Lord of Warwick? 

P, Henry, My Lord of Warwick. 

_K. Henry. Doth any Name particular belong 
Unto the Lodging, where I firft did fwoon2 

War, ’Tis call'd Feruzfalem, my noble Lord. 

_K. Henry, Laud be to Heav’n : 

Even there my Life muft end. 

ft hath been prophefy’d to me many Years, 

I fhould not die but in Feru/alem : 

Which, vainly, I fuppos’d the Holy-Land. 

But bear me to that Chamber, there I'll lye: 

: n that Ferufalem, thall Harry die. 3 | Exeante 
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1276 The Second Part 


AGS V. SGE Res 
Enter Shallow, Silence, Falftaff, Bardolph, Page, and Davy, 


Shal. FY Y Cock and Pye you fhall not away to Night. 
What, Davy, I fay. 3 
Fal. You mutt excufe me, Mafter Robert Shallow. 
Shal. I will not excufe you: You fhall not be excufed, Ex- 
cufes fhall not be admitted: There 1s no excufe fhall ferve: 
You fhall not be excus’d. 
Why Davy. 
Davy. Here, Sir. 


Shal. Davy; Davy, Davy, let me fee; Davy, let me fees. 


William, Cook, bid him come hither----Sir Jobs, you fhall not 
be excus’d., 

Davy. Marry, Sir, thus: Thofe Precepts cannot be ferv’d; 
and again, Sir, fhall we fow the head-land with Wheat 2 

Shal. With red Wheat, Davy. But, for William, Cook; are 
there no young Pidgeons? 

Davy. Yea, Sir. 

Here is now the Smith’s Note for Shooing, 
And Plough-Ifrons. 

Shal. Let it be caft, and paid----Sir Fohn, you fhall not 
be excus'd. 

Davy. Sir, a new link to the Bucket muft needs be had. 
And, Sir, do you mean to {top any of William’s Wages about 
the Sack he loft the other day at Hinckley Fair 2 

Shal. He fhall anfwer it. 

Some Pigeons, Davy, a couple of fhort-legy’d Hens ; ajoint 
of Mutton, and any pretty little tiny Kickfhaws, tell William 
Cook. | i 

Davy. Doth the Man of War ftay all Night, Sir? 

Shal. Yes, Davy. 

Twill ufe him well. A Friend i’th’ Court is better than.a 
Penny in Purfe. Ufehis Men weil, Davy, for they are arrant 
Knaves, and will back-bite. 

Davy. No worfe than they are bitten, Sir; for they have 

marvellous foul Linnen. 


Shal. Well conceited, Davy. About thy bufinefs, Davy 
Davy. 


=> 
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Davy. 1 befeech you, Sir, 

To countenance Wihiam Vifor ot Woncot, again{t Clement Perkes 
of the Hill. 

Shal. Vhere are many Complaints, Davy, againft that Vi/or, 
that Vifor isan arrant Knave, on my knowledge. 

Davy. | grant your Worfhip that he is a Knave, Sir; but 
yet, Heaven forbid, Sir, but a Knave fhould have fome coun- 
tenance at his Friends requeft. An honeft Man, Sir, is able 
to {peak for himfelf, when a Knave is not. I have ferv’d your 
Worthip truly, Sir, thefe eight years; and if I cannot once 
or twice,in a Quarter bear out a Knave againft an honeft Man, 
I have but a very little credit with your Worfhip, The 
Knave ts:mine honeft Friend, Sir, therefore, I befeech your 
Worthip, let him be countenanc’d, 

Shal. Go too, 

I fay he fhall have no Wrong: Look about, Davy. 
Where are you, Sir John? Come, off with your Boots. 
Give me your Hand, Mafter Bardolph. 

Bard, I am glad to fee your Worthip. 

Shal. \ thank thee, with all my Heart, kind Mafter Bar- 
dolph, and welcome, my tall Fellow: [To the Page. 
Come, Sir Fohx. 

Fal. Vil follow you, good Mafter Robert Shallow. Bar- 
dolph, look to out Horfes. If I were faw’d into Quantities, 
I fhould make four dozen of {uch bearded Hermites Staves, 
as Mafter Shallow. It is a wonderful thing to fee the fem- 
blable Coherence of his Mens Spirits and his: They, by ob- 
ferving of him, do bear themfelves like foolith Juftices: He, 
by converfing with them, isturn’d intoa Juftice-like Serving- 
man, Their Spirits are fo married in Conjun@tion with the 
Participation of Society, that they flock together in confent 
like fo many Wild-Geefe, If ¥ had a fuit to Mafter Shal- 
‘ow, I would humour his Men with the imputation of being 
Near their Mafter. If to his Men, I would curry with Ma- 
fer Shallow, that no Man could better Command his Ser- 
vants, It is certain, that either wife bearing or ignorant Car- 
nage is caught, as Men take Difeafes, one of another: There- 
fore let Men ‘take heed of their Company. I will devife 
Matter enough out of this Shallow to keep Prince Henry in 
continual Laughter, the wearing out of fix Fafhions, which 
sfour Terms, or two Aions, and he {hall laugh with /z- 

— tervallums. 
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127 4 The Second Part 


‘ervallums.. O, it is much that a Lie with a flight Gath; 
and a Jeft witha fad Brow, will do with a Fellow that ne- 
ver had the Ache in his Shoulders. O you fhall fee him 
laugh, "till his Face be like a wet Cloak ill laid up. 
Shal. Sir Fo bite 
Fal, I come, Matter Shallow; 1 come; Malter Shallow, 
| Exennt; 


Pewee  besped 


8. ae NE ee ae 
Enter the Earl of Warwick and the Lord Chief Fuftices 


War. How now, my Lord Chief Juftice; whither away? 
Ch. ‘fufit. How doth the King? 
War. Exceeding well: His Cares} 
Are now all ended. 
Ch. Fuft. 1 hope not dead. 
War. He’s walk'd the way of Nature, 
And, to our Purpofes, he lives no more. 
Ch. Fuft. I would his Majefty had call’d me with him 
he Service that I truly did his Life 
Hath left me open to all Injuries. 
War. Indeed I think the young King loves you not. 
Ch. Fut. 1 know he doth not, and do arm my {elf 
To welcome the condition of the Time, 
Which cannot look more hideoufly upon me, 
Than I have drawn it in my fantafie. 
Enter Lord John of Lancefter, Gloucefter and Clarences 
War. Here comes the heavy iffue of dead Harry: 
O, that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worft of thefe three Gentlemen: 
How many Nobles then fheuld hold their Places, 
That mutt ftrike fail to Spirits of vile fort? 
Ch. Fut. Alas, I fear all will be over-turn’d: 
Lan. Good morrow, Coufin Warwick, good mortows 
Glo, Clar. Good morrow, Coutin. 
Lan. We meet like Men that had forgot to {peak 
War. We do remember; but our Argument 
Is all coo heavy to admit much talk. | 
Lan. Well, peace be with him that hath made us heavys 
Ch. Fuft. Peace be with us, left we be heavier i 
bG4 
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ek Glo. O, good my Lord, you have loft a Friend indeed: Li ! i 
Wh And, Ste {wear, you borrow not that Face ‘ | 
I Of feeming Sorrow, it is fure your own. hy I 
] Lan Tho no Man be affur’d what Grace to find 4 


You ftand in coldeft E xpec tation. 
I am the forrier, would ’twere otherwife. 
Cla. Well, you muft now fpeak Sir Fohx 7 ae fair, 
Which {wims againft your ftream of Quality. 
Ch. ‘Fuft. Sweet Princess wh at I did, I did in honour, 
Led by th’ Imperial Condu& of my Soul; 
And never fhall you fee that I will beg 
A ragged and foreftall’d Remiffion. 
If Troth and SEASES Innecency fail me, 
Pil to the King, my Matter, thatis dead, 
And tell him who hath fent me after him. 
War. Here comes the Prince. 
Enter Prince Henry. 
Ch. Fuft. Good morrow, and Heav’n fave your Majelty. 
P. Henry. Uhis new and gorgeous Garment, Majefty, 
af Sits not fo eafie on me as you think. 
B > Seagae you mix your Sadnefs with fome Fear; 
is is the Exglifb, not the Turki fb Court: 
‘dl Not Amurah an Amurah facceeds, 
| Harry, Harry. Yet be fad, good Brothers, 
» to {peak truth, it very well becomes you: 
sorrow fo Ro fally in you appears, 
Chat I will deeply put the fafhion on, 
ri A And wear it inmy Heart. Why then be fad, 
ut entertain no more of it, good Brothers, 
Ta ajoint-burthen laid upon us all. 
tor me, by Heav'n, I bid you be affur’d, 
#1] be your Father and your Brother tco? 
Let me but bear your I Love, I'll eat your Cares; 
Sut weep that Harry’s dead, and fo will I. 
But Harry lives, that eat convert thofe T ears 
By number , into hours of Happinefs. 
Lan. ec. We hope no other from your Majefty. 
d totem ry. ¥¢ ua sng ook ftra wely on me; and you moft. 
mare, think, affur'd I love you not. [ To she Ch, Fuft- 
Ch. F a Tam matte d, if I be meafur'd rightly, 


Lf, 
J? 
dajefty hath no juft caufe to hate me. 
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1280 The Second Part 


P. Henry. No! How might a Prince of my great Hopes 
So great Indignities you laid upon me 2 ! [forget 
What! Rate! Rebuke! and roughly fend to Prifon 
Th’ immediate Heir of England! Was this eafie? 

May this be wafh’d in Lethe, and forgotten 

Ch. Fujt. 1 then did ufe the Perfon of your Father; 
The Image of his Power lay then in me, 
And, inth’Adminiftration of his Law, 
Whiles I was bufie for the Common-wealth, 
Your Highnefs pleafed to forget my Place, 
The Majeity and Power of Law and Jattice, 
The Image' of the King, whom I prefented, 
And ftruck me in my very Seatof Judgment: 
Whereon, as an Offender to your Father, 

I gave bold way to my Authority, | 
And did commit you. If the Deed were lJ, 


Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 


To have a Son, fet your Decrees at naught ¢ 

To pluck down Juftice from your awful Bench? 
To trip the courfe of Law, and blunt thie Sword ©, 
That guards the peace and fafety of your Perfon ¢ © 
Nay, more, to fpurn at your mott Royal Image, 
And mock your workings ina fecond Body ¢ 
Queftion your Royal Thoughts, make the cafe yours; 
Be now the Father, and propofe a Son: 

Hear your own Dignity fo much prophan’d, 

See your moft dreadful Laws fo loofely flighted 5 
Behold your felf fo by a Son difdain’a 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

Andin your Power foft-filencing your Son: 

After this cold confiderafice, fentence me ; * 

And, as you area King, {peak in your State, 

What I have done that misbecame my Place, 

My Perfon, or my Liege’s Sovereignty. 

P. Henry, You are right Juftice, and you weigh this well; 
Therefore {till bear the Ballance, and the Sword: 
And I do wifh your Honéurs may increafe, 
*Till you do live to fee a Son of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did: 

So fhall I live to fpeak my Father’s words. 
Happy am I, that have a Man fo bold, 


a 
i 


That 


; 


oO. 
a 


of King Henry IV. i 2 


That dares do Juftice on my proper Son; 

And no lefs happy having fuch a Son, 

That would deliver. up his greatnefs fo 

Into the hands of Juftice. You did commit me; 

For which I do commit into your Hand 

Th’ unftained Sword that you have us’d to bear, 

With this Remembrance, that you ufe the fame 

With the like bold, juft and Impartial Spirit 

As you have done ’gainft me. There js my Hand); 
You fhall be as a Father tomy Youth; 

My Voice fha!l found as you do prompt mine Ear; 

And [ will ftoop and humble my Intents 

To your well practis’d wife Directions. 

And Princes all, believe me, I befeech you; 

My Father is gore wild into his Grave; 

(Forin his Tomb lye my A ffeétions) 

And, with his Spirit, fadly I furvive, 

To mock the Expectations of the World: 

To fruftrate Prophefies, and to race out 

Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me dows 

After my feeming. ‘The tide of Blood in me 

Math proudly flow’d in Vanity *till now. 

Now doth it turn and ebb back to the Sea; 

Where it fhall mingle with the ftate of Floods, 

And flow henceforth in forma! Majelty. 

Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 

And fet us chufe fuch Limbs of noble Counfel 

That the great Body of our State may £0 
In equal rank with the beft govern’d Nations 
That War or Peaee, or both at once, may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us, 
fn which you, Faker, thall have formoft Ea 
| | To Lord Chief Fuftice, 
Our Coronation done, we will accite 
C(AsI before remembred ) all our Stare, 
And (Heaven configning to my good Intents) 


, . } : ; 7 
No Prince, nor Peer, fhall have juft caufe to lay; 


aven fhorten Harry's happy life one day. | Exenurs 
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1132 the Second Part 


c-Ce N Ee 
Enter Falftaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, Page, and Davy. 


Shal. Nay, you fhall fee mine Orchard, where in an Ar- 
bor we will-eat a laft Years Pippin of my own grafting, with 
a Dith of Carraways, and fo forth : Come, Coufin Silence; 
and then to Bed. 

Fal, You have herea goodly dwelling, and a rich, 

Shal, Barren, barren, barren: Beggars all, beggars all, Sir 
Fobn: Marry, good Aur. Spread Davy, fpread Davy: Well 
faid, Davy. 

Fal. This Davy ferves you for good ufess he is your Ser- 
vingman, and your Husbandman. 

Shal. A good Varlet, a good Varlet, a very good Varlet, 
Sir John: I have drank too much Sack at Supper. A good 
Vailet. Now fit down, now fit down: Come, Coufin, 

Sil, Ah, Sirrah, quoth-a, 

We hall do nothing but eat, and make good Ghears [ Singing. 
And praife Heaven for the merry Year; 

When Flefh is cheap and Females dears 

And lufty Lads roam here and there; 

So merrily, ana ever among fo merrily, &C. 

Fal. There’s a merry Heart, good Matter Silence. Ul 
drink your health for that anon. 

Shal, Good Matter Bardelph: Some wine, Dav) 

Davy. Sweet Sir; fits Pil be with you anon; moft {weet 
Sir, fit. Mafter Page, fit: Good Mafter Page, fit: Proface. 
What you want in Meat well have in Drink; but you bears 
the Heart’s all. ; 

Shal. Be merry, Mafter Bardolph, and my little Soldier 
there, be merry- 

sil. [Singing.| Be merry, be merry, my Wife has all, 

For Women are Shrews, both fhort and tall 5 | 

°Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wag aul; 

And welcome, merry Shrovetide. 

Be merry, be merry. 

Fal, I did not think Mafter Silence had been a Man of this 
Mettle. 

cil, Who I2 I have been merry twice and once e’er NoWe 

Dav. There is a difh of Leather-coats for you. | 

Shal, Davys : ae | Dave 
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4 

Dav. Your Worthip----I’ll be with you fireight. A Cup 
of Wine, Sir. 

Sil. |Singing.] 4 Cup of Wine, 

That’s brisk and fine, 
And drink unto the Leman mines 
And a merry Eeart lives long-a. 

Fal, Well faid, Matter Silexzce, 

Sil, If we thall be merry, now comes in the [weet of the 
Night. 

Fal. Health and long Life to you, Mafter Silence. 

Sil, Fill the Cup, and let it come. [’ll pledge you, were’t 
a mile to the bottom. 

Shal. Honeft Bardolph, welcome ; if thou want’ {t any 
thing and wilt not call, bethrew thy Heart. Welcome my 
little tyny thief, and welcome indeed too: I'll drink to Ma- 
{ter Bardolph, and to all the Cavileroes abour Lozdon. 

Dav. I hope to fee Lavdox, once e’er I d ye. 

Bard. If | might fee you there, Davy. 

Shal. You'll crack a Quart together? Ha, will you 
Matter Bardolph? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, ina pottle Pot. 

Shal. Y thank thee; the Knav. will fick by thee; I can 
aflure thee that. He will not our, he 3s true bred. 

Bard. And I'll fick by him, Sir. 

Shal. Why, there {poke a King: Lack nothing, be merry. 
Look, who’s at Door there, ho: Whoknocks ? 

Fal. Why now you have done me right. 

Sib [Singing. ] Do me right, and dnb me Knight, Samingo, 
Is’t not fo 2 3 
Fal. ’Tis fo. 
Sil. Is't? Why then fay.an old Man can do fomewhat, 


, Dav. If it pleafe your Worfhip there’s one Pi/tol come 
from the Court with News. 


Fal. From the Court? Let him come, 
Exter Piftol. 


~ + 


Hoi 3 


How now, Piffel 2 
Pift. Sir Fobn, fave yous Sir 
Fal, What Wind blew you hither, Piffol? 
Pit. Not the ill Wind which blows none to eood, fiect 


; 4 > . : 
bight: Thou art now one of -the greatelt Mien in the 


Realm, 
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1284 The Second Part 


Si/, Indeed, I think he be, but Goodman Puff of Barfow ; 
Pift. Puff? puff in thy teeth, moft recreant Coward bafe, 
Sir Fohn, 1 am thy Piéfol, and thy Friend; _helter skelter 
have I rodeto thee, and tydings do I bring, and lucky joys, 
and golden Times, and happy News of price. 


mAs 


Fal. I prithee now deliver them, like a Man of this World, il 
Pit. A footra for the World, and Worldings bafe, mi | 
I {peak of Africa, and Golden foys. ) “ 


Fal. O bale Affyriax Knight, whatis thy News? 
Let King Covitha know the truth thereof. 
Sil, And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and Fohn. 
Pift. Shall dunghil Curs confront the Helicon? 
And fhall good News be bafll’d? 
Then Piffel lay thy head in Fury’s lap. 
Shal. Honeft Gentleman 
I know not your breeding. 
Pif. Whry then lament therefore. 
Shal. Give me pardon, Sir. 
If, Sir, you come with News from the Court, I take it, 
there is but two ways, either to utter them, or to conceal 
them. Jam Sir, under the King; in fome Authority. 
Pift. Under which King? 
Bexonian, {peak, or dye. 
Shal. Under King Harry, | 
Pift. Harry the Fourth? or Fifth? m 
Shal. Harry the Fourth. at 
Pift. A footra for thine Of fice. nt 
Sir Fohn, thy tender Lamb-kin now is Kings 
Harry the Fifth’s the Man, I fpeak the truth. 
When Piffol lies, do this, and fig-me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 
Fal. What, is the old King dead? “I 
Piff. As nail in door, 
The things I {peak are juft. in 
Fal, Away Bardolf, faddle my Horfe, ny 
Mafter Robert Shallow, chufe what Office thou wilt tn 
In the Land, ’tis thine. Péfol, I will double charge thee a 
With Dignities. ‘at 
Bard. O joyful day! 
I would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. rif 
Hts 
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Pift. What? I do bring good News. 

Fal. Carry Matter Silence to Bed: Matter Shalloy, my 
Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortune’s Steward. 
Get on thy Boots, we'll ride all Night. Ob, fweet Piffol; 
away Bardolph: Come, Piffol, utter more to me; and, with I, 
devife fomething to do thy felf good, Boot, boot, Matter 
Shallow, Iknow the young King isfick for me. Let us take 
any Man’s Horfes: The Laws of Exgland are at my Com- 
mandment. Happy are they which have been my Friends; 
and wo unto my Lord Chief Jattice. 

Pift, Let Vultures vile feize on his Lungs alfo: 

Where is the Life that late I led, fay they ? 
Why here it is, welcome thofe pleafant Days. | Exeunt, 


SG ea 
Enter Hofte/s Quickly, Doll Tear-fheet and Beadles. 


Hofte/s. No, thou arrant Knave, I wouldI might die, that 
I might have thee hang’d; thou haft drawn my Shoulder out 
of joynt. 

Bead. The Conftables have deliver’d her over to me; and 
the hall have whipping Cheer enough, I warrant her. There 
hath been a Man or two, lately, kill’d about her. 

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie: Come on, I'll tellthee 
what, thou damn’d Tripe-vifag’d Rafcal, if the Child I now 
go with do mifcarry, thou had{t better thou hadft ftrook 
thy Mother, thou Paper-fac’d Villain. 

fet, © that Sir Fohn were come, he would make this a 
bloody day to fome bedy. But I would the Fruit of her 
Womb might mifcarry. 

Bead. If it do, you fhall have a dozen of Cufhions a- 
gain, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you both 
£0 with me, for the Man is dead that you and Piffol beat a- 
Mong you, | 

Dol. Vl tell thee what, thou thin Man in a Cenfor ; I 
will have you as foundly fwing’d for this, you blue-bottl’d 


Rogue ; you filthy famifh’d Corre@tioner, if you be not, 


fwing’d I'll forfwear half Kirtles. 
Bead. Come, come, you fhe-Knight-arrant, come. 
X 3 Hof, 
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1286 the Seconda Part 


Hoff. ©, that right Trould thus o’ercome might. Well,, 
of fufferance comes eafe. bi 
Dol. Come, you Rogue; come; a 
Bring me to a Juftice. 
Hoft. Yes, come, you ftarv'd Blood-houud. 
Dol, Goodman Death, Goodman Bones. 
Hoff, Thou Anatomy, thou. 
Dol. Come, you thin Thing : 
Come, you Raical. 


, 


Bead. Very well. 


gay EN Eo . 


Enter two Grooms. i 





ee 
p Ex cunt. 


1 Groom. More Rufhes, more Rufhes. 

3 Groom. The Trumpets have founded twice. 

1 Groom, It will be twoof the Clock ¢’er they come from 
the Coronation. | Exeunt Grooms. 
Ener Falftaff, Shallow, Piftol, Bardolph and Page. 

Fal. Stand here by me; Matter Robert Shallow, 1 will 
make the King do you Grace: I will lear upon him as he 
comes by, and do but mark the Countenahce that he will 

ive me. 

Piffol. Blefs thy Lungs, good Knight. 

Eal, Come here, Piftol, ftand behind me. ©, if I had 
had time to have made tew Liveries, I would have beftow'd 
the thoufand pound Ibortow'd of you. But it is no matter, 
this poor fhew doth better; this doth infer the zeal I had ta 
fee him. 

Shal. It doth fo. | 

Fal. It fhews my earneftnefs in Affection. 

Piff. It doth fo. 

Fal. My Devotier. 

Pift, It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. As it were to ride day and night, 

And not to deliberate, not to remember, 1 
Not to have patience to fhift me. ‘ 
Shal. It is moft certain. 


Fal. 





of King Henry IV, 1287 


Fal; But.to ftand ftained with Travel] and Sweating with 
defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elfe, putting all Af- 
fairs in oblivion, as if there were nothing elfe to be done bur 
to fee him, 

Pift. “Tis femper idem; for ab/que hoc nihil eff. °Tis all 
in every Part. 

Shal. ’Tis fo indeed, 

Pift..My Knight, I will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. Thy Do/, and Helex of thy noble Thoughts 
as in bafe Durance and contagious Prifon; hall’d thither by 
moft mechanical and dirty Hands. Rowze up Revenge from 
Ebon Den, with fell Aletto’s Snake, for Do/’s in. Piffol {peaks 
nought but troth. 

Fal. 1 will deliver her. 

Pift, There roar’d the Sca; and Trumpet Clangour 
founds, 

The Trumpets found. Enter King Henry the Fifth, bisBrothers, 
andthe Lord Chief Fuftice. 

Fal, Save thy Grace, King Hal, my Royal Hai. 

Pit. The Heavens thee guard and keep, moft Royal Imp 
of Fame. 

Fal. Save thee, my {weet Boy. 

King, My Lord Chief Juftice {peak to that vain Man, 

Ch, Faft. Have you your Wits? 

Know you what ’tis you {peak 2 

Fal, My King, my Fove, I {peak to thee, my Heart, 

King. [know thee not, old Man: Fall to thy Prayers: 
How ill white Hairs become. a Foo! and Jefter ! 

[ have long dream’d of fuch a kind of Man, 
50 furfeit-fwell’d, fo old, and fo prophane; 
But, being awake, I do defpife my Dream. 
Make lefs thy Body, hence, and more thy Grace, 
Leave gormandizing. Know, the Grave doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider than for other Men. 
Reply not to me with a Fool-born Jelt ; 
Prefume not that F am the thing I was, 
For Heaven doth know, fo fhall the World perceive, 
That I have. turn’d away my former felf, 
So will I thofe that kept me Company. 
When thou doft hear Iam as I have been, 
X 4 


4 


OR GP 6 GE — 6 a Eb, BE EE 6 GE - 2  BER  -2* 





be 


er 


~~ ¢ — he ete + bee 


“=r 


-_<— 


¥ 
Vs, 
¥ 
v 
v 
¥ 
. > 
\ 
1 
\ 
» 
. 
= 
v 
D4 
\ 
f 
bY 
- 
Sm 


aan” 


~S 


= 


OME -Hr 


< eet 
— 


; e.- 


Approach 
















































E 7 ete 


— _— > es > ~~ a om ae . > . 5 ee > Ks, “ 
2 eS SS Ser 7 eS Sa ee = ¥ 
oe SS = ‘er es ae xe = se 
oS = —— — == mans ~~ - = + Se 
x a > : <i -. — _ = — 
== = = — = ees = B r? eS == = = << 
5 ee = = = —= = — = SS... = . 
« - = x ih 
a ae = : == Seeoadiers: —— = ~ 
<< a ee Se —. > 
C3 a ashe a aS. we a5 ~. iF 
= => Sane > 3 x pe a. =a, —_ = at. . 
= > - - * = 
> : * = ane oe 
: ‘S — i. = ~ wy 
~ \ 





LL OE —- 
; = c SS a = 
—— —— 
= = ao? ~- - aa =. 
ee ee SS 


ei eee 

—— —- 
== 
= 





3288 The Second Part 

Approach me, and thou fhalt be as thou waft, | h 
The tutor and the feeder of my Riots; ) 
*Till then I banifh thee, on pain of Death, l 
As I have done the reft of my Mifs-leaders, hI 
Not to come near our Perfon by ten mile. 
For competence of Lifel will allow you, I 
That lack of Means enforce you not to Evil: t 
And, as we hear you do redeem your felves, th 
We will, according to our Strength and Qualities, I 
Give you Advancement. Be it your Charge, my Lord, it 


To fee perform’d the tenure of our Word, Set on. 
| | | Exit King. 
Fal. Matter Shallow, I owe you a thoufand pound. 
Shal. Ay marry, Sir Fobn, which I befeech you to let me 
have home with me. 
Fal. That can hardly be, Mr. Shallow. Do not you grieve 
at this; I fhall be fent for in private to him: Look you, he 
muft feem thus to the World. Fear not your Advancement, 
I will be the Man yet that fhall make you Great. 
Shal. T cannot well perceive how, unlefs you would give 
me your Doublet and ftuff me out with Straw. I befeech 
you, good Sir Fehn, let me have five hundred of my 
thoufand. | 
Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word. This, that you 
heard, was but a colour. 
Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in, Sir Fohw. 
Fal. Fear no Colours, go with me to Dinner = 
Come Lieutenant Piffol, come Bardolph, 
I fhall be fent for foon at Night. 
Ch. Fuft. Go carry Sir Fohn Falftaff to the Fleet, 
Take all his Company along with him. 
Fal. My Lord, my Lord. 
Ch. Fuft. E cannot now fpeak, I will hear you foon. 
Take them away. 
Pift. Si fortuna me tormento, [pera me contento. | Exeum. 
Manet Lancafter, and Chief Fuftice. 
Lan. ¥ like this fair proceeding of the King’s, 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall be very well provided for; 
But are banith’d, “till their Converfations 
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EPILOGUE 


Irft, my Fear; then, my Courtefie; laft, my Speech. My 
A. Fear is your Difpleafure; my Courtefic, my Duty; and my 
Speech, to beg your Pardons. If youlook for a good Speech now, 
you undo me; for what Ihave to fay is of mine own making, 
and what, indeed, I fhould fay, will, d doubt, prove mine own 
Marring. But, to the Purpofe, and fo to the Venture. Bett 


to you, as it is very well, I was lately here in tne end 


RHOWNH 
of 4 difpleafing Play, to pray your Patience for it, ana to pro 
mife you a better; I did mean, indeed, to pay you with this, 
which tf, like an ill Venture, it come unluckily home, I breaks 
and you, my gentle Creditors, lofeé. Herel promifed youl would 
be, ana here commit my Body to your MMercies : Bate me fome, 
ana I will pay you [ome, Aud, as moft Debtors do, promifé 
you infinitely. 

If my Tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will you coms 
mand me to ule my Legs? And yet that were but light Payment, 
to Dance out of your Debt: But a good Con{cience will mare 
any poffible Satisfattion, and fo will I, All the Gentlewomen 
here have forgotten me; if the Gentlevomen will not, then the 
Gentlemen do uot agree with the Gentlewomen, which WAS Nes 
ver fecn before in [uch an Afjembly. ; 

One word more, I befeech you ; if you be not too much cloid 
with fat Meat, our humble Author will continue the Story, 
with Sir John in it, and make you merry with fair Katherine 
of France; where, for any thing I kuow, Falftaff /ball die of 
a Sweat, unlefs already he be kill’d with your hard Opimuns: 
For Oldcaitle died a Martyr, and this is not the Mam My 
Tongue is weary, when my Legs are too; I will bid you good 
Night, and fo kneel down before you ; but indecd to pray for 
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Dramatis Perfone. 


ING Henry the Fifth, 
‘Duke of Gloucefter, 

‘Duke of Bedford, 

‘Duke of Clarence; 


: 1} 
ard F rere, r Unkles to the King. 
Earl of Salisbury. 
Earl of Weftmorland. 
Earl of Warwick. 
Arch-Bifhop of Canterbury. 
Bifhop of Ely. 


at : g oa Con/pirators againft the 


S7r Thomas Grey, Reng 
Szr Thomas Erpingham, 


?} 
Gower, 
F ‘ luellen, ° 





Brothers to the King. 


Officers in King Hen- 


Mackmotris, ry’s Army. 





( Formerly Servants to Falttaft, now Sol- 
diers in the King’s Army. 


Court, Soldiers. 
Williams, | 


Charles 
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PROLOGUE 


for 4 Mdufe of Fire, that would afcend 

. The brighteft Heav'n of Invention, 
4 Kingdom for a Stage, Princes to att, 
And Monarchs to behold the {welling Scene, 
Then fhould the Warlike Harry, like him{elf, 
Affume the Port of Mars, and at his Heels, 
Leafbt in, like Hounds, fhould Famine, Sword, and Fire 
Grouch for Employments, But pardon, Gentles all, 
The flat unr aifed Spirits that hath dard, 
Ox this unworthy Scaffold, to bring forth 
So great an Objett.. Can this Cock-Pit hold 
The vafty Field of France? Or may we cram 
Within this Wooden QO, the very Caskes 
That did affright the Air at Agincoutt2 
O pardon; fince a crovked Figure may 
LAtteft in little place a Million, 
And let us, Cyphers to this great Accompt, 
Ox your imaginary Forces work. 
Suppofe within the Girdle of thefe Walls 
Are now counfin'd tvo mighty Adouarchies, 
Whofe high, upsreared, and abutting Fronts, 
The perillous narrow Ocean parts afunder. 
Piece out our Imperfections with your Thoughts : 
Into 4 thoufand Parts divide one Maz, 
And make imaginary Puifjance. 
Thisk, when we talk of Horfes, that you fee them 
Printing their proud Hoofs i'th’ receiving Earth : 
For ‘tis your Thoughts that now muff deck our Kingsy 
Carry them here and there; jumping o'er Times ; 
Turning th’ accompli fbment of many Years 
Into an Hour-glafs; for the which [upply, 
Admit me Chorus to this Hiftory ; 
Who Pralogue-like, your humble Patience pray; 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge our Pla Ve 
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Enter the Arch-Bifbop of Canterbury, and Bifbop 
PE “ly. 


Arch-Bifbop of CANTERBURY. 
essa! Y Lord, I'l tell you, that felf Bill is ung’d, 
Yes 67) Which in th’ eleventh Year o’th’ Jatt iking’s 
a Reign 
Was like, and had indeed againft us paft, 

} But that the {cambling and “unquiet time 

' Did 9 it out of farther Queftion. 
Ely, But how, my Lord, fhall we refift it ‘now? 
Cant. It mult be ‘ie ueht on: If it pafs againft us, 

We lofe the better part of our Poffeffion: 

For all the Temporal Lands, which me n devout 

By Teftament have given to the Chu 

Would they ftrip from us; being valu rd IMIS, 

As much as would maintain, to the King’s dionour, 

Full fifteen Earls, and fifteen sceiak 3 kK cal 

Six thoufand and two hundred good Efquires: 
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1296 The LIFE of 


And to relief of Lazars, and weak Age 
OF indigent faint Souls, paft corporal Toil, 
A hundred Alms-houfes, right well fupply’d; 
And to the Coffers of the King, befide, 
A thoufand pound by th’ Year. Thus runs the Bill; 
Ely. This would drink deep. 
Cant. *Twould drink the Cup aiid all. 
Ely. But what prevention ¢ | 
Cant. The King is full of grace, and fair regard. 
Ely. Anda true Lover of the Holy Church, 
Cant. The courfes of his Youth promis’d it not; 
The breath no fooner left his Father’s Body; 
But that his Wildnefs mortify’d in him, 
Seem’d to die too; yea at that very moment, 
Confideration; like an Angel, came, 
And whipt th offending Adam out of him, 
Leaving his Body as a Paradife, 
T’ invelope and contain Celeftial Spirits. 
Never was fuch a fudden Scholar made: 
Never came Reformation in a Flood 
With fuch a heady current, fcowring Faults: 
Nor never Hydra-headed Wilfulnefs 
So foon did lofe his Seat, and all at once, 
As in this King. 
Ely. We are bleffed in the Change. 
Cant. Hear him but reafon in Divinity, 
And all-admiring, with an inward wifh 
You would defire the King were made a Prelate. 
Hear him debate of Commonwealth Affairs; 
You would fay, it hath been all in all his Study: 
Lift his Difcourfe of War, and you fhall hear 
A fearful Battel rendred you in Mufick. 
Turn him to any Caufe of Policy, 
The Gordian Knot of it he will unloofe, 
Familiar as his Garter; then when he fpeaks, 
The Air, a Charter’d Libertine, is ftill, 
And the mute Wonder lurketh in Mens Ears, 
To fteal his fweet and honied Sentences: 
So that the Art and praCtick Part of Life 
Mutt be the Miftrefs to his Theorique. 
Which is a wonder how his Grace thould glean it, 
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King Henry V. 1297 


Since his Addi@ion was to courfes vain, 
Fits Companies unletter’d, rude, and fhallow, 
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His Hours fill'd up with Riots, Banquets, Sports ; 
And never noted in him any ftudy, 

Any retirement, any fequeftration 

From open Haunts and Popularity, 

Ely, The Strawberry grows underneath the Nettle, 
And wholfom Berries thrive and ripen beft, 
Neighbour’d by Fruit of bafer quality: 

And fo the Prince obfcur'’d his € ‘ontemplation 
Under the vail of Wildnefs; which, no doubt, 
Grew like the Summer Grafs, fafteft by Night, 
Unfeen, yet crefcive in his Faculty, : 

Cant. It muft be fo; fer Miracles are ceas’d: 
And therefore we muft needs admit the Means, 
How things are perfected, 

Ely, But, my good Lord + 
How now for mitigation of this Bill, 

Urg’d by the Commons? Doth his Majefty 
Incline to it, or no2 

Cant. He feems indifferent: 

Or rather f waying more upon our Part, 
Than cherifhing th’exhibiters again{t us: 
For I have made an offer to his Majefty, 
Upon our Spiritual Convocation, 

And in regard of Caufes now in hand, 

hich I have open’d to his Grace_at large, 
As touching France, to Pive a greater Sum 

han ever at one time the Clergy yet 
Did to his Predeceffors part withal. 

Ely, How did this Offer feem receiv’d, my Lord? 
: Cant. With good acceptance of his Majelty : 
Pap that there was not time enough to hear, 

Perceiv'd his Grace would fain have done, 
€ feverals and unhidden Paflages 
is true Titles to fome certain Dukedoms, 
And generally, to the Crown and Seat of France, 
etiv'd from Edward, his great Grandfather. 
Ely, What was th’impediment that broke this off 2 
C Cant, The French Ambaffador upon that inftant 
rav'd Audience; and the Hour I think is come, 
Vou, III. Y Te 
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1298 The LIFE of 


To give him hearing, Is it four a Clock? 

Ely, It 1S. 

Cant. Then go we in to know his Embaflie : 
Which I could with a ready guefs declare, 
Before the Frenchman {peaks a Word of it. eg 

Ely. Vl wait upon you, and I long to hear it. [ Exennt, 
Enter King Henry, Gloucefter, Bedford, Clarence, Warwick, 

Weftmorland, awd Exeter. 

K. Henry. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury? 

Exe. Not here in prefence. 

K. Elenry. Send for him, good Uncle. 

Weft. Shall we call in the Ambaffador, my Liege? 

K. Henry. Not yet, my Coufin; we would be refolv’d, 
Before we hear him, of fome things of weight, 

That task our Thoughs, concerning us aad France. 
Enter the Arch-Bifbop of Canterbury, and Bi fbop of Ely. 

Cant. God and his Angels guard your facred Throne, 
And make you long become it. 

K. Henry. Sure we thank you. 

My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed, 

And juftly and religioufly unfold, 

Why the Law Salike, that they have in France, 

Or fhould, or fhould not bar us in our Claim. 

And God forbid, my dear and faithful Lord, 
That you fhould fathion, wreft, or bow your reading, 
Or nicely charge your underftanding Soul 

With opening Titles mifcreate, whofe right 

Sutes not in native Colours with the truth: 

For God doth know, how many now in health 

Shall drop their Blood, in approbation 

©f what your Reverence fhall incite us to. 

Therefore take heed how you impawn our Perfor, 
How you awake our fleeping Sword of War: 

We charge you in the Name of God take heed. 

For never two fuch Kingdoms did contend 

Without much. fall of Blood, whofe guilthefs drops 
Are every one, a Woe, a fore Complaint, 

°Gainft him, whofe Wrong gives edge unto the Syords, 
That make fuch wafte in brief Mortality. 
Under this Conjuration, fpeak my Lord; 
For we will hear, note, and believe in Heart, 


That 


King Henry Vy. 


‘ That what you {peak is in your Confcience watht, 
As pure as Sin with Baptifm, 
Cam, Then hear me, gracious Soveraien, and vou Peers 

sity Lhae owe your f{elyes, your Lives, and Services,” 
mn To this Imperial Throne, Vhere IS no Bar 
Lo make againft your Highnefs’ Claim to France, 
But this which they produc 


om e from P haramond, 
in terram Salicam Alulieres ve [uccedanr, 
No Woman fhal] lucceed in Salike Land: 

' Which Salike Land, the French unjuttly gloge 


‘ To be the Realm of France, and Pharamond 
™ The founder of this Law and female Bar. 
Yer their own Authors faithfully affirm, 
ri That the Land Sélike is in Germany, 
dah Between the Floods of Sala and of Elve: 
rl Th Where Charles the Great having fubdu’d the Saxons, 
There left behind and fettled certain French - 
Who holding in difdain the German Women, 
For fome difhoneft manners of their Life, 
Eftablitht then this Law: to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix jn Salike Land: 
t Which Salike, as I faid, *ewixt Elve and Sala, 
| Ts at this Day in Germany call'd AfLeifen. 
4 Then doth it Well appear; the Salike Law 
a8 not devifed for the Realm of Frances: 
Nor did the Freuc}, Poflefs the Salike Land, 
Until four hundred one and twenty Years 
h After defun@ion of King Pharamond, 
Idly fuppas’d the Founder of this Law, 

0 died within the Year ef our Redemption, 
{Four hundred twenty fix; and Charles the Great 
Subdu’d the Saxons, and did feat the French 

Beyond the River Sala, in the Year 
Eight hundred five, Befides, their Writers fay, 

dof ing P Piz, which depofed Child er iCRs 

| a ty Heir general, being defcended 
gt ithild, which was Daughter to King Clothair, 

ake Claim and Title to the Crown of France: 

gh Caper alfo, who ufurp’d the Crown 
| arles the Duke of Lorain, fole Heir-male 
tthe true Line and Stock of Charles the Great: 

Y 2 To 
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To find his Title with fome fhews of truth, h 

Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, 

Convey'd himfelf as th’ Heir to th’ Lady Lingare, 

Daughter to Charlemain, who was the Son 

To Lewis the Emperor, ana Lewis the Son 

Of Charles the Great: Alfo King Lewzs the Tenth, 

Who was fole Heir to the Ufurper Caper, 

Could not keep quiet in his Confctence, 

Wearing the Crown of France, *till fatisfy’d, 

That fair Queen J/abel, his Grandmother, 

Was Lineal of the Lady Ermengere, 

Daughter to Charles the forefaid Duke of Loratm : 

3y the which Marriage, the Line of Charles the Great 

Was re-united to the Crown of France. 

So, that as clear as is the Summer's Sun, 

King Pepin’s Title, and Hugh Capet’s Claim, 

King Lewis his Satisfaction, all appear 

‘To hold in Right and Title of the Female: 

So do the Kings of France upon this Day- 

Howbeit, they would hold up this Salike Law, 

To bar your Highneis claiming from the Female, 

And rather chufe to hide them ina Net, 

Than amply to make bare their crooked Titles, 

Ufurpt from you and your Progenitors. Claim ¢ 
K. Henry. May 1 with Right and Confcience make thls 


+ 


Cant. The Sin upon my Head, dread Soveralgn : 
For in the Book of Vumbers, it is writ, 
Whenthe Man dies, let the Inheritance 
Defcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your own, unwind your bloody Flag, 
Look back into your mighty Anceftors ; 
Go, my dread Lord, to your great Grandfire’s Tombs 
From whom you claim; invoke his Warlike Spirit, 
And your great Unkle, Edward the Black Princes 
Who on the French Ground play’da Tragedy, 


Making defeat on the full Power of France: ’ 
W hiles his moft Mighty Father on a Hills 1 


Stood fmiling, to behold his Lion’s Whelp 
Forage in Blood of French Nobility. 

O noble Exglifh, that could entertain, 

With half their Forces, the full Pride of France, 


And 
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And let another half ftand laughing by, 
And out of work, and cold for aGion. 
Ely. Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead, 
And with your puiffant Arm renew their Feats ; 
You are their Heir, you fit upon their Throne: 
The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veins; and my thrice-puiffant Liege 
Is in the very 422y-Morn ot his Youth, 
Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterprifes, 
Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Do all expect, that you fhould rouze your felf, 
As did the former Lions of your Blood. [might ; 
Weft. They know your Grace hath caufe, and means, and 
So hath your Highnefs, never King of England 
Had Nobles richer, and more loyal Subjects, 
Whole Hearts have left their Bodies here in England, 
And lye pavillion’d in the Field of Frauce. 
Cant. O let their Bodies follow, my dear Liege, 
With Blood, and Sword, and Fire, to win your Right ; 
In aid whereof, we of the Spirituality 
Will raife your Highnefs fuch a mighty Sum, 
As never did the Clergy, at one time, 
Bring in to any of your Anceftors. 
K, Henry. We mutt not only arm tinvade the Frezch, 
But lay down our Proportions, to defend 
Againft the Scot, who will make road upon us, 
With all advantages. 
Cant, They of thofe Marches, gracious Soveraign, 
Shall be a Wall fufficient to defend 
Our Inland from the pilfering Borderers. 
K. Henry, We do not mean the courfing Snatchers only, 
But fear the main intendment of the Scoe, 
Who hath been ftill a giddy Neighbour to us: 
For you fhall read, that my great Grandfather 
Never went with his Forces into Frazce, 
But that the Scor, on his unfurnifht Kingdom, 
Game pouring like a Tide into a Breach, 
ith ample and brim fulnefs of his force, 
Galling the gleaned Land with hot aflays, 


Girding with grievous Siege, Towrs and Caftles: 
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1202 the LIFE of 
T hat = ea es empty of defence, 
Hath tho Cie and trembled at th’ all Neighbourhood, 
Cant. hs th been then more boat than harm’d, my 
For hear ha ut exa impl’d by her felf, [ Liege, 
: 


When all her Chivalry hath been in France, 
Aod the a mot irning Widow of her Nobles, 
She hath her felf not only well defended, 
But taken and impounded as a Stray, 
The King of Scots; whom fhe did fend to France, 
To fall Ping Edward's Fame with Prifoner Kings, 
And make his Chronicle as rich with praife, 
As is the Ouzy bottom of the Sea 
With funken Wrack, and fum-lefs Treafurtes, 
Ely, But there’s a Say ing very old and true, 
If that joe will France win, then with Scotland firft begin. 
For once the Eagle, Exgland, being 1n prey, 
To her ungarded Neft, the W anal Scot, 
Comes fneaking, and fo fucks her Poaeey Eggs, 
Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat, 
To ee and havock more than fhe can eat. 
Exe. It follows then, the Cat mutt ftay at home: 
Yet that is but a crufh’ ‘d neceflity ; 
Since we have Locks to fafeouard Neceflaries, 
And pretty Traps to catch the petty Thieves. 
While that the armed Hand doth fight abroad, 
Th’advifed Head defends it felf at home: 
For Government, though high, and low, and lower; 
Put into parts, doth keep in one confent, 
Congreeing ina full and natural clofe, 
Like Mufick. 
Cant. Therefore doth Heav’n divide 
The ftate of Man in divers Fun@tions, 
Setting Endeavour in continual Motion: 
To which is fixed, asan Aim or Butt, 
Obedience; for fo work the Honey Bees, 
Creatures thar, by a Rule in Nature, teach 
The A& of Order to a peopled Kingdom. 
They have a King, and Officers of forts, 
Where fome like Magiftrates corre& at home: 
Others, like Merchants, venture Tradeé abroad: 
Orhers, like Soldiers aime din their ftings, 
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King Henry V. 
Make boot upon the Summer’s Velvet buds: 
Which Pillage, they with merry march bring home 
To the Tent-Royal of their Emperor: 
Who bufied in his Majefty, furveys 
The finging Mafon building Roofs of Gold, 
The civil Citizens kneading up the Honey; 
The poor Mechanick Porters, crowding in 
Their heavy Burthens at his narrow Gates 
The fad-ey’d Juftice, with his furly hum, 
Delivering o’er to Executors pale 
The lazy yawning Drone, I this infer, 
That many things having full reference 
To one confent, may work contrarioufly 
As many Arrows loofed feveral ways 
Cometoone mark; asmany ways meetin one Town, 
As many frefh Streams meet in one falt Sea; 
As many Lines clofe in the Dial’s center; 
So may a thoufand ACions once a-foot, 
And in one purpofe, and be all well born 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Divide your happy Exgland into four, 
Whereof, take you one quarter into Fraxce, 
And you withal fhall make all Gallia thake, 
If we with thrice fuch Powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own Doors from the Dog, 
Let us be worried; and our Nation lofe 
The name of hardinefs and Policy. 


K. Henry. Call in the Meflengers fent from the Dauphin. 


Now are we all refolv’d, and by God’s help 

And yours, the noble Sinews of our Power ; 

France being ours, we'll bend it to our Awe, 

Or break it all to pieces. Or there we'll fit, 

Ruling in large and ample Empery;, 

Over France, and al} her, almoft, Kingly Dukedoms, 
Or lay thefe Bones in an unworthy Urn, 

Tomblefs, with no remembrance over them; 

Either our Hiftory fhall with full Mouth 

Speak freely of our Ads, or elfe our Grave, 

Like Turkifb Mute, thall have a Tonguelefs Mouth, 
Not worfhipt with a waxen Epitaph. 
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Enter Ambafladors of France. 
i Now are we well prepar’d to know the pleafure 
| Of our fair Coufin Dazphin; for we hear, 
i Your Greeting is from him, not from the King. 
Ae aE a Amb, May tpleafe your Majefty to giveus leave 
CLAIR BIE CAE | i Freely to render what we have in Charge: 
a Tle Or fhall we {paringly fhew yeu far off 

hie A ie The Dazphin’s Meaning, and our Embaflie. 
Milks 6s ti ee a K. Henry. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 
ig A Ta Unto whofe Grace our Paffion is as fubje@, 
ten As are our Wretches fetter’d in our Prifons: 
Waa p herefore with frank and with uncurbed plainefs, 
Tell us the Dazphin’s Mind, 

Amb, Thus then in few. 
You Highnefs, lately fending into France, 
Did claim fome certain Dukedoms, in the right 
Of your great Predeceflor,King Edward the Third. 
In anfwer of which Claim, the Prince our Mafter 

ee Says that you Savour too much of your Youth, 

er aa | And bids yoube advis’d: There’s nought in France 

f ‘That can be with a nimble Galliard won; 
dite? 4 You cannot revel into Dukedoms there: 

ie le ceils He therefore fends you, mecter for your Spirit, 
ie ae This Tun of Treafure; and in lieu of this, 

a Defires you let the Dukedoms that you claim 
Hear no more of you. This the Daphin {peaks 

K. Henry. What Treafure, Uncle ¢ 

Exe, Tennis-balls, my Liege. 

K. Henry. Weare glad the Dasphinis fo pleafant with us. 
His Prefent, and your Pains we thank you for ; 
When we have match’d our Rackets to thefe Balls, 
Wewill in France, by God’s Grace, play a fet 
alin sk ae aaa Shall ftrike his Father’s Crown into the hazard.. 

cee eae Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a Wrangler, 

Pilea cre That all the Courts of France will be difturb’d . 
aa Te With Chaces. And we underftand him well, 
eR cae And he comes o’er us with our wilder days, 

Pate cae Not meafuring what ufe we made of them. 

Hie ak oat We never valu’d this poor Seat of Exgland, 

MN Baie And therefore living hence, did give our felf 
Labi ‘Lo barbarous licence; as "tis ever common, 
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That men are merrieft when they are from home : 
But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my State, 
Be like a King, and fhew my Sail of Greatnefs, 
When I do rowfeme in my Throne of Fraxce. 
For that I have laid by my Majefty, 
And plodded like a Man for working days: 
But [ will rife there with fo full a Glory, 
That I will dazzle all the Eyes of France, 
Yea ftrike the Dazphixz blind to look on us. 
And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mock of his 
Hath turn’d his Balls toXGun-ftones, and his Soul 
Shall ftand fore charged, for the wafteful Vengeance 
That fhall fly with them: For many a thoufand Widows 
Shall this his Mock mock out of their dear Husbands; 
Mock Mothers from their Sons, mock Caftles down: 
And fome are yet ungotten and unborn, 
That fhall have caufe to curfe the Dasphin’s Scorn. 
But this lyes all within the Will of God, 
To whom I do appeal, and in whofe Name 
Tell you the Daxphin, I am coming on, 
To venge me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightful hand in a well-hallow’d caufe. 
80 get you hence in Peace, and tell the Dauphin, 
His Jett will favor but of thallow Wit, 
When thoufands weep more than did laugh at it. 
Convey them with fafe Condu@. Fare ye well. 
| Exeunt Ambaffadors. 
£xe. This was a merry Meflage. 
K. Henry. We hope to make the Sender blufh at it: 
Therefore,‘ my Lords, omit no happy hour, 
Chat may give furth’rance to our Expedition; 
For we have now no thought in us but Frances 
Save thofe to God, that run before our bufinefs. 
Uherefore let our Proportions for thefe Wars 


' Be foon colle@ed, and all things thought upon, 


That may with reafonable fwiftnefs add 
More Feathers to our Wings: For God before, 
We'll chide this Dazphin, at his Father’s door. 
herefore let’ every Man now task his thought, 
That this fair A@ion may en foot be brought.  [ Exewnt. 
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Flouri fb, Enter Chorus. 

Now all the Youth of Exgland are on fire, 
And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes: 
Now thrive the Armourers, and Horour’s thought 
Reigns folely in the breaft of every Man. 
They fell the Pafture now, to buy the Horfe, 
Following the Mirror of all Chriftian Kings. 
With winged heels, as Exglifh Aercuries. 
For now fits Expetation in the Air, 
And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point, 
With Crowns imperial, Crowns and Coronets, 
Promis’d to Harry, and his Followers. 
The French advis’d by good intelligence 
Of this moft dreadful preparation, 
Shake in their fear, and with pale Policy 
Seek to divert the Exgli/h purpofes. 
O Exgland! Model to thy inward Greatnefs, 
Like jittle Body with a mighty Heart ; 
What might’ft thou do, that Honour would thee do, 
Were all thy Children kind and natural: 
But fee, thy fault France hath in thee found out, 
A neft of hollow bofoms, which he fills 
With treacherous Crowns, and three corrupted men: 
One Richard Earl of Cambridge; and the fecond, 
Henry Lord Scroop of ALafbam; and the third, 
Sit Thomas Gray Knight of Northumberland, 
Have for the Gilt of France, (O Guilt indeed! ) 
Confirm’d Confpiracy with fearful France, 
And by their hands this grace of Kings muft* dye, 
If Helland Treafon hold their Promifes, : 
Ever hetake fhip for France; and in Southampton, 
Linger your patience or, and we'll digeft ; 
Th’abufe of diftance; force a play: 
The Sum is pay’d, the Traitors are agreed, 
The King is fet for London, and the Scene 
Is now tranfported, Gentles, to Southampton, 
There is the Play-houfe now, there mutt you fit, 
And thence to France fhall we convey you fafe, 
And bring you back: Charming the narrow Seas 
To give you gentle Pafs; for if we may, 
We'll not offend one ftomach with our Play. 
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King Henry V. 1309 
But till the King come forth, and not till then, 
Unto Southampton do we thift our Scene, [ Exit. 


Enter Corporal Nim, and Lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard. Well met, Corporal Nim. 

Nim. Good morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard. What, are Ancient Piffol and you Friends yet2 

Nim. Por my part, I care not: I fay little; but when 
time fhall ferve, there fhall be fmiles, but that fhall be 
asit may. I dare not fight, but I will wink, and hold out 
mine Iron; it is but a fimple one, but what though? It will 
tolt cheefe, and it will endure cold, as another Man’s {word 
will; and there’s an end. 

Bard. I will beftow a breakfaft to make you Friends, and 
we'll be all three fworn Brothers to France « Let itbe fo, 
good Corporal Wim. 

Nim. Faith, I will live fo longas I may, that’s the cer- 
tain of it; and when I cannot live any longer, I will do as 
Imay: That is my reft; that is the rendezvous of it. 

Bard. It is certain, Corporal, that he is married to Nel 
Quickly, and certainly the did you wrong, for you were 
troth-plight to her. 

Nim. I cannot tell, Things muft be as they may; Men 
may fleep, and they may have their Throats about them at 
that time, and fome fay, knives have edges: It muft be as 
it may, though patience be a tired name, yet fhe will plod, 
there muft be Conclufions; well, I cannot tell. 

Enter Pifto], and Quickly. 

Bard. Here comes Ancient Piffol and his Wife: good Cor- 
poral, be patient here. How now, mine Hoft Piftol? 

Pift, Bafe Tyke, call’ft thou me Hoft? now by this 
hand, I {wear | fcorn the term; nor fhall my Wel keep 
Lodgers. 

Quick. No by mytroth, not long; For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteen Gentlewomen that live honeft- 
ly by thy prick of their Needles, but it will be thought we 
keep a Bawdy-houfe {traight. © welliday Lady, if he be 
hot hewn now, we fhall fee wilful Adultery and Murther 


Committed 


: bard. Good Lieutenant, Good Coporal, offer nothing 
ere, ore | 
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1308 The LIFE of 
Pift. Pith for thee, J/land Dog ; thou prick-ear’d Cur of 
[flande 


Quick, Good Corporal Nim, thew thy Valour, and put 
up thy Sword. 

Nim. Will you thog off 2 I would have you Solus. 

Pift. Solus, egregious Dog! © Vipervile; The /olas in 
thy moft marvellous Face, the /olas inthy Teeth, and in thy 
Throat, and in thy hateful Lungs, yea in thy Maw perdy; 
and which is worfe, within thy nafty Mouth. I do retort 
the /olas in thy Bowels; for I can take, and Piffol’s cock is 
up, and flafhing fire will follow. 

Nim. 1 am not Barbafoz you cannot conjure me: I have 
an humour to knock you indifferently well; Ifyou grow foul 
with me, Piffol, I will feour you with my Rapier, asl 
may in fair terms. If you would walk off, I would prick 
your Guts a little in good terms, as I may, and that’s the 
humour of it, 

Pift. O Brageard vile, and damned furious Wight, 
The Grave doth gape, and doating Death is near, 
Therefore exhale. : 

Bard. Hear me, hear me what I fay: He that ftrikes the 
firft {troak, U’lerun him up to the hilts, as I am a Soldier. 

Pift. An Oath of mickle might, and fury fhall abate. 
Give me thy fit, thy fore-foot to me give: Thy {pirits are 
moft tall. 

Nim. 1 will cutthy throat one time or other in fair terms, 
that is the humour of it. 

'Pift, Couple a gorge, that isthe word. Idefie thee again. 
© hound of Creer, think’{t thou my Spoufe to get? No, to 
the Spittle go, and from the Powdring tub of infamy, fetch 
forth the Lazar Kite of Creffid’s kind, Dol Teax-fbeet, the by 
name, and her efpoufe. I have, and { will hold the Quo 
dam Quickly for the only fhe; and Pauca, there’s enough t0 
Zo to. 

Enter the. Boy. 7 

Boy. Mine Hoft Pijfo/, you muft. come to my Matter, 
and your Hoftefs: He is very fick, and would to bed. Good 
Bardolph, put thy face between the fheets, and do the Office 
of a Warming-pan: Faith, he’s very ill. 

Bard. Away, you Rogue. 
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King Henry V. 1309 


Quick. By my troth, he'll yield the Crow a pudding one 
of thefe days; the King has kill’d his heart. Good Huf- 
band come prefently. | Exit Ouicks 

Bard. Come, fhallI make you two Friends?) We muftto 
France together; why the Devil fhould we keep Knives to 
cut one another’s Throats? 

Pit. Let Flouds o’erfwell, and Fiends for Food how! on. 

Nim. You'll pay me the eight Shillings, I won of you 
at Betting. 

Piff. Bafe is the Slave that pays. 

Nim. That now I will have; that’s the humour of it. 

Piff. As Manhood fhall compound; pufh home. | Draw. 

Bard. By this Sword, he that makes the firft thruft, 
Ple kill him; by this Sword I will. 

Piff. Sword is an Oath, and Oaths muft have their courfe. 

Bard. Corporal Nim, and thou wilt be Friends, be Friends ; 
and thou wilt not, why then be Enemies with me too; pre- 
thee put up. 

Piff. A Noble fhalt thou have, and prefent Pay, and 
Liquor likewife will I give to thee, and Friendfhip fhall 
combine , and Brotherhood. I'll live by Nim, and 
Nim fhall live by me, is not this juft ? For I fhall Sutler be 
unto the Camp, and Profits willaccrue. Giveus thy hand. 

Nim. \ thall have my Noble? 

Piff. In cath, moft juftly paid. 

Nim. Well then, that’s the humour of’t. 

Exrer Hotltefs. 

Heft. As ever yourcame of Women, come in quickly 
to Sir John: A poor heart, he is fo fhak’d of a burning quo- 
tidian Tertian, thatit is moftlamentable to behold. Sweet 
Men, come to him. 

Nim. The King hath run bad humours on the Knight, 
that’s the even of it. 

Pift. Nim, thou haft {poke the right, his heart is fraded 
and corrroborate. 

Nim. The King is a good King, but it muft be as 1t mays 
he pafles fome humours and carreers. 

Pif. Letus condole the Knight,for, Lambkins,we will live. 

| Exeunte 
Exter Exeter, Bedford, axd Weftmorland. 
Bed. Fore God, his Grace is bold to truft thele — 
Kes 
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Exe. They fhall be apprehended by and by. 

Weft. How fmooth and even they do bear themfelves; 
As if Allegiance in their Bofoms fate, 

Crowned with Faith and conftant Royalty. 

Bea. The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception which they dream nat of. 

Exe. Nay, but the Man that was his Bedfellow! 
Whom he hath lull’d and cloy’d with gracious favours, 
That he fhould, for a Foreign Purfe, fo fell 
His Soveraign’s life to death and treachery. 

[ Sound Trumpets, 
Enter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, and Gray. 

K. Henry. Now fits the Wind fair, and we will aboard, 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kind Lord of AZafham, 
And you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts: 
Think you not, that the Powers we bear with us 
Will cut their paffage through the Force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the a@, 

For which we have in head affembled them: 

Scroop. No doubt, my Liege; if each Man do his beft. 

K. Zenry. I doubt not that, fince we are well perfuaded, 
We carry not a Heart with us from hence, 

That grows not ina fair confent with ours: 
Nor leave not one behind, that doth not with 
Succefs and Conqueft to attend on us. 

Gam. Never was Monarch better fear'd and lov'd, 
Than is your Mijefty; there’s not, I think,a Subje& 
That fits in heart-grief and uneafinefs 
Onder the fweet thade of your Government, 

Gray. True; thofe that were your Father’s Enemies, 
Have fteept their Gauls in Honey, and do obferve you 
With hearts create of duty, and of zeal. 

KR flenry. We therefore have ereat caufe of thankfylnefss 
And fhall forget the Office of out hand, 

Sooner than quittance of defert and merit, 
According to the weight and worthinefs, 

Screop. So Service fhall with ftceled finews toil, 

And labour fhall refreth it felf with hope, 
To do your Grace inceffant fervices. 

K. Henry, We judge no léfs: Uncle of Exeter, 

Inlarge the Min committed yefterday, ie 
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That rail’d againft our Perfon: We confider, 
It was excefs of Wine that fet him on, 
And on his more advice, We pardon him, 

Scroop, That’s Mercy, but too much Security: 

Let him be punith’d, Soveraign, left Example 
Breed, by his fufferance, more of fuch a kind, 

K. Henry. © let us yet be merciful. 

Cam. So may your Highnefs, and yet punith too. 

Gray. Sir, you thew great mercy, if you givehim Life, 
After the tafte of much Corre@ion. 

K.. Henry, Alas, your too much love and care of me, 
Are heavy Orifons ’gainft this poor wretch. 
If little faults, proceeding on diftemper, 
Shall not be wink’d at, how fhall we ftretch our Eye 
When Capital Crimes, chew’d, fwallow’d, and digefled 
Appear before us? We'll yet enlarge that Man, 
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, in their dear care 
And tender prefervation of our Perfon, 
Would have him punith’d. And now to our French Caufes, 
Who are the late Commiffioners? 

Gam. I one, my Lord, 
Your Highnefs bad me ask for it to day. 

Scroop. So did you me, my Liege. 

Gray. And I, my Royal Soveraign. 

K. Henry. Then Richard Earl of Cambridge, there is yours: 
There yours Lord Scroop of Adafbam, and Sir Knight, 
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours: 

Read them, and know I, know your worthinefs, 
My Lord of Weftmorland, and Uncle Exeter, 

€ will aboard to night. Why, how now Gentlemen? 
What fee you in thofe Papers, that you lofe 
Somuch Complexion? Look ye how they change! 

Their Cheeks are Paper. Why, what read you there, 
That hath fo cowarded and chac’d your Blood 
Out of appearance? 
Camb. I do confefs my fault, 
And do fubmit me to your Highnefs mercy: 
Gray. Scroop. To which we all appeal. 
K. Henry, The mercy that was quick in us but late, 
Y your own Counfel is fuppreft and kill’d : 


SOU mult not dare, for fhame, to talk of mercy, 
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The LIFE of 

For your own Reafons turn into your Bofoms, 
As Dogs upon their Mafters, worrying you. 
See you, my Princes and my Noble Peers, 
Thefe Englifh Monfters! My Lord of Cambridge here; 
You know how apt our love was to accord 

To furnith him with all appertinents 

Belonging to his Honour; and this Man, | 
Hath for a few light Crowns, lightly confpir’d 
And fworn unto the practices of France 

To kill us here at Hampton.- To the which, 
This Knight, no lefs for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridgeis, hath likewife fworn. But O! 
What fhallI fay tothee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, favage, and inhuman Creature! 
Thou that did’ft bear the Key of all my Counfels, 
That knew’ft the very bottom of my Soul, 
That, almoft, might’ft have coin'd me into Gold; 
Would’ft thou have pratis’don me, for thy vfe? 
May it be poflible, that Foreign hire 

Could eut of thee extra& one {park of Evil 
That might annoy my finger? ’Tis fo ftrange, 
That though the truth of it ftand off as grofs, 
As black and white, my Eye will fcarcely fee it. 
Treafon and Murther, ever kept together, 

As two yoak Devils {worn to either’s purpofe, 
Working fo grofly in a Natural Caufe, 

That admiration did not hoop at them. 

But thou, ’gainft all Proportion, didft bring 1a 
Wonder to wait on Treafon, and on Murther: 
And whatfoever cunning Fiend it was 

That wrought upon thee fo prepofteroufly, 
Hath got the voice in Hell for excellence : 

And other Devils that fuggeft By-Treafons, 

Do botch and bungle up Damnation, 

With Patches, Colours, and with Forms, being fetcht 
From glift’ring Semblances of Piety : 

But he that temper’d thee, bad thee ftand up, 
Gave thee no inftance why thou fhouldft do Treafon, 
Unlefs to dub thee with the name of ‘['raitor. 
If that {ame Demon that hath gull’d thee thus, 
Should with his Lion-gate walk the whole world, 


1312 


He 


King Henry V. 1313 

nn He may return to vafty Tartar back, 

, And tell the Legions, I can never win 
A Soul fo eafie as that Exglifhman’ s. 

mbit Oh, how haft thou with Jealoufie infeed 

The fweetnefs of Affiance! Shew Men dutiful 2 

Why fo didft thou. Seem they Graveand Learned @ 
Why fo didft thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 

fir Why fo didft thou. Seem they Religious 2 

! Why fo didft thou. Or are they {pare in Diet, 

ch Free from grofs Paflion, or of Mirth, or Anger, 

Cenftant in Spirit, not {werving with the Blood, 

0 Garnith’d and deck’d in modeft Complement, 

Not working with the Eye, without the Ear, 
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i And but in purged Judgment trufting neither? | 
vfh Such and fo finely boulted didft thou feem: 
re And thus thy Fall hath left a kind of blot, 





To make thee full fraught Man, the beft enducd 
_ With fome fufpicion, I will weep for thee. 
For this revolt of thine methinks is like 
Another fall of Man.’ Their Faults are Opens. 
Arreft them to the anfwer of the Law 
And God acquit them of their Praétices. 
™ £xe. [ arreft thee of High Treafon, by the Nameof Ria 
Kt chard Earl of Cambridge. 
A Tarreft thee of High Treafon, by the Name of Thomas 
uf Lord Scroop of Ata fham. 

T arreft thee of High Treafon, by the Name of Themas 
| Grey, Knight of Northumberland. 
q Scroop, Our Purpofes Godjuftly hath difcover’d, 

And I repent my Fault more than my Death; 
Which I befeech your Highnefs to forgive, 
) Although my Body pay the price of it. 
: Cam, For me the Gold of France did not feduce, 
Although I did admit it as a motive, 
| he fooner to effe@& what I intended ; 

i But, God be thanked for prevention, 

hich Tin fufferance heartily will rejoyce for, 
, Befeeching God and you to pardon me, 
Jy Tt" Gray, Never did faithful Subject more rejoyce 
y,  Atthe difcovery of moft dangerous Treafon, 
han I do at this hour joy oer my felf, 
vl Vo Le IIT, Ba Prevented 
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Prevented from a damned Enterprize: 
M 7 Fault, | but not my Bo Cys plas De 
K. Heary. God qui it youin ts Mercy ; hear your Sentence: 
You have aniow' d again ft our Royal Perfon, 
Join’d with an E oof proclaim’d, and from his Coffers 


L 
Receiv'd the go! Iden Earneli of our Death; 


Wherein you would have fola your Ki ing to flaughter, 
His Princes and — Peers to oe rvitude, 

His Subjects to Opp effion and Contempt, 

And | his “ yle Ki ns ad 9m Into ne 

Touching our Perfon, feck we no Re evenge, 


But we our Kingdom’s fafety muft fo » render, 
Whofe Ruin you thre: foucht, es to her Laws 


We do deliver you Get you therefol hence, 
Poor miferable Wre' ches, to your D Death ; 
The ta as whereof God of his Mercy give 


You patience to endure, and true Repen tance | 
Of all your dear Offences. Beat them hence. | Exeunt. 
Now, Lords, for France, the Entes prize whereof 
Shall be to you as us, like glorious. 
We doubt not of a fair and backs War, 
Since God fo graciouily hath brought to light 
This dangerous Treafon lurking in our ways 
To hinder our. beginning We doubt not now, 
every Rub is toothed 4 in our way: 

hen forth, dear Country-m ens let us deliver 
se Puiffance into the Eat id of God, 
Putting it ftreight in expeditior 
Chearly to Sea, the figns of War advance, 


mmr) 7 | 


No King of England, if not King of Fra 2 | Exewnte 
Enter Pilt ols Nim, Bardo tph, Boy; 4 nt Hoftels. 
Hoff. Prethee Honey, tweet t Husband, let me bring thee 


to StatueSe 

Piftok No, for my manly Heart doth yern. Bardolph, 
be aisles Nin, rou ze ~ raunting Veins: Boy, briftle thy 
Courage up; for F. alftaff he is dead, and we mut yern there= 
fore. 

Bard. Would T were with him wherefoe’er he is, either 
in Heaven, or tn Hell. 

Hoff. Nay; fure, he’s not in Hell ; he’s in Arthars Boe 


fom, if ever Man went to <rthar's Bo fom; he made g finer 
EAs 
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end, and went away and it had been any Chrifom Child; 


rel a parted juft between Twelve and One, ev’n at the turning ! 
aya o'th’ Tyde; for after I faw him fumble with the Sheets, | 
h and play with Flowers, and {mile upon his Fingers end, I | 
m hs (i knew there was but one way: for his Nofe was as {harp asa ) 
f Pen, and a Table of Green Fields, How now, Sir Fohn2 
to La guoth I. What Man? bea pood Cheer; foa cried our, God, 

God, God, three or four times: Now I, to comfort him, 
| bid him a fhould not think of God; I hop’d there was no 
} need trouble himfelf wirh any fuch Thoughts yet : fo a bad 
rf, me lay more Clothes on his Feet: I put my Hand into the 
de Bed and felt them, and they were as cold asa Stone: Then 
er La I felt to his Knees, and fo upward and upward, all was as 
ka cold as any Stone. | | 
Nim. Whey fay-he cried out of Sack. 
" Hoft. Ay, that a did. . 


i Bard. And of Women. 


ne : : 
het, | floft. Nay, that a did not. 
oh Boy. Yes, that a did, and faid they were Devils Ins | 


Floft. A could never abide Carnation, *twas a Colout 
he never lik’d. 


j Boy. A faid once, the Deule would have him about 
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} ; Women. i 
* loft. A did in fome fort, indeed, handle Womens but 
Hi then he was rheumatick and talk’d of the Whore of Babylon. | 
si Boy. Do you not remember a faw a Flea ftick upon Bars 
dolph's Nofe, and faid it was a black Soul burning in Hell, | 
bard. Well, the fuel is gone thit maintain’d that Fire 
a That’s all the Riches I got In his Service. 4 
“ie : Nim. Shall we fhogg? the King will be gone from * 
oe onouthampton, 
Kl” _ Pit. Come, let’s away. My Love, give me thy Lips: 
ae Look to my Chattels, and Moveables; Jet Senfes rule ; 
Dial the worldis, Pitch and pay; truft none, for Oaths are Straws, 
Bae Mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes, and hold-fait is the only Dog; 
ee my Duck, therefore, Caveto be thy Counfellor. Go, clear 


sf thy Chriftals, Yoke-fellows in Arms, let us to France, like 
pe Horfe-leeches, my Boys, to fuck, to fucky the very Blood 
to fuck, 
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Boy. And that’s but unwholfome Food, they fay. 

Pift. Touch her foft Mouth, and march. 

Bard. Farewel, Holteis. 

Nim. I cannot kifs, that is the humour of it; but adieu 

Pift. Let Houfwifery appear; keep clofe, | thee command: 

Hoff. Farewel; adieu. | Exeunt. 
Enter the French King, the Dauphin, the Duke of Burgundy, 

o , é 
and the Conftable. 

Fr. King. Thus come the Engli/b with full Power upon us, 

And more than carefully it us concerns, 


To anfwer Royally in our defences. 
"T he: E f re tne Dukes of Berry and of Britain, 
OF Brabant, and of Orleans fhall make forth, 


And you, Prince Daxphin, with all fwift difpatch; 
To line and new repair our Towns of War 
With Men of Courage, and with means defendant: 
For England his approaches makes as fierce 
As Waters to the fucking of a Gulf. 
Ic fits us then to be as provident 
As Fear may}teach us, out of late Examples, 
Left by the fatal and neglected Engh/h, 
Upon our Fields. 
Dau. My moft redoubted Father, 
It is moft meet we arm us ’gainft the Foe: 
For Peace it felf fhould not fo dull a Kingdom, 
(Tho’ War, nor no known Quarrel were 10 queftion) 
But that Defences, Mufters, Preparations, 
Should be maintain’d, affembled and collected, 
As were a Wart in expectation. 
Therefore, I fay, ’tis meet we all go forth, 
To view the fick and feeble parts of Fraxce: 
And let us do it with no fhew of Fear; 
No, with no more than if we heard that Englana 
Were bufied with a Whit/on Morris-dance: 
For, my good Liege, fhe is fo idly King’d, 
Her Scepter fo fantaftically born, 
By a vain, giddy, fhallow, humorous Youth, 
That Fear attends her not. 
Con. O Peace, Prince Dauphin, 
You are too much miftaken in this King: 


Queftion your Grace the late Ambaffadors, 


s me & oe 0-2 oO o. ae a G o.* 
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they (i With what great State he heard their Emsbafiie, 
pare How well fupply’d with Nobile Councellors, : 
How modeft in exeeption, and, witha], 
of ith How terrible in conftant Refolution: 


tem And you fhall find his Vanities fore-fpent 

| Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly; 
As Gardeners do with Ordure hide thofe Roots 
That thall firft {pring, and be moft delicate. 

Daz. Well,'tis not fo, my Lord High Conftable, 
But tho’ we think it fo, it 1s no matter: 
In caufes of Defence, ’tis beft to weigh 
The Enemy more mighty than he feems, 


we 
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lh So the Proportions of detence are fill'd 5 | 
‘ Which of a weak and niggardly projection, 
Sk Doth, like a Mifer, {poil his Coat with {canting | 
I A little Cloath. 
Fr, King. Think we King Harry ftrong; 

And Princes, lox k, you {tre nely arm to nee him, 

The Kindred of him hath been flefh’d upon Us; 


és And he is bred out of that blo dy itrain 
That haunted us in our familiar Paths; 
Witnefs our too much memorable Shame, 
When Creffy Battel fatally was ftruck, 

And all our Princes capti ’d by the Hand 
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i | Of that black Name, Ed ard, black Prince of Wales: 

mall Whiles that his Mountain Sire » On Ni yuNtain ltanding, a 

Up in the Air, crown’d with the Golden Sun, . 

Kd Saw his Heroick Seed, and {mil’d to fee him ; 
Mangle the work of Nature, and deface ‘ 

The Patterns that by God and by French Fathers i 

f Had twenty Years been made. This is a Stem 


OF that Vidorious Stock; and let us fear 

vd The native mightinefs and fate of him. 
Enter a Adeffenger. 
Mef. Ambaffadors from Harry, King of Exgland, 

Do crave admittance to your Majelty. 
H fr. King. We'll give them prefent Audience. 

Go, and bring them, 

You fee this Chafe is hotly followed, Friends. 
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al t Das. Turn Head, and ftop purfuit; for Coward Dogs 
a i! Mott {pend their Mouths, w hen what they feem to threaten 
‘a ine Runs far before them. Good my Sovereign, 
Pt ana and let them know’ 


met 


Take up the Exgli fb thort, 
Of what a Monarchy you are the F ead: 
Self-love, my Liege, is not fo vile a Sin, 
As felf-negleGing. | 
Enter Exeter. 

Fr. King. From our B other of Exglana?é 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Majefty: 
He wills you in the Name of God Almighty, 
That you deveft your felf, and lay apart 
The borrowed Glories, that, by gift of Heaven, 

3y Law of Nature, and of Nations, ‘longs 

To him and to his Heirs ; namely, the Crown; 
And all wide-ftretched Honours that pertain, 
By Cuftom and the Ordinance of Times, 
Unto the Crown of France. That you may know 
Tis no fanifter, nor no awkward Claim, 
Pick’d from the Worm-holes of long-vanifh’d days, 
Nor from the duft of old Oblivion rak’d, 
He fends you this moft memorable Line, 
In every Branch truly demontftrative, 
Willing you over-look his Pedigree ; 
And when you find him evenly deriv’d 
From his moft fam’d of famous Anceftors, 
Edward the Third; he bids you then refign 
Your Crown and Kingdom indire@ly held 
From him, the native and true Challenger. 

Fy. King. Or elfe what follows 3 

Exe. Bloody conftraint ; for if you hide the Crown 
Even in your Hearts, there will he rake for it. 
And therefore in fierce Tempeft is he coming, 
In Thunder and in Earthquake, like a Fove: 
That if requiring fail, he will compell. 
He bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the Crown, and to take mercy 
On the poor Souls for whom this hungry War 
Opens his vafty Jaws; and on your Head 
Turning the Widow’s Tears, the Orphans Crys, 
he dead Mens Bloods,.the privy Maidens Groans, 
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Covi) For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers, 
feet ty That fhall be fwallowed in tists Controverfie. 
in, This 1s his Claim, his hreatning, and my Meflage'; | 
Ky Unlefs the Dauphin be in preiénce here, 


To whom exprefly I bring Greeting too. 


Fr. King. For us, we will confider of this further : 
To morrow fhall you bear our full intent 
Back to our Brother of Exgland. 
) Daw. For the Dasphin, 


4 GE 0 OE a <0, mE 0 RE - EE—S O - 


ith I ta id here for him; what to him from Exgland ? 
im £xe. Scorn and Defiance, flight Regard, Contempt, ' 
rm And any thing that may not mif-become A 
ae The mighty Sender, doth he prize you at. dey. 
i Thus faysmy King; and if your Father’s Highnefs ye 
Yo Do not, in grant of -all Demands at large, NV 
rc Sweeten the bitter Mock you fent his Majefty ; ‘e 
‘i He'll call you to fo hot an Anfwer of it, _ 4 
ie That Caves and womby Vaultages of France ee 
haa Shall chide your Lrefpafs, and return your Mock ; 
; In fecond Accent of his Ordinance, ee 
et Dau, Say, if my Father tender fair return, V 
) It is againft my will; for I defire 2 
) Nothing but Odds with Exgland; to that end, "4 
As matching to his Youth and Vanity, art 
I did prefent him with the Paris Balls. | 
Exe. He'll make your Paris Louver fhake for it, ; 
Were it the Miftrefs Court of mighty Exrope: i, 
n And be affur’d you'll find adifference, i 
As we, his Subjects, have in wonder found, E 
Between the Promife of his greener days " 


And thefe he mafters now; now he weighs Time 
he it Even to the utmoft Grain, that you fhall read 


¥ ~¥= ‘ : 
‘a in your own Lofles, if he ftay in Frawce. 
me fr. King. To morrow fhall you know our mind at full, 


F | Flowri fh. 
Exe. Difpatch us with all fpeed, left that our King 

Come here himfelf to queftion our delay, 
For he is footed in this Land already. 

ty Fr. King. You fhall be foon difpatch’d with fair Conditions. 
A Night is but {mall breath, and little paufe 

agi l'o anfwer matters of this Confequence, [ Exeunt. 

Gra ZL d ACL 
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ACT I. SCL we 


Enter Chorus. 


P ‘Hus with imagin’d Wing our fwift Scene flies, 
pate Ponts ey In motion of noe lefs celerity, 
re int Than that of Thought. Suppofe that you have feen 


Fy ; 
mtg te The well appointed King at Dover Peer, 
Bhi { Embark his Royalty; and his brave Ficet, 
i ; lf With filken Streamers, the young Phebus fanning; 
aie DM: lay with your Fancies; and in them behold, 
wet Upon the Hempen Tackle, Ship Boys climbing ; 
i Hear the fhrill Whiftle, which doth Order give 


ae in To founds confus’d; behold the threaden Sails, 
‘a Born with th’ invifible and creeping Wind, 
ce a Draw the huge Bottoms thro’ the furrow’d Sea, 
Breafting the lofty Surge. O, do but think 
You ftand upon the Rivage, and behold 
ei Seto A City on th’ inconftant Billows dancing; 
PVN Eat a | For fo appears this Fleet Majeftical, 
MP agsa Holding due courfe to Harflear. Follow, follow. 
WOE Shs Grapple your Minds to fternage of this Navy, — 

; nL et daa nay And leave your Exgland as dead Midnight, ftill, 
TRU Rg bath Guarded with Grandfires, Babies and old Women, 
wae Either paft, or not arriv’d to pitch and puiffance: 

La ae oe For who is he, whofe Chin is but enrich’d 
: With one appearing Hair, that will not follow 
ae Thefe cull’d and choice drawn Cavaliers to France? 
ie! Work, work your Thoughts, and therein fee a Siege: 
ha Behold the Ordnance on their Carriages, 
With fatal Mouths gaping on girded Harflexr. 
Bidslect icant Suppofe th’ Ambaffador from the French comes back, 
th yi he Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 
Pe Bae Katharine his Daughter, and with her to Dowry 
‘ Some petty and unprofitable Dukedoms. 
Tem Ah ee The Offer likes not; aod the nimble Gunner 
OR NE ae With Lynftock now the devilifh Cannon touches. 
ea SOE Ea by [ Alarm, and Chambers go of 
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King Henry V. 1321 
And down goes all beforre him. Still be kind, 
And ech out our performance with your mind. | Exit. 


Enter King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, and Gloucefter, with 
Scaling-Ladders as before Harfleur. 

K. Henry. Once more unto the Breach, 
Dear Friends, once more; 
Or clofe the Wall up with ovr Exglifh dead: 
In Peace there’s nothing fo becomes a Man 
As modeft ftillnefs and‘ humility : 
But when the blaft of War blows in our Ears, 
Then imitate the ation of the Tyger; 
Stiffen the Sinews, fummon up the Blood, 
Difguife fair Nature with hard-favour'd Rage; 
Then lend the Eye a terrible afpect ; 
Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 
Like the Brafs Cannon, let the Brow o’erwhelm it, 
As fearfully as doth a galled Rock 
Over-hang and jutty his confounded Bafe, 
Swill’d with the wild and wafteful Ocean. 
Now fet the Teeth, and ftretch the Noftril wide, 
Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit 
To his full height. On, you nobleft Engi fh, 
Whofe Blood is fet from Fathers of War-proof; 
Fathers, that like fo many Alexanders, 
Have in thefe parts from Morn °till Even fought, 
And fheath’d their Swords for lack of Argument; 
Difhonour not your Mothers; now atteft, 
That thofe whom you call’d Fathers did beget you. 
Be Copy now to Men of grofler Blood, 
And teach them how to War; and you; good Yeomen, 
Whofe Limbs were made in England, fhew us here 

he mettle of your Pafture: Let us f{wear, 
Chat you, are worth your breeding, which I doubt not; 
For there is none of you fo mean and bafe, 
That hath not noble luftre in your Eyes. 
I fee you ftand like Greyhounds in the flips, 
Straining upon the Start. The Game’s a-foot: 
Follow your Spirit; and upon this Charge, 
Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 

' | Alarm, and Chambers go off. 
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Exzter Nim, Barpolph, Piftol, and Boy. 

Bard, On, on, on, on, on, to the Breach, tothe Breach, 

Nim. ’Pray thee, Corporal, ftay, the Knocks are too 
hot; and fer mine own part, I have not a Cafe of Lives; 
the biegist of it 1s too hot, that isthe very plain Song of it. 

Piff. ‘Theplain Song is moft juft; for humours do abound: 
Knocks go and come: God’s Vaflals drop and dye; and Sword 
and Shield, i bloody Field, doth win immortal Fame. 

Boy, Would I were in an Ale-houfe in London, I would 
give all my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and fafety. 

Piff. And I; if withes would prevail with me, my pur- 
pofe thould not fail with me; but thether would I ‘hye. 

Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth fing on 
bough. 

Exter Fluellen. 

Fin. Up to thebreach,; you Dogs; avant, you Cullions. 

Pift. Be merciful, great Duke, to men of Mould, abate 
thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage; abate thy Rage, great 
Duke. Good Bawcock, pate thy Rage, ufe lenity, {weet 
Chuck. 

Nim. Thefe be good humous; your Honour wins bad 
limours, | Exunt 
h Boy. As young as I am I have obferv’d thefe three 
Swafhers. I am Boy to them all three, but all they three, 
thc ough ¢ they would ferve ie could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three fuch Antiques do not amount to a Man; 
for Bardolph, he is white-liver’d, and red-fac’d; by the 
means whereof, a faces it out, but fights not; for Piftol, he 
hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet ‘Sword ; by the means 
whi reof, a breaks Words, and keeps wees Weapons ; 
for Nua, he hath heard; that Men of few Words are the 
beft Men, and therefore he {corns to fay his Prayers, leit a 
fhould be thought a Coward; “but his few bad words are 
matcht with as few good Deeds; for a never broke any 
Man’s head but his own, and that was againft.a Poft, when 
he was drunk. - They will fteal any thing, and call 1t Pars 
chafe. Bardolph ftole a Lute-cafe, bore it twelve Lo 
and fold it for three half-pence. Nin and Bardolph are 
fworn Brothers in filching ; and in Calice they ftole a fire- 
fhovel. [knew, by that piece of Service, the Men would carry 


Coals. They would have me as familiar with Mens Pockets, 
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as their Gloves or their Hand-kerchers; which mzkes much 


4 


againft my Manhood, if I would take from another’s Pocket, 
to put into mine; for it is plain pocketting up of Wrongs. 


{ muft leave them, and feekfome better Service ; their Vil- 
lany goes againft my weak Stomach, and therefore I muft 
caft it up. Sees 


Enter Gower. 

Gower. Captain Flwellen, you mult come prefently to the 
Mines; the Duke of Gloucefter would {peak with you, 

Fiz. To the Mines? Tell you the Duke, it is not fo 
good to come to the Mines; for look you, the Mines are 
not according to the Difciplines of War; the Concavities of 
it isnot fufiicient ; for look you, th’ adverfary, you may 
difcufs unto the Duke, look you, is digt himfelf four yards 
under the Countermines; by Chefhu, Ithink a will plow up 
all, if there is not better directions. 

Gower. The Duke’ of Gloucefter, to whom the Order 
of the Siege is given, is altogether-directed by an /vifb man, 
avery valiant Gentleman, I’faith. 

Flu. (t is Captain AZackmorrice, 1s it not? 

Gower. 1 think it be. 

Flu, By Chefbu he is an Afs, asisin the World, I will 
rerifie as much,in his Beard ; he has no more directions in 
the true difciplines of the Wars, look you, of the Reman 
difciplines, than isa Puppy-dog. 

Enter Mackmorrice, aud Captain Jamy. 

Gower. Here a comes, and the Scots Captain, Captain 
Famy, with him. 

Fiz. Captain famy is a marvellous valorous Gentleman, 
that is certain, and of great expedition and knowledge in the 
aunciant Wars,’ upon my particular knowledge of his di- 
rections; by Chef/bw he will maiptain his Argument as well 
as any Military Man inthe World, in the Difciplines of the 
priftine Wars of the Romans. 

Samy. I fay gudday, Captain Flxellen. 

Fiz, Godden to your Worfhip, good Captain ames. 

Gower, How now, Captain ALackmorrice, have you quit 
the Mines? have the Pioneers given o'er? 

Mack. By Chrifh, Law, tith ill done; the Work ith give 
over, the Trompet found the Retreat. By my hand I 
swear, and by my Father’s Soul, the Work ifh wi done; ae 
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ifh give over; I would have blowed up the Town, foChrith 
fave me, law, in an hour. O tifh ill done, tith ill done; 
by my Hand tith ill done. 

Fim Captain Adackmorrice, I befeech you now, will 
you vouchfafe me, look you, a few difputations with you, 
as partly touching or concerning the difciplines of the War, 
the Roman Wars, in the way of Argument, look you, and 
friendly communication; partly to fatisfy my Opinion, and 
partly for the fatisfa@tion, look yous of my Mind, as touchs 
ing the dire&tion of the Military difcipline, that is the 
Point, 

Famy. It fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, 
and I fall quit you with gud leve, as I may pick occafion; 
that fal I marry. 

Adack, It is no time to difcourfe, fo Chrith fave me: The 
Day is hot, and the Weather, and the Wars, and the King, 
and the Duke; it is not time to difcourfe, the Townis be- 
feech'd; and the Trumpet calls us to the Breach, and we 
talk, and by Chrith do nothing, *tis fhame for us all; fo God 
fame ‘tis fhame to ftand ftill, it is fhame by my hand; and 
there is Throats to be cut, and Werks to bedone, and there 
ifh nothing done, fo Chrith fa’me law. 

‘amy. By the Mes, ere theife eyes of mine take themfelves 
to flomber, ayle de gud. fervice, or Ile ligge i’th’ ground for 
it; ay, orgo to death; and Ile pay’tas valoroufly as I may, 
that fal [furely do, the breff andthe long; marry, I wad full 
fain heard fome queftion tween you tway. 

Fl“, Captain Ad4ackmorrice, I think, look you, under 
your correction, there is net many of your Nation. | 

Mack, Of my Nation ? What ifh my Nation? Ifh a Vil- 
lain, and a Baftard, and aKnave, and a Rafcal 2  Whatith 
my Nation? Who talks of my Nation? 

Flu. Look you, if you takethe matter otherwife than is 
meant, Captain AZackmorrice, peradventure I fhall think you 
do not ufe me with that affability, asin difcretion you ought 
to ufe me, look you, being as good a Man as your felf both 
in the difciplines of Wars, and inthe derivation of my birth, 
and in. other particulars, 

Mack, 1 do not know you fo good a Man as my felf, {0 
Chrith faye me, I will cut off your head. 


Gower. Gentlemen both, you will miftake each other. 
Fam}. 
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Famy. A, that’s a foul fault. 
Gower. The Town founds a Parley. 
Fla. Captain AZackmorrice, when there is more better 
opportunity to be requir’d, look you, I will be fo bold as 
to tell you, I know the difciplines of War, and there js an 
end. | Exeunt 
Euter King Henry, and all his Train before the Gates. 
K, Henry. How yet refolves the Governorof the Town? 
This is the lateft Parle we will admit: 
Therefore to our beft mercy give your felves, 
Or like to Men proud of deftruction, 
Defie us to our worft; for as I am a Soldier, 
A Name that in my thoughts becomes me beft; 
If I begin the batt’ry ence again, 
I willnot leave the half-atchieved Harflexr, 
“Till in her afhes fhe lye buried. 
The Gates of Mercy thall be all fhut up, 
And the flcfh’d Soldier, rough and hard of heart, 
In liberty of bloody hand, fhall range 
WithConfcience wide as Hell, mowing like Grafs 
Your frefh fair Virgins, and your flowring Infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious War, 
Arrayed in flames like tothe Prince of Fiends, 
Do with his fmircht complexion all fell feats, 
Enlinck to wafte and defolation 2 
What is’t tome, when you your felves are caufe, 
If your pure Maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing Violation? 
What Rein can hold licentious Wickednefs, 
When down the Hill he holds his fierce Career? 
We may as bootlefs {pend our vain Command 
Upon th’ enraged Soldiers in their Spoil, 
As fend Preceptsto the Leviathan 
Tocomea-fhoar. Therefore,you men of Harfleur, 
Take pity of your Town and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Soldiers are in my Command, 
Whiles yet the cool and temperate Wind of Grace 
O'er-blows the filthy and contagious Clouds 
Of heady Murther, Spoil, and Villany. 
If not; why in a moment look to fee 


The blind and bloody Soldier, with foul hand 


| 4 Parley founded. 
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Defire the Locks of your fhrill-fhriecking Daughters; 
Your Fathers taken by the filver Beards, 
And their moft reverent Heads datht to the Walls: 
Your naked Infants fpitted upon Pikes, 
While the mad Mothers, with their howls confus’d, 
Do break the Clouds; as did the Wives of Fewry, 
At Herod’s bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 
What fay you? Will you yield, and this avoid 
Or guilty in defence be thus deftroy’d ¢ 
Enter Governor. 
Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end: 
The Dauphin, of whom Succours we entreated, 
Returns us, that his Powers are yet not ready, 
To raife fo great a Siege. Therefore, great King, 
We yield our Town and Lives to thy foft Mercy: 
Enter our Gates, difpofe of us and ours, 
For we no longer are defenfible. 
K. Henry. Open your Gates: Come, Unkle Exxeters 
Go you and enter Harflexr, there.remain, 
And fottifie it ftrongly ’gainft the French = 
Ufe mercy to them all for us, dear Unkle. 
The Winter coming on, and Sicknefs growing 
Upon our Soldiers, we will retire to Calais. 
To night in Harfleur we will be your Gueit, 
To morrow for the March we are jaddreft. 
| Flouri [b, and enter the Town. 
Enter Katherine and an old Gentlewoman. 
Kath, Alice, tu as efté en Angleterre, & tn parlois bien le 
Language. 
Alice. Us peu, Afadame. 
Kath. ‘Fe te prie de menfeigner, il fant que jf apprenne 4 
parler. Comment appellé vous la main en Anglois’ 
Alice. La main, il eft appelle, de Hana. 
Kath. De Hand. 
Alice. Et ledoyt. Ne 
Kath. Le doyt, me foy je oublie le doyt, mais jeme fourviene 
dray'le doyt, je penfe qwils ont appellé des fingres, ony de fingress 
Alice. La main, de Hand, le doyt, le Fingress te penfe 
gue je [ais le bon efcolier. 
Kath. Fay gaignd deux mots a’ Anglois viftement, comment 
appellé vos les ongles ? 
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Alice. Les ongles, les appellons de Nayles, 

Kath. De Nayles efcoutez: dit y 
Hand, de Fingres, de Nayles, 

Alice. C'eft bien dit Madame, il eft fort bon Axczlois. 

Kath. Dites moy en Anglois le bras. z 

Alice. De Arme, Aladame. 

Kath. Et le Coude. 

Alice. D’ Elbow. 

Kath. D'Elfow: Fe men faitx la repetition de tous les 
mots que Vous maviz apprins des a prefent. 

Alice. // eft trop difficile Adadame, comme 4e penfe. 

Kath, Excufe moy Alice, efcoute, d' Han 
Nayles, ad Arme, de Bilbow. 

Alice, D’ elbow, ALadame. 

Kath. O Seigneur Dien, ye wen oublie d’ Elbow 
appelié vous le col ? 

Alice. De Neck, Madame, 

Kath. De Neck, ¢ le manton? 

Alice, De Chin. 

Kath, De Sin, le col, de Necks le manton, de Sin. 

Alice, Ouy. Sauf voftre honneur en verité vous prononcies 
les mots anffi droitl, que le Natifs d Angleterre. 

Kath, ‘Fe xe doute point d'apprendre par la grace de Dicé, 
en peu de temps. 

Alice. N’avex vous pas defia oublié ce que je vous ay ene 
Seigné. 

Kath. Non, je reciteray avons promptement d’Hand, de 
Fingre, de Nayles, Adadame. 

Alice. De Nayles, Adadame. 

Kath. De Nayles, de Arme, de Ilbow. 

Alice. Sauf voftre honneur ad’Elbow. 

Kath. dinfi dis-je d’Elbow, de Neck, de Sin: comment 
appellé vous les pieds cy de robe. 

Alice. Le Foot Adadame, er le Count. 

Kath. Le Foot, oy le Count: O Seigneur Dien! ce font des 
Mots MAUUY AIS, corruptible om imspudigue, cy non pour les. Dames 
@Honneur dufer: Fe ne vondrois prononcer ces mots devant 
les Seigneurs de France, pour tout le monde! Il faut le Foot, 
& le Count, neant moins. Fe reciteray un antrefois ma legon 
exfemble, d Hand, de Fingre, de Nayles, a’ Arme, d Elbow, 
ac Neck, de Sin, de Feot, de Count. 
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1328 The LIFE of 
Alice. Excellent, [ladame, 

Kath, C’eft affex pour une fois, allons nous en difner. | Exeunt, 
Enter the King of France, the Dauphin,’ Duke of Britain, the 
Conftable of France, and others. 

Fr. K, Tis certain he hath pafs’d the River Some, 
Con.: And if he be not fought withal, my Lord, 
Let us not live in France; let us quit all; 
And give our Vineyards to a Barbarous People. 
Dau. O Diew-vivant! fhall a few Sprays of us, 
The emptying of our Father’s Luxury, 
Our Syens, put in Wild and Savage Stock, 
Spirt up fo fuddenly into the Clouds, 
And over-look their Grafters? 
Brit. Normans, but Baftard Normans, Norman Baftards, 
Mort de ma vie, if thus they march along 
Unfought withal, but I will fell my Dukedom, 
To buy a flobbry and a dirty Farm 
In that nook-fhotten Ifle of Albion. 
Con. Dien de Batailles ! where have they this Mettle? 
Is not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull? 
On whom, as in defpight, the Sun looks pale, 
Killing their Fruit with Frowns? Can fodden Water, 
A Drench for Sur-reyn’d Jade, their Barly-broch, 
Deco& their cold Blood to fuch valiant heat? 
And fhall our quick Blood fpirited with Wine, 
Seem frofty? ©! for the Honour of our Land, 
Let us not hang like roping Ificles 
Upon our Houfes Thatch, whiles a more frofty People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich Fields: 
Poor we may callthem, in their Native Lords. 
Dau. By Faith and Honour, 
Our Madams mock at us, and plainly fay, 
Our Mettle is bred out, and they will give 
Their Bodies to the Luft of Exglifh Youth, 
To New-ftore France with Baftard Warriors. 
Brit. They bid us tothe Englifh Dancing Schools; 
And teach Lavalta’s high, and {wift Curranto Sy 
Saying, our Grace is only in our Heels, 
And that we are moft lofty Run-aways. ; 
Fr. King. Whereis Adontjoy, the Herald? fpeed him hence, 
Let him greet Exgland with our fharp Defiance. 
Up Princes, and with Spirit of Honour edged, More 
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More tharper than your Swords, hie to the Field: 
Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France; 

You Duke of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry; 

Alanfon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy, 

Jaques Chatillion, Rambures, Vaudemont, 

Beaumont, Grandpree, Roufie, and Faulconbridge, 

Loys, Leftrale, Bouciquall, and Charaloys, 

High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and K ings 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great fhames:. 
Bar Harry England, that {weeps through our Land 

With Penons painted in the Blood of flar fleur : 

Ruth on his Hoft, as doth the melted Snow 

Upon the Vallies, whofe low Vaflal Seat 

The Alps doth {pit, and void his rheum upon. 

Go down upon him, you have Power enough, 

And in a Captive Chariot; into Roan 
Bring him our Prifoner; 

Con, This becomes the Great, 
Sorry am I his Numbers are fo few; | 
His Soldiers fick, and famifht intheir March 3] 

For Tam fure, when he fhall fee our Army, 
He'll drop his Heart into the fink of Fear, 
And for Atchievement, offer us his Ranfom. 

Fr. King. Therefore Lord Conftable, hafte on Mounts ey; 
And let him fay to England, that we fend; 

To know what willing Ranfoth he will PIVe. 
Prince Dauphin, you thall {tay with us in Roay, 

Dau. Not I, I do beleech your Majetty. 

Fr. King. Be patient, for you fhall remain with us. 
Now forth Lord Conttable and Princes all; 

And quickly bring us word of England's Fall. [Exeunts 
Enter Gower and Fluellen. 

Gow. How now, Captain Flellen,come you from the Bridge? 

Fin, I affure you, there is very excellent Services com 
mitted at the Bridge, 

Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe 2 

Flu, The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as 4gament- 
"omy and a Man that I love and honour with my Soul, and 
my Heart, and my Duty; and my Life, and my Living, and 
my uttermoft Power. He is not, God be praifed and bleffed, 
any hurt in the World, but keeps the Bridge moft valiantly, 
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with excellent Difcipline. There 1s an ancient Lieutenant 
there at the Bridge, I think in my very Conf{cience he is as 
Valianta Man as A¢ark Anthony, and he is a Man of no Efti- 
mation inthe World, but I did fee him do as gallant Service. 

Gow. What do you call him 

Flu. He is call’d Ancient Piffol. 

Gow. I know him not. 

Enter Pittol. 

Flu. Here is the Man. 

Pift, Captain, I thee befeech to do me favours: The Duke 
of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Fla. 1, 1 praife God, and I have merited fome love at his 
hands. 

Pift. Bardolph, a Soldier firm and found of Heart, and of 
buxom Valour, hath by cruel Fate, and giddy Fortune's fu- 
rious fickle Wheel, that Goddefs blind, that ftands upon the 
rolling reftlefs Stone 

Fla. By your Patience, ancient Piffol: Fortune 1s painted 
blind, with a Muffler before her Eycs, to fignifie to you, 
that Fortune is blind; and fhe 1s painted alfo with a Wheel, 
to fignifie to you, which is the Moral of it, that fhe isturming 
and inconftant, and mutability, and variation ; and her Foot, 
look you, is fixed upon a Spherical Stone, which rowles, 
and towles, ahd rowles; in good truth, the Poet makes 2 
moft excellent defcription of it: Fortune is an excellent Mo 
ral. 

Pift. Fortune is Bardolph’s Foe, and frowns on him; forhe 
hath ftoln a Pax, and Hanged muft a be ; Darnned Deaths 
let Gallows gape for Dog, let Man go frees and Jet not 
Hemp his Wind-pipe fuffocate; but Exerer hath given 
the Doom of Death for Pax of little Price. Therefore 
go fpeak, the Duke will hear thy voice ; and let not Bare 
dolph’svital Thread be cut with edge of Penny-Cord,and vile 
reproach. Speak !Captain for his Life, and I will thee requitt: 
«Flu, Ancient Piffel, I do partly underftand your meal 
ing. 

Pift. Why then rejoyce therefore. 

Flu. Certainly Ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice ats 
for if, look you, he were my Brother, 1 would defire the 
Duke to ufe his good Pleafure, and put him to Executions 
for Difcipline ought to be ufed. Dif 
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King Henry V. 1230 
Pifi, Die, and be damn'd, and Figo for thy Friendthip. 


Flu. It 1s well. 

Pift. The Fig of Spain. | Exit Pitt. 

Flu. Very good, 

_ Gow,Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rafcal, I remem- 
ber him now; a Bawd, a Cur-purfe. 

Fla. Vilaflure you, a utt’red as prave wordsat the Pridge, 
as you fhall feeinaSummers Da y; burit is very well; what 
he has {poke to.me, that is well, I warrant you, when time 
1s ferve, 

Gow. Why ’tis a Gull, a Fool, a Rogue, that now and 
then goes to the Wars, to grace himfelf at his return into 
London, under, the form of a Soldier; and fuch Fellows are 
perfect in the Great Commanders Names, and they will 
learn you by rote where Services were done; at fuch and 
fuch a Sconce, at fuch a Breach, at fuch a Convoy; who 
came off bravely, who was fhot, who difgracd, what terms 
the Enemy ftood on; and this they con perfectly in the Phrafe 
of War, which they trick up with new-tuned Oaths; and 
what a Beard of the Generals Cur, anda horrid Sute of the 
Camp, will do among foaming Bottles, and Ale-wath’d wits, 
is wonderful to be thought on; but you muft learn to know 
luch flanders of thie Age, or elfe you may be marvelloufly 
miftook, 

Flu. { tell you what, Captain Gower; I do perceive he is 
not the Man that he would gladly make fhew to the World 
he is; if I find a hole imhis Coat, Iwill tell him my mind ; 
hear you, the King is coming, and I muft fpeak with him 
from the Pridge. : 

Drum and Colours. Enter the King and his 
poor Soldiers. 

Flu. God plefs your Mayefty. 

K. Henry. How now Fluellex, cam’ft thou from the Bridge? 

Fiz. J, fo pleafe your Majefty: The Duke of Exeter has 
very gallantly maintain’d the Pridge; the French is gone 
off, look you, and there is gallant and moft prave Paflages ; 
marry, th’ athverfary was have poffeffion of the Pridge, but 
he is enforced to retire, and the Duke of Exeter is Mafter 
of the Pridge: I can tell your Majefty, the Duke is a prave 
Man, | 

K. Henry, What Men have you loft, Fluellen ? 
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Flu. The perdition of th’athverfary hath been very great, 
reafonable great; marry for my part, I think the Duke hath 
loft never a Man, but one that is like to be executed for 
Robbing a Church, one Bardolph, if your Majefty know 
the Man: His Face is all Bubukles, and Whelks, and Knobs, 
and flames a Fire, and his Lips blows at his Nofe, and it is 
like a-Coal of Fire, fometimes plue, and fometimes red, but 
his Nofe is executed, and his Fire's out. 

K. Henry. We would have all fuch Offenders fo cut off, 
and we give exprefs charge, thatin our Marcnes through 
the Country, there be nothing compell’d from the Villages; 
nothing taken, but paid for; none of the Fres ch upbraided 
or abufed in difdainful Language; for » hen Lenity and 
Cruelty play for a Kingdom, the gentler Gamefter is the 
fooneft Winner. 

Tacket founds. Enter Mountjoy. 

Mount. You know me by my Habic. [ thee 3 

K. Henry. Well then, I know thee; what fhall I know of 

Mount. My Matfter’s Mind. 

K. Henry. Unfold it. 

Mount. Thus fays my King: Say thou to Harry of Eng 
land, though we feem’d dead, we did but. fleep: Advane 
tage is a better Soldier than Rafhnets. Tell him, we could 
have rebuk’d him at Harflewr, but that we thought not 
good to bruife an Injury, till it were full ripe. Now we 
{peakupon our Cue, and our Voice 1s imperial: England {hall 
repent his Folly, fee his Weaknefs, and admire our Suffe- 
rance. Bid him therefore confider of his Ranfom, which 
muft proportion the Loffes we have born, the Subjects we 
have loft, the Difgrace we have digefted ; which in weight 
to re-anfwer, his Pettinefs would bow under. For out 
Loffes, his Exchequer is too poor; for th’ effufion of our 
Blood, the Mufter of his Kingdom too faint a Number; 
and for our Difgrace, his own Perfon kneeling at our Feet, 
but a weak and worthlefs Satisfaction. To this add Deh- 
ance; and-tell him for conclufion, he hath betray'd his Fol- 
lowers, whofe Condemnation is pronounc’d. So far my King 
and Mafter; fo much my Oflice. 

K. Henry. What is thy Name? I know thy Quality. 

Monnt. Adountjoy. 

K. Henry 
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K, Henry. Thou do’ft thy Ofhce fairly. ‘Tarn thee back, 
And tell thy King, Ido not feek him now, 
But could be willing to march on to Calais, 
Without impeachment; for to fay the footh, 
Though ’tis no Wifdom to confefs fo much, 
Unto an Enemy of Cra/t and Vantage, 
My People are with Sicknefs much enfeebled, 
My Numbers leffen’d; and thofe few I have, 
Almoft no better than fo many French; 
Who when they were in health, I tell thee, Herald, 
I thought, upon one pair of Exglifb Legs 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive me, God, 
That I dobrag thus; this your air of France 
Hath blown that Vice in me; I muft repent, 
Go therefore tell thy Mafter, here I am; 
My Ranfom is this frail and worthlefs Trunk; 
My Army, but a weak and fickly Guard: 
Yet God before, tel] him we will come on, 
Though Frazee him(felf, and fuch another Neighbour 
Stand in our way. There’s for thy Labour, AZoxntjoy, 
Go bid thy Mafter well advife himfelf, 
If we may pafs, we will; if we be hindred, 
We fhall your tawny Ground with your red Blood 
Difcolour ; and fo ALountjoy fare you well. 
The fum of all our Anfwer is but this: 
We would not feek a Battel, as we are, 
Nor as we are, we fay, we will not fhun it: 
so tell your Mafter. 
Adount. 1 fhall deliver fo: Thanks to your Highnefs.| Exit. 
Glo. I hope they will not come upon us now. 
K. Henry. We are in God's hand, Brother, not in theirs : 
March to the Bridge, it now draws toward Night, 
Beyond the: River we’ll encamp our felves, 

And on to morrow bid them march away. [ Exeunt. 
Enter the Conftable of France, the Lord Rambures, Orleans, 
Dauphin, with others. 

Con. Tut, I have the beft Armour of the World; would 
it were day. 
Orl, You have an excellent Armour; but let my Horfe 
have his due. 
Con, It is the beft Horfe of Exrope. 
A 4 3 Orl, 
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Orl, Will it never be Morning? 

Dau. My Lord of Orleans, and my Lord High Confta- 
ble, you talk of Horfe and Armour 

Orl. You are as well provided-of both, as any Prince in 
the World. 

Dau. What a long Night 1s this? I will not change my 
Horfe with any that treads but on four Pafterns; ch’ha; he 
bounds from the Earth, as if his Entrails were hairs; Le 
Cheval volant, the Pegafus, qu'il a les narines de feu. When 
I beftride him, 1 foar, I am a Hawk; he trots the Air; 
the Earth fings, when he touches it; the bafeft Horn of 
his Hoof is more Mufical than the Pipe of Hermes, 

Orl. He’s of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Dan. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beatt 
for Perfeas; he is pure Air and Fire; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water never. appear in him, but on- 
ly in patient ftilnefs while his Rider mounts him; he 
is indeed a Horfe, and all other Jades you may call 
Beatts. 

Com. Indeed my Lord, it is a moft abfolute and excellent 
Horle. 

Dau. It is the Prince of Pzlfrays, his Neigh is like the 
bidding of a Monarch, and his Countenance enforces Ho- 
mage. 

Orl. No more, Coufin, 

Dau. Nay, the Man hath no wit, that cannot from the 
rifing of the Lark tothe lodging of the Lamb, vary de- 
ferved praife on my Palfray; it is a Theme as fluent as the 
Sea: Turn the Sands into eloquent Tongues, and my Horfe 
is argument for them all; ‘tis a fubject for a Soveraign to 
reafon on, and for a Soveraign’s Soveraign to ride on; and 
for the World, familiar to us, and unknown, to lay a part 
their particular Punétions, and wonder at him. [ once 
writ a Sonnet in his praife and began thus, Wonder of Na 
pure 

Ori. I have heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Miftrefs. 

Dau. Then did they imitate that, which I compos'd to 
my Courfer, for my Horfe is my Miltrefs. 

Orl. Your Miftrefs bears well. 
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Dan. Me well, which is the prefcript praife and perfe- 
Gion of a good and particular Miftrefs. 

Con. Nay, for methought Yefterday your Miltrefs fhrewd- 
ly fhook your back. 

Dau. So perhaps did yours, 

Con. Mine was not bridled. 

Daz. O then belike the was old-and gentle, and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland, your French Hofe off, and 1a 
your ftrait Stroffers. 

Con. You have good judgement in Horfemanfhip. 

Dau. Be warn’d by me then; they that ride fo, and ride 
not warily, fall into foul Bogs; I had rather have my Horie 
tomy Mittrefs, | 

Con. I had as lieve have my Miftrefs a fade. 

Dau. I tell thee, Conftable, my Miftrefs wears his own 
Hair. 

Con. I could make as true a Boaft as that, if I had a Sow 
tomy Mittrefs. 

Dol. Le chien eff retourné a fon propre vomi cement, ey la 
truie lavee au bourbier; thou mak’{t ufe of any thing. 

Con, Yet do I not ufe my Horfe for my Miltrefs, or any 
fuch Proverb, fo little kin to the purpofe. 

Ram. My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in 
your Tent to Night, are thofe Stars or Suas upon 1t? 

Con, Stars, my Lord. 

Dau. Some ot them will fall to morrow, I hope. 

Con. And yet my Sky fhall not want. 

Dau. That may be, for you bear a many fuperfluoufly, 
and *twere more honor fome were away. 

Con, E.v’n as your Horfe bears your praifes, who would 
trot as well, were fome of your brags difmounted. 

Dau. Would I were able to load him with his defert. 
Will it never be day? I will trot to morrow a Mile, and 
my way fhall be paved with Englifh Faces. 

Con. 1 will not fay fo, for fear I fhould be fac’d out of 
my way; but I would it were Morning, for I would fain 
be about the Ears of the Exglifh. 

Ram. Who will go Hazard with me for twenty Pri- 
foners 2 
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Con. You muft firft go your felf to hazard, e’er you have 
them. 

Dau. ’Tis Mid-night, I'll go arm my felf. [ Exit. 

Orl. The Dauphin longs tor Morning. 

Ram. He longs to eat the Exglifh. 

Con. I think he will eat all he kills. 

Orl. By the white Hand of my Lady, he’s a gallant 
Prince. 

Con, Swear by her Foot, that fhe may tread out the 
Oath. 

Orl. He is fimply the moft active Gentleman of France, 

Con. Doing is activity, and he will {till be doing. 

Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of, 

Con. Nor will do none to morrow; he will keep that 
good Name itill.’ 

Orl. 1 know him to be valiant. 

Con. I was told that, by one that knows him better than 
you. 

Orl. What’s he2 

Con. Marty, he told me fo himfelf, and he faid he car’d 
not who knew it. 

Orl. He needs not, it is hidden Virtue in him. 

€or. By my Faith, Sir, but it is; never any body faw 
it, but his Lacquey; ‘tis a hooded Valour, and when it ap- 
pears, it will bate. 

Orl. Ill-will never faid well. 

Con. I will cap that Proverb with, There is Flattery i 
Friend {hip. 

Ori, And I will take up that with, Give the Devil his 
due. 

Con. Well plac’d; there ftands your Friend for the De- 
vil; have at the very Eye of that Proverb with, .4 Pox of 
the Devil. 

Orl. You are the better at Proverbs, by how much 
Fool's Bolt is foon fbot. 

Con. You have thot over. 

Ori, ’Tis not the firft time you were over-fhot. 

Enter a Meffenger. ‘ty 

Meff. My Lord high Conftable, the Englifh lye within 
fifteen hundred Paces of your Tents. 


Con. Who hath meafur'd the Ground ¢ 
Nef 
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Me. The Lord Grandpree. 

Com, A valiant and moft expert Gentleman. Would it 
were day. Alas poor Harry of England ; he longs not for 
the Dawning, as we do. 

Orl, What a wretched and peevith Fellow is this King 
of England, to mope with his fat-brain’d Followers fo far 
out ot his knowledge, 

Con. If the Englifh had any apprehenfion, they would 
run away. 

Orl. That they lack; for if their Heads had any intel- 
leCtual Armour, they could never wear any {uch heavy 
Head-pieces. 

Ram, That Ifland of England breeds very valiant Crea- 
tures; their Maftiffs are of urmatchable Courage. 

Orl. Foohith Curs, that run winking into the Mouth of 
a Ruffian Bear, and have their Heads cruth’d like rotten Ap- 
ples; you may as well fay, that’s a valiant Flea, that dare 
to eat his breakfaft on the Lip of a Lion. 

Con, Jult, juft; and the Men do fympathize with the 
Mattiffs, in robuftious and rough coming on, leaving their 
Wits with their Wives ; and then give them great Meals of 
Beef, and Iron and Steel ; they will eat like Wolves, and 
fight like Devils. 

Orl, Ay, but thefe Englifb are threwdly out of Beef. 

Con. Then fhall we find to morrow, they have only 
Stomachs to eat, and none to fight. Nowis it time to arm; 
come, fhall we about it2 

Ori. It is now twoa Clock; but let me fee, by ten 
We fhall have each a hundred Englifhmen. | Exeunt. 





AC £1... §. CE NEY 


Exter Chorus. 


N OW entertain ConjeQure of a time, 

When creeping Murmur and the poring Dark 

Fills the wide Veffel of the Univerfe. | 

From Camp to Camp, through the foul Womb of Nights 
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The Hum of either Army {tilly founds, 

That the fixt Centinels almoft receive 

The fecret Whifpers of each others Watch. 

Fire anfwers fire, and through their paly flames 
Each Battel fees the others umber’d face. 

Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftful Neighs 
Piercing the Night’s dull Ear; and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accomplifhing the Knights, 

With bufie Hammers clofing Rivets up, 

Give dreadful Note of Preparation. 

The Country Cocks do crow, the Clocks doftow}; 
And the third Hour of droufie Morning nam‘d, 
Proud of their Numbers, and fecure in Soul, 
The confident and over-lufty French, 

Do the low-rated Exglifb play at Dice: 

And chide the criple-tardy-gated Night, 

Who like a foul and ugly Witch do’s limp 
Sotedioufly away. The poor condemned Engli/h, 
Like Sacrifices, by their watchful Fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The Mornings Danger: and their gefture fad, 


Invefting lank-lean Cheeks, ana W ar- worn Coats, 


; 


Prefented them unto the gazing Moon 

So many horrid Ghofts. O now who. will behold 
The Royal Captain of this ruin’d Band 

Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent, 
Let him cry, Praife and Glory on his Head: 

For forth he goes, and vifits all his Hoft, 

Bids them good morrow with a modeft Smile, 
And callsthem Brothers, Friends, and Country-men. 
Upon his Royal Face there is no Note, 

How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he Dedicate one jot of Colour 

Unto the weary and all-watched Night : 

But frefhly looks, and over-bears Attaint, 

With chearful Semblance, and fweet Majetty: 
That every Wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks Comfort from his Looks. 
A Largefs univerfal, like the Sun, 

His liberal Eye doth give to every one, 


Thawing cold Fear, that mean and gentle all | 
. Behold, 
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Behold, as may Unworthinefs define, 
A little touch of Afarry in the Night. 
And fo our Scene muift to the Battel fly : 
Where, O for pity, we fhall much difgrace, 
With four or five moft vile and ragged foils 
(Right ill difpos’d, in brawl ridiculous ) 
The Name of -gincourt. Yet fit and fee, 
Minding true things, by what. their Mock’ries be. | Exit. 
Enter King Henry, Bedford, avd Gloucefter. 
K, Henry. Glo'feer, ’tis true that we are in great danger, 
The greater therefore fhould our Courage be. 
Good morrow, Brother Bedford: God Almighty, 
There 1s fomic Soul of Goodnefs in things Evil, 
Would Men obfervingly diftil it out. 
For our bad Neighbour makes us eafly Stirrers, 
Which is both Healthful, and good Husbandry. 
Befides, they are our outward Confciences, 
And Preachers to us all; admonifhing, 
That we fhould drefs us fairly for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Moral of thé Devil himfelf. 
Enter Erpingham. 
Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham: 
A good foft Pillow for that good white Head 
Were better, than a churlith Turf of France. 
Erping. Not fo my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 
Since I may fay, now lye I like a King. 
K. Henry. ’Tis good for Men to love their prefent pain, 
Upon Example, fo the Spirit is eafed: 
And when the Mind is quickned, out of doubt 
The Organs, though Defun@ and Dead before, 
Break up their drowfie Grave, and newly move 
With cafted flough, and freth celerity. 
Lend me thy Cloak, Sir Thomas: Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Camp: 
Do my good morrow to them, and anon 
Defire them all to my Pavillion. 
Glo, We hall, my Liege, 
Erping. Shall I attend your Grace? 
K. Henry. No, my good Knight : 
Go with my Brothers to my Lords of England : 
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I and my Bofom mutt debate a while, 
And then I would no other Company. 
Erp.The Lord in Heaven blefs thee, noble Harry. [ Exeunt, 
K. Henry. God a mercy, old Heart, thou fpeak'ft cheat. 
fully. 


Sr 0 PO OS OS Oe F-- 


Enter Piftol. 

Pifft. Qui va la? 

K. Henry. A Friend. 

Pift. Difcufs unto me, art thou Officer, or art thou bafe, 
common and popular 2 

K. Henry. ¥ am a Gentleman of a Company- 

Piff. Trail’{t thou the purffant Pike? 

K. Henry. Even fo: What are you? 

Piff. As good a Gegtleman as the Emperor. 

K. Henry. Then you are better than the King. 

Pift. The King’s a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, aLad 
of Life, an Imp of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift moftva- 
liant: I kifS his dirty Shooe, and from Hearteftring I love 
the lovely Bully. What is thy Name? 

K. Henry. Harry le Roy. 

Pift. Le Roy! a CornifhName: Art thou of Cornifp Crew $ 

K. Henry. No; L am a Welchman. 

Piff. Know’ft thou Flaellen? 

K. Henry. Yes. 

Bift. Tell him I'll knock his Leek about his Pate upoh 
St. Davy’s day. 

K, Henry. Do not you wear your Dagger in your Cap that 
day, left he knock that about yours. 

Piff. Art thou his Friend? 

K. Henry, And his Kinfman too. 

Pift. The Figo for thee then. 

K. Henry. 1 thank you: God be with you. 4, 

Piff. My name is Piffol call’d. [ Exite 

K. Henry. Xt forts well with your fiercenefs. 

| [ ALanet King Henry: 
Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Gow. Captain Fluellen. . 

Fiz. So, in the Name of Jefu Chrift, {peak fewer: It 1s 
the greateft admiration in the univerfal World, when. the 
true and auncient Prerogatifes and Laws of the Wars1s not 
kept; If you would take the pains but to examine the War 
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of Pompey the Great, you fhall find, I warrant you, that 
there is no tiddle taddle, nor pibble babble in Pompey sCamp?¢ 
I warrant you, you fhall find the Ceremonies of ‘the Wars, 
and the Cares of it, and the Forms of it, and the Sobriety 
of it, and the Modefly of it, to be otherwife, 

Gow. Why, the Enemy is loud, your hear him all 
Night. 

Fiz. If the Enemy is an Afs and a Fool, and prating 
Coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we fhould alfo, look 
you, be an Afs, and a Fool, and a prating Coxcomb, in your 
own Confcience now 2 

Gow. I will {peak lower. 

Fin. I pray you, and befeech you, that you will. [Exewnt. 

K. Henry, Tho’ it appear a little out of fhion, 


There is much Care and Valour in this Welchman. 
Enter three Soldiers, John Bates, Alexander Court, and 
Michael Williams. 

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the Morning, which 
breaks yonder 2 

Bates, I think it be; but we have no great caufe to des 
fire the approach of day. 

Williams. We fee yonder the Beginning of the day, but 
I think we fhall never fee ‘the End of it, Who goes 
there 2 saath 

K. Henry. A Friend. 

Will. Under what Captain ferve you? 

K, Henry. Under Sir ‘John E rpingham. 

Will. A 200d old Commander, and a moft kind Gentle- 
man: I pray you, what thinks he of our Eftate? 

K. Henry. Even as Men wrack’d upon a Sand, that look 
to be wath’d off the next Tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his Thought to the King? 

K. Henry. No; nor is it meet he fhould: For though I 
ipeak it to you, I think the King is but a Man, as I am; 
The Violet {mells 'to him, as it doth to me; the Element 
fhews to him, as.it doth to me; all his Senfes have but hu- 
man Conditions. His Ceremonies laid by, in his Nakednefs 
he appears but a Man; and tho’ his Afle@ions are higher 
mounted than ours, yet when they floop they ftecp with 
the like Wing: Therefore, when he fees reafon of Fears, 
&s we do, his Fears, out of doubt, be of the fame relifh as 

ours 
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Ours are; yet, in reafon, no Man fhould poffefs him with any 
appearance of Fear; left he, by fhewing it, fhould difhearten 
his Army. 

Bates. He may fhew what outward Courage he will; but, 
I believe, as cold a Nightas ’tis, he could wifh himfelf in the 
Thames up to the Neck, and fo I would he were, and I by 
him, at all Adventures, fo we were quit here. 

K. Henry. By my troth, I will fpeak my Confcience of 
the King; I think he would not with himfelf any where but 
where he is. 

Bates. Then would he were here alone; fo fhould he be 
fure to beranfomed, anda many poor Mens Lives faved, 

K. Henry, 1 dare fay, you love him not fo ill to wifhhim 
here alone; howfoever, you fpeak this to feel other Mens 
Minds. Methinks I could not die any where fo contented 4 
in the King’s Company ; his Caufe being juft, and his Quar- 
rel honourable. 

Will. That’s more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we fhould feek after, for we ; 
know enough, if we know weare the King’s Subjects: If his 
Caufe be wrong, our Obedience to the King wipes the Crme 
of it out of us. 

Will. But if the Caufe be net good,, the King himfelf 
hath a heavy Reckoning to make, when all thofe Legs, and 
Arms, and Heads chop’d off in a Battel, fhall join together 
at the latter day, and cry all, We dy'd at {uch a Place; tome 
Swearing, fome crying fora Surgeon; fome upontheir Wives 
left poor behind them ; fome upon the Debts they owe; {ome 
upon their Children rawly left : I am afear’d there are few 
die well that die in Battel; for how can they charitably dif- 
pofe of any thing when Blood is their Argument? Now, if 
thefe Men do not dic well, it will be a black matter for the 
King, that led them to it, whom to difobey, were againtt 
all proportion of Subjection. 

K. Henry. So, 1f a Son, that is by his Father fent about 
Merchandize, do finfully mifcarry upon the Sea, the impu- 
tation of his Wickednefs, by your Rule, fhould be impofed 
upon his Father that fent him; or, if a Servant, under his 
Mafter’s Command, tranfporting a fum of Mony, be affail'd 
by Robbers, nnd die in many irreconcil’d Iniquities; you 
may call the bufinefs of the Mafter the Author of the Set 
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yant's Damnation; but this is not fo > The King is not bound 
to anfwer the particular endings of his Soldiers, the Father 
of his Son, nor the Mafter of his Servant; for they purpofe 
not their Death; when they purpofe their Services. Befides, 
there is no King, be his Cauwfe never fo fpotlefs, if it come 
to the Arbitrement of Swords, can try it out with all un- 
fpotted Soldiers: Some, peradventure, have on them the guilt 
of premeditated and contrived Murther; fome, of beguil- 
ing Virgins with the broken Seals of Perjury; fome, making 
the Wars their bulwark, that have before gored the gentle 
Bofom of Peace with Pillage and Robbery. Now, if thefe 
Men have defeated the Law, and out-run Native Punifh- 
ment; though they can out-{trip Men, they have no Wings 
tofly from God. War is his Beadle, War is his Vengeance ; 
fo that here Men are punifh’d, for before breach of the King’s 
Laws, in now the King’s Quarrel; where they feared the 
Death, they have born Life away, and where they would be 
fafe they perifh. Then if they die unprovided, no more is 
the King guilty of their Damnation, than he was before guil- 
ty of thofe Impieties, forthe which they are now vifited. 
Every Subje&t’s Duty is the King’s, but every Subjeds 
Soul is his own. Therefore fhould every Soldier in the 
Wars, as every fick Man in his Bed, wath every Moth out 
of his Confcience: And dying fo, Death is to him advat- 
tage; or not dying, the time was bleffedly loft, wherein fuch 
preparation was gained ; and in him that efcapes, it were net 
Sih to think that making God fo free an offer, he let him out- 
livethat day to fee his Greatnefs, and to teach others how 
they fhould prepare. 

Will, “Tis certain, every Man that dies all, the ill is upon 
his own Head, the King is not to anfwer for it. 

Bates. 1 do not defire he fhould anfwer for me, and yet 
I determine to fight luftily for him. 

K. Henry. I my felf heard the King fay, he would not be 
ranfom’d. 

Will. Ay, hefaid fo, to make us fight chearfully ; but when 
our Throats are cut, he may be ranfom’d, and we ne’er the 
wifer, 

K. Henry, Tf I live to fee it, I will never truft his word 
after. So ee 
ek Wail 
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Will. You pay him then; that’s a perilous fhot out of an 
Elder-Gun, that apoor and private difpleafure can do againtt 
a Monarch; you may as well go about to turn the Sun to 
Ice, with fanning in his Face with a Peacock’s Feather : 
Youll never truft his’ Word after! Come, ’tis a foolifh 
faying. | 

K. Henry. Your Reproof is fomething too round, I fhould 
be angry with you, if the time were convenient. 

Will, Let it be a Quarrel between us, 1f you live. 

K. ffenry. I embrace It. 

Will. How fhall I know thee againé 

K. Henry. Give me any Gage of thine, and I will wearit 
in my Bonnet: Then if ever thou dar’it acknowledge it, I 
will make it my Quarrel. 

Will. Here’s my Glove; give me another of thines 

K. Henry. There, 

Will. This will I alfo wearin my Cap; if ever thou come 
to me, and fay, after to morrow, This is my Glove, by this 
Hand I will give thee aboxon the Ear. 

K. Henry. Lf ever I live to fee it I will challenge it. 

Will. Thou dar’ft as well be hang’d. 

K, Henry. Well, I will do it, tho’ I take thee in the King’s 
Company. 

Will. Keep thy Word: Fare thee well. 

Bates. Be Friends, you Engli/b Fools, be\Friends; we have 
French Quarrels-enow, if you could tell how to reckon. 

| Exeunt Soldiers. 

K. Henry. Indeed, the French may lay twenty French 
Crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear them on their 
Shoulders; but it isno Exglifh Treafon to cut French Crowns; 
and to morrow the King himfelf will be a Clipper. 

Upon the King! let us, our Lives, our Souls, 
Our Debts, our careful Wives, our Children, and 
Our Sins; lay on the King; he muft bear all 

O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatnefs, 
Subje@ to the breath of every Fool, whofe Senfe 
No more can feel, but his own wringing. 

What infinite heart-eafe muft King’s neglect, 
That private Men enjoy? 

And what have Kings that Privates have not too, 
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tik, Saye Ceremony, fave general Ceremony 2 ’ : 
tip And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony 2 | | 
Nh = What kind of God art thou? that fuffer’fR more i) 
mie — OF mortabGriefs than do thy Worthippers. cee v 
ii = What are thy Rents? What are thy comings in ? iis 4 
O Ceremony, thew me but thy worth: oy { 
rou; = What! is thy Soul of Adoration 2 < ° 
it, Are thou ought elfe but Place, Degree, and Form, ia 
nin Creating awe and fear in other Men2 | ¥ 
Wherein thou art lefs happy, being fear’d, | 4 
Than they in fearing, He ae Ly} 
nlm =Whatdrink’ft thou oft, inftead of Homage {weet, Wea i ry 
toni «= But poifon’d Flattery 2 © be fick, great Greatnefs, FA a 
_ And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. Vy Wa : 
tie  Think’t thou the fiery Feaver will go out \ ae 
With Titles blown from Adulation 2 Pee aN, 
{ 2 
fae Will it give place to flexure and low bending? )) ie 
yy)  Can’{t thou, when thou command’ft the beggars knee, 
: Command the health of it? No, thou proud Dream, ea 
lee) © That play’ft fo fubtilly with a King’s Repofe, Ti ay a 
' Tama King that find thee; and I know, Mia 2! 

wii Lis not the Balm, the Scepter, and the Ball, ie an 
The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, ant a 

The enter-tiffued Robe of Gold and Pearl, Ze 

st The farfed Title running ’fore the King, i | ' 
y to The Throne he fits on; nor the Tide of Pomp, #' 


sil That beats upon the high fhoar of this World: tad thet 
“a Noy notall thefe thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies, | 
Not all thefe, laid in Bed Majettical, ee 
fe Can fleep fo foundly as the wretched Slave: | vt 
a Who, with a Body fill'd, and vacant Mind, | 
I Gets him to reft, cramm’d with diftre(sful Bread, i 
», Never fees horrid Night, the Child of Hell: Ari 
. But like 4 Lacquey, from the Rife to Ser, 
| Sweats-in the Eye of Phebus; and all Night 
», Sleeps in Ely/fiwm; next day after dawn, 
Doth rife and help Hyperion to his Horfe, 
And follows fo the ever-running Year | RW 
With profitable Labour to his Grave: ae id 
nd, but for Ceremony, fuch a Wretch, ete AR 
Winding up days with Toil, and Nights with Sleep; ah Ta 
Vou, III, _ 5 eee Had aan 
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Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 
The Slave, a Member of the Country’s peace, 
Enjoys it; but in grofs Brain little wots, 
What Watch the King’ keeps to maintain the Peace; 
Whofe hours the Peafant beft advantages. 
Enter Erpingham. 

Erp. My Lord, your Nobles, jealous of your abfence, 
Seek through your Camp to find you. 

K. Henry. Good old Knight, collet themz-all together, 

At my Tent: I'll be before thee, 

Erp. I fhall do't, my Lord. [ Exit 
K. Henry. O God of Battels, fteel my Soldiers Hearts, 

Poffefs them not with Fear: Take from them now 

The fenfe of reck’ning of the oppofed Numbers: 

Pluck their Hearts fromthem. Nottoday, O Lord, 

O not te day, think not upon the Fault 

My Father made, in compafling the Crown. 

I Richard’s Body have interred new, 

And on it have beftowed more contrite Tears 

Than from it iffued forced drops of Blood. 

Five hundred Poor I have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a day their wither’d Hands hold up 

Toward Heaven, to pardon Blood: 

And I have built two Chauntries, 

Where the fad and folemn Priefts fing Mill 

For Richard’s Soul, More willl do; 

Tho’ all that I can do is nothing worth, 

Since that my Penitence comes after all; 

[mploring Pardon. 

Enter Gloucefter. 
Glo. My Liege. 
K. Henry. My Brother Glo’fter’s Voice ? 

Iknow thy Errand, I will go with thee: 

The Day, my Friend, and all things flay for me. | Exemithe 
Enter the Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, ava Beaumont. 
Orl. The Sun doth gild our Armour, up; my Lords. 
Dan. Monte Cheval: My Horfe, Valet Lacquay: Hal 
Orl, Oh brave Spirit! 

Dau. Yoyer les Ciewx cy la terre. 
Orl. Riew puis le air & feu. 
Dau. Gen, Coufin Orleans. 
: Enter 
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= Enter Conftable. 
Now my Lord Conftable! 


Con. Hark how our Steeds for prefent Service neigh, 
Dau. Mount them; and make Incifion in their Hides, 


That their hot Blood may {pin in Enghifh Eyes, 
T> : : 
And d’out them with fuperfluous Courage: Ha! 


Kam. What, will you have them weep our Horfes Blood 2 


How fhall we then behold their natural Tears 2 
Enter Meffenger. 


e ahmhe EL } > J 
Mef: The Englifo are embatiell’d, you French Peers, 
Con. To Horle, you gallant Princes, ftreight to Horfe, 


Do but behold yond poor and ftarved Band, 
And your fair fhew fhall fuck away their Seuls, 
Leaving them but the thales and husks of Men. 
Uhere Is not work enough for a'l our Hands, 
Scarce Blood enough in all their fickly Veius, 
l'o give each naked Curtle-ax 4 itain, 
That our French Gallants hall to day draw out, 
And fheath for lack of Spert 
he vapour of our Valour will o’er-turn them. 
mere mee all exception, Lords, 
| perfluous Lacqueys and our Peafants, 
ho in unneceflary action fwarm 
About our Squares of Battel, were enow 
Io purge this Field of fuch a hilding Foe, 
Tho’ we upon this Mountain’s Bafis by 
Took ftand, for idle Speculation: 
But that our Honours muft not. What’s to fay 2 
A very little little let us do; 
oe Pes, then let the Trumpets found 
ucket Sonuance , : 
Bot our approach fhall f much dee be nea 
1a} C £ieid, 
That England thall couch down ih fear, and yield. 
Enter Grandpree. 


Gran, Why do you ftay fo long, my Lords of Frac 


Yond Ifland Carrions, defperate of their Bones, 
Il-favour'dly become the Morning Field ; 
eir ragged Curtains poorly are let loofe, 
oe our Air thakes them pafling fcornfully. 
'§ Mars feems bankrupt in their beggar’d Hoft, 
Aad faintly through a rufty Bever peeps, 
2 Se 


. Let us but blow on them, 
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The Horfemen fit like fixed Candlefticks, 
With Torcheftaves in their Hand; and their poor Jades 
Lob down their Heads, drooping the Hide and Hips: 
The Gum down roping from their pale-dead Eyes, 
And in their pale dull Mouths the Jymold Bite 
Lyes foul with chaw’d Grafs, {till and motionlefs; 
And their Executors, the knavifh Crows, 
Fly o’er them, all impatient for their hour. 
Defcription cannot fuit it felf in words, 
To demonttrate the Life of fuch a Battel, 
In life fo livelefs as it fhews it felf. 
Con. They have faid their Prayers, 
And they ftay for Death. | 
Dol, Shall we go fend them Dinners, and frefh Sutes, 
And give their fafting Horfes Provender, 
And after fight with them? 
Con, I ftay but formy Guard: On, to the Field ; 
I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And ufe it for my hafte. Come, come away, 

The Sun is high, and we out-wear the day. | Exennt. 
Enter Gloucefter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham with all the 
Hoft, Salisbury and Weftmorland. 

Glo, Where is the King? 
Bed. The King himfelf is rode to view their Battel. 
Weft. OF fighting Men they have full threefcore thou- 
fand. 
Exe. There’s five to one, befides they are all frefh. 
Sal, God’s Arm ftrike with us, ’tisa tearful odds. 
God be wi’ you Princes all; I'll to my Charge : 
If we no more meet ’ti!l we meet in Heavens 
Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My dear Lord Glo'/ter, and my good Lord Exeter; 
And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all adieu. 
Bed. Farewel, good Salisbury, and good luck go with thee: 
And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it, 
For thou art fam’d of the firm truth of Valour. 
Exe. Farewel, kind Lord : Fight valiantly to day. | Exit Sal. 
Bed. He is as full of Valour as of Kindnefs, 
Princely in both. 
Enter King Henry. 


Weft. O- that we'now had here 
But 
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Rut one ten thoufand of thofe Men in Exgland, ee 
That do no work to day. isha! 
K. Henry. What's he that wifhes fo? 
My Coufin Weftmorland? No, my fair Coutin: if 
If we are mark’d to die, we are enow ai I 
To do our Country lofs; and if to live, Hehe A 
Tae fewer Men the greater fhare of Honour. 
God’s will, I pray thee wifh not one Man more. 
By Fove, Iam not covetous for Gold, 
Nor care I, who doth feed upon my coft: ia 
It yerns me not, if Men my Garments wear; 
Such outward things dwell not tn my defires: 
But if it bea Sin to cover Honour, Hei 
I am the moft offending Soul alive. | 
No, faith, my Coz, wifh not a Man from England: | 
God’s Peace, I would not lofe fo great an Honour, 
As one Man more methinks would fhare from me, 
For the beft hope I have. . O, do not wifh one more : | 
Rather proclaim it (Weftmorland) through my Hott, 
That he which hath no Stomach to this Fight, 


Let him depart, his Paflport fhall be made, . 
And Crowns for Convoy put into his Purfe : 1h aa ) 
We would not die in that Man’s Company ia 7 


; : a4. ta - to 4 « 
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That fears his Fellowfhip to die with us. 


This day is call’d the Feaft of Cri/pian: Wich | 
He that our-lives this day, and comes fafe Home, Bie By \ 
Will ftand a tip-toe when this day is named, my RN 4 
And rouze him at the Name of Cri/pian: a i. 
He that fhall fee this day, and live old Age, Me |) i 
Will yearly on the Vigil feaft his Neighbours, ot iis 
And fay to morrow is Saint Cri/pian: Bait | 


Then will he ftrip his Sleeve, ‘and thew his Scars : Mf 
Old Men forget; yet all fhall not be forgot ; | 
But he'll remember, with advantages, Ati 
What feats he did thatday. Then fhall our Names, EE OHTA 
Familiar in his Mouth as houfhold Words, | i 
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, Hat 
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Glo {ters ‘| 
Be in their flowing Cups frefhly remembred. ee 
This Story fhall the good Man teach his Son; areal 
And Crif/pine Grifpian fhall ne’er go by; ie 
Bb 3 From Cae HT 
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1350 be LIFE of 


From this Day to the ending of the World, 
But we in it fhall be remembered; 

We few, we happy few, we band of Brothers : 
For he to day that fheds his Blood with me, 


Shall be my Brother; be he ne’er fo vile, 
‘This day fhall gentle his Condition. 
And Gentlemen in Exgland now a-bed 

5 


¢ 
I 
Shall think themfelves accurs’d they were not here; 


; 
And held their Manhoods cheap, whiles any {peaks, 
That fought with us upon St. Crifpian’s day. 
Enter Salisbury, 

Sal. My Sovereign Lord, beftow your felf with fpeed: 
The French are bravely in their Battels fet, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 

K. Henry. All things be ready, if our minds be fo. 

Weft. Perifh the Man whofe Mind is backward now. 

K. Henry. Thou doft not with more help from England, 
Coz? 

Weft. God will, my Liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more help, could fight this Royal Battel. 

K. Henry, Why now thou haft unwith’d five thoufand Men: 
Which likes me better than to with us one. 
You know your Places: God be with you all. 

A Tucket founds. Enter Mountjoy. 

Adount. Once more I come to know of thee, King Harry, 
If for thy Ranfom thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy moft aflured Overthrow: 
For certainly thou art fo near the Gulf, 
Thou needs mutft be englutted. _Befides, in mercy; 
The Conftable defires thee thou wilt mind 
Thy Followers of Repentance; that their Souls 
May make a peaceful and a {weet retire 
From off thefe Fields; where, Wretches, their poor Bodies 
Muft lye and fefter. 

K. Henry. Who hath fent thee now 2 

Afount. The Conftable of France. 

K. Henry. I pray thee bear my former Anfwer back: 
Bid them atchieve me, and then fell my Bones. 
Good God! why fhould they mock poor Fellows thus? 
The Man that once did fell the Lion’s Skin 
While the Beaft liv’d, was kill’d with* hunting him. 
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And many of our Bodies fhall, no doubr, 
Find Native Graves; upon the w Ich, | ti 

Shall witnefs live in Brafs of this day’s work 

And thofe that leave their valiant Bones in Fraxce, 

Dying like Men, tho’ burted in your Dungnils, | 

They fhall be fam’d; for there the Sun fhall greet them, 


¢ a 


‘et And draw their Honours reeking up to Heaven, 
a Leaving their earth!y Parts to choak your Clime, 


The fmell whereof fhall breed a Plague in France. 
Mark then abounding Valour in our Exgli/b: 

vith That being dead, like to the Bullets grating, 
Break out into a fecond courfe of Mifchief, | 
Killing in relapfe of Mortality. | 


ae oe ew ee ee a ee 


) 
seh Let me fpeak proudly; tell the Conftable, | Ne 
«tu, Weare but Warriors for the working day; | Y | 
fie Our Gaynefs and our Guilt are all be-fmirch’d | \; 

~ With rainy marching in the painful Field. | Ca 
ide,  There’s not a piece of Feather in our Holt ; | : 
it Good Argument, [ hope, we will not flye: ’ 
jou’ And time hath worn us into flovenry. \ | 
But, by the Mafs, our Hearts are in the trim: \ 
| And my poor Soldiers tell me, yet e’er night Wi y} 
They'll be in frefher Robes, or they will, pluck linet at 


The gay new Coats o’er the French Soldiers Heads, 
And turn them out of Service. If they do this, 

| As if God pleafe they fhall, my Ranfom then 

Will foon be levied. 
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at The leading of the Vaward. 
K. Henry, Take it, brave York. 
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at Herald, fave thou thy labour : ; ‘ a 
sais Come thou no more for Ranfom, gentle Herald, wey . 
; They fhall have none, Ifwear, but thefe my Joints: Ree | 
" Which if they have, as I will leave ’em them, iN 
4: Shall yield them little, tell the Conftable. LP te 
ais Muon. | fhall, King Harry: And fo farethee well. _ eri 

Thou never fhale hear Herald any more. LExit. Belay a dl. 

K. Henry. I fear a thou wilt once more come again for a i unt 

hi Ranfom, Na Fe 
“i Enter York. )) 
Oe York, My Lord, moft humbly on my Knee I beg a 
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Now Soldiers, march away ; 
And how thou pleafeft, God, difpofe the Day, | Exewnt, 
Alarm. Excurfions. Enter Piftol, French Soldier, and Boy, 

Piff. Yield, Cur. 

Fr. Sol. Fe penfe que vous eftes le Gentil-home de bene 
qualité. 

Piff. Quality calmy cufture me. Art thou aGentleman? 
What is thy Name? difcufs. 

Fr. Sol. O Seigneur Dieu! 

Pift, O Signieur Dewe fhould be a Gentleman: Perpend 
my words, O Signieur Dewe, and mark: © Signicur Dewe, 
thou dieft on point of Fox, except, O Signeur, thou do give 
to me egregious Ranfom. 

Fr. Sol. O prennex, mifericorde ayex pitie de moy. 

Pift. Moy hall not ferve, J will have forty Moys; for! 
will fetch thy rym out at thy Throat, in drops of Crimfon 
Blood. 

Fr. Sol. E/t-il impoffibile d’efchapper la force de ton bras. 

Piff. Brafs, Cur? thou damned and luxurious Mountain 
Goat, offer’{t me Brafs 2 

Fr. Sol. Opardonnex moy, 

Pifg. Say’it thou me fo 2 is that a Ton of Moys? 
Come hither, Boy, ask me this Slave in French, what is his 
Name. 

Boy. E/coute, comment eftes vous appelle? 

Fr. Sol. Adonfieur le Fer. 

Boy. He fays his Name is Mr. Fer. 

Piff. Mr. Fer! Vil fer him, and ferk him, and ferret him: 
Difcufs the fame in French unto him. 

Boy. 1 do not know the French for fer, and ferret, and 
firk. 

Pift. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his Throat. 

Fr. Sol. Que dit-il, Afonfieur ? 

Boy. 1 me commande de vous dire que vous vous tents 
prejt, car ce foldat icy eft difpofee tout a cette heure de couper 
woftre forge. 

Pif, Qwy, cuppele gorge parmafoy pefant, unlefs thou 
give me Crowns, brave Crowns, or mangled fhalt thou be 
by this my Sword. 


Fr. Sol. 
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Fr. Sol. O je vous fupplie pour lamour de Dieu, me par~ 
donner, je [wis Gentilhome de bonne maifon, garde ma vie, 
@ Fe vous douncray deux cents efcus, 

Piff. What are his words2 

Boy. He prays you to fave his Life, he is a Gentleman of 
a good Houle, and for his Ranfom he will give you two 
hundred Crowns. 

Piff. Tell him my fury thall abate, and I the Crowns will 
take. 

Fr. Sol. Petit Adonfieur que dit-il ? 

Boy. Excore qwil eft contre fon Furement, de pardonuer 
aucun prifonnier: neant moins pour les efcus que vous lay pro- 
mettex, il eft context de vous donner la liberté de franchife. 

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genoux je voux donne milles vemerciemens, 
& je me eftime benrenx que je fuistombe entre les mains d'un 
Chevalier, je penfe, le plus brave, valiant, & tres eftimée 
Signeur d’ Angleterre. 

Piff. Expound unto me, Boy. 

Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thoufand thanks, and 
elteems himfelf happy, that he hath fal’n into the hands of 
one, as he thinks, the moft brave, valorous, and thrice- 
worthy Signeur of England. 

Piff, As I fuck Blood, I will fomemercy thew. _ Follow 
me. 

Boy. Suivez, le grand Capitain. 

I did never know fo woful a Voice iffue from fo empty a 
Heart ; but the Song is true, the empty Veffel makes the 
greatelt found. Bardolf and Nim had ten times more 
Valour than this roaring Devil ith’ old Play, that every 
one may pair his Nails with a wooden Dagger, and they 
are both Hang’d, and fo would this be, if he durft fteal 
any thing adventuroufly. I muft flay with the Lackies, 
with the luggage of our Camp, the French might have a 
good Prey of us, if he knew of it, for there is none to 
Guard it but Boys. [ Exit. 
Enter Conttable, Orleans, Bourbon, Dauphin, 
and Rambures. 

Con. O Diable! 

Orl. O Signeur ! le jour eft perdu, toute eft perdu. 

Dan. Mort de ma vie, all is confounded, all, 

Reproach, and everlafting fhame 
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Sits mocking in our Plumes. [ 4 fhort Alarm, 
O mefchante Fortune, do not run away. 
Con. Why, all our Ranks are broke. 
Daz, O perdurable fhame, let’s ftab our felves: 
Be thefe the Wretches that we play’d at Dice for? 
Orl, Is this the King we fent to for his Ranfom? 
Boxr. Shame, and eternal fhame, nothing but fhame! 
Let us fly in once more back again, 
And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 
Let him go hence, and with his Cap 1n hand, 
Like a bafe Pander, hold the Chamber-door, 
Whilft by a bafe Slave, no gentler than my Dog, 
His faireft Daughter is contaminated. 
Coz. Diforder, that hath fpoil’d us, Friend us now, 
Let us on heaps go offer up our Lives. 
Orl, We are enow yet living in the Field, 
To {mother up the Eagli/b in our Throngs 
If any order might be thought upon, 

Bour, The Devil take Order now, I'll to the throng; 
Let Life be fhort, elfe Shame willbe too long. | Exewnt. 
Alarm. Enter the King and his Train, 

with Prifonerse 
K. Henry. Well have we done, thrice valiant Countrymen, 
But all’s not done, yet keep the French Field, 
Exe. The Duke of York commends him to your Majetty, 
K. Henry, Lives he, good Uncle; thrice within this hour 
I faw him down; thrice up again, and: fighting : 
From Helmet to the Spur all Blood he was. 
Exe. In which array, brave Soldier, doth he 
Larding the plain; and by his bleody fide, 
(Yoak-fellow to his Honour-owing wounds) 
The Noble Earl of Suffolk alfo lyes. 
Suffolk firft dyed, and York all hagled over 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay infteeped, 
And takes him by the Beard, kiffes the gafhes, 
That bloodily did yawn upon his Face. 
Fe cries aloud: /Tarry, my Coufin Suffolk, 
My Soul fhall thine keep company to Heaven: 
Tarry, fweet Soul, for mine, then flye a-breaft: 
As in this glorious and well-foughten Field 
We kept together in our Chevalry. | 
Upon 
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Upon thefe words I came, and cheer’d him uP; 
He {mil’d me in the Face, raught me his Hand, 
And with a feeble gripe, fays, Dear my Lord, 
Commend my Service to my Soveraign; 
So did he turn, and over Suffolk’s Neck 
He threw his wounded Arm, and kift his Lips, 
And fo efpous'd to Death, with Blood he feal’d 
A Teftament of Noble-ending Love: 
The pretty and {weet manner of it fore’d 
Thofe waters from me, whichI would have ftop’d, 
But I had not fo much of Man in me, 
And.all my Mother came into mine Eyes, 
And gave me up to Tears, 

K. Henry. I blame you not, 
For hearing this I muft perforce compound 
With mixtful Eyes, or they will iffue too. | Alar, 
But heark, what new Alarum is this fame 2 
The French have re-infore’d their {catter’d Men: 
Then every Soldier kill his Prifoners, 
Give the word through. 
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Enter Fluellen and Gower. 


sae | [ll the poyes andthe luggage, ’tis exprefly againft the 
Law of Arms, ’tis as arrant a piece of Knavery, 

Mark you now, as can be offer’d in your Confcience now, 
IS It not 2 

Gow, °Tis certain, there's not a Boy left alive, and the 
Cowardly Rafcals that ran away from the Battel ha’ done 
this Slaughter ; befides, they have burned and carried away 
all that was in the King’s Tent, wherefore the King moft wor- 
thily hath caus’d every Soldier to cut his Prifoner’s Throat, 
O ‘tis a gallant King, 

film. I, he was Porn at Afonmouth, Captain Gower: what 
call Ree the Town’s name, where Alexander the Pig was 
vorn ¢ 

Gow, Alexander the Great, 
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1356 The LIFE of 
Flu. Why I pray you, is not pig, great? The pig, or 


the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnati- 
mous are all one reckonings, fave the Phrafe is a little varia- 
tions. 

Gow. I think Alexander the Great was born in Adz. 
cedon, his Father was called Philip of Adacedon, as 1 take 
it. 

Flu. 1 thinkit isin A@acedon,. where Alexander is porn: I 
tell you Captain, if you look in the Maps of the Orld, I 
warrant that you fall find in the comparifons between Aa 
cedon and Afoumouth, that the Situations, look you, is both 
alike. Thereis a River in Adacedon, and there is alfomore- 
over a River at AZonmonth, it is call’d Wye at Monmouth; 
but it is out of my prains, what is the name of the other 
River, but ’tis allone, ’tis as likeas my Fingers to my Fingers, 
and there is Salmons in both. If you mark Alexander's Lite 
well, Harry of Afonmouth’s Life is come after it indifferent 
well, for there is Figures in all things. Alexander, God 
knows, and you know, in his rages, and his furies, and his 
wraths, and his cholers, and his moods, and his difpleatures, 
and his indignations, and alfo being a little intoxicates in his 
prains, did in his Ales and his Angers, look you, kill his belt 
Friend Clytus. . 

Gow. Our King is not like him in that, he never killd 
any of his Friends. 

Fla. It is not well done, mark you now, to take the 
Tales out of my Mouth, e’erit is made and finifhed. I {peak 
but in the Figures, and Comparifons of it; as Alexander 
kill’d his Friend Citas, being in his Ales and his Cups; fo 
ilfo Harry Atonmouth beng in his right wits, and his good 
,adgments, turn’d away the fat Knight with the great belly 
Doublet: he was full of jeft, and gypes, and knaveries, and 
mocks, I have forgot his name. 

Gow. Sir Fobu Falftaff. 

Flu. That is he: Pll tell you, there is good Men pom 
at Afonmouih. 

Gow. Here comes his Majefty. | 
Mlarum. Enter King Harry azd Bourbon vith Prifoners 
Lords and Attendants. Flourifh. 

K. Henry. I was not angry fince I came to France, 


Until this-inftant. Take a Trumpet, Herald, Ride 
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Ride thou unto the Horfemen on yond Hill : 
If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or void the Field; they do offend our fight. 
if they'll do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them sker away, as {wift as {tones 
Enforced from the old 4/yrian Slings: 
Befides we'll cut the Throats of thofe we have, 
And not a Man of them that we fhall take, 
Shall tafte our Mercy. Go and tell them fo. 
Enter Mountjoy. 
Exe. Here comes the Herald of the Freach, my Liege. 
Glo, His Eyes are humbler than they us'd to be. 
K. Henry. How now, what means their Herald? Know’ft 
thou not, 
That I have fin’d thefe Bones of mine for Ranfom? 
Com’{t thou again for Ranfom ¢ 
Mount. No, great King: 
I come to thee for charitable Licenfe, 
That we may wander o’er this bloody Field, 
To book our dead, and thento bury them: 
To fort our Nobles from our common Mea; 
For many of our Princes, woe the while, 
Lye drown’d and foak’d in mercenary Blood: 
So do our vulgar drench their peafant Limbs 
In blood of Princes, and with wounded Steeds 
Fret fet-lock deep in gore, and with wild rage 
Yerk out their armed heels attheirdead Matters, 
Killing them twice. O giveus leave, great King, 
To view the Field in fafety, and difpofe 
Of their dead Bodies. 
K. Henry. I tell thee truly, Herald, 
I know not whether the day be ours or no, 
For yet a many of your Horfemen peer, 
And gallop o’er the Field. 
Mount. The day is yours. . 
K. Henry. Praifed be God, and not our ftrength for it: 
What is this Caftle call’d, that ftands hard by? 
Mount. They call it Aginconrt. 
K, Henry. Then call we this the Field of ginconrr, 
Fought on the day of Cri/pin Cri/pianus. 
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1358 The LIFE of 


Fla. Your Grandfather of famous Memory, ant pleafe 
your Majefty, and your great Unkle Edward the Plack 
Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chronicles, fought 
moft prave pattle here in France. 

K. Henry, They did, Flzellen. 

Fla. Your Maiefty fays very true: If your Majefties isre. 
membred of it, the Welchmen did good fervice in a Garden 
where Leeks did grow, wearing Leeks in their A¢onmonsh 
Caps, which your Majefty know to this hour is an honoura- 
ble Padge of the fervice ; and I do believe your Majefty 
takes no fcorn to wear the Leek upon St. Tavwie’s day, 

K. Henry. 1 wear it fora memorable Honour } ; 
For Tam Welch, you know, good Countryman. 

Fin. All the Water in Wye cannot wath your Majefties 
Welfb plood out of your pody, I can tell you that: God 
plefs, and preferve it, as long as it pleafes his Grace, and 
his Majefty too. 

K. Henry. Thanks, good my Countryman. | 

Flu. By Jefhu, Tam your Majefties Countryman, I care 
not who know it: I will confefs it to all the Orld, I need 
hot to be afhamed of your Majefty, praifed beGod, {fo long 
as your Majefty is an honeft Man. 

K. Henry. God keep me fo. 

Enter Willams. 
Our Heralds go with him, 
Bring me juft notice of the numbers dead 
©n both our Parts, Call yonder Fellow hither. 

Exe. Soldier, you muft come to the King. 

K, Henry, Soldier, why wear’ft thou that Glove inthy Cap 

Will. And’t pleafe your Majefty, ’tis the Gage of one that 
I fhould fight withal, if he be alive. 

K. Henry. An Englifbman.? / 

Will, An’t pleafe yout Majefty, a Rafcal that fwageer'd 
with me laft night; who if alive, and ever dare to challenge 
this Glove, I have fworn to take him a box o’th’ear; Of 
if I can fee my Glove in his Cap, which he fwore as he 
was a Soldier he would wear, (if alive) will ftrike it out 
foundly. 

K. Henry. What think you, Captain Fizellen, is it fit this 
Soldier keep his Oath? 
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King Henry V. 1359 


Fix, He is a Craven and a Villain elfe, and’t pleafe your 
Majefty, in my Confcience. 

K. Henry. \t may be, his Enemy is a Gentleman of great 
Sort, quite from the anfwer of his Degree. | 

Fix, Though he be as good a Jenticman as the Devil is, 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himfelf, it is neceflary, look your 
Grace, that he keep his Vow and his Oath: If he be per- 
jurd, fee you now, his Reputation is as arfant a Villain 
and a Jack fawce, as ever his black fhoo trod upon God’s 
Ground, and his Earth, in my Confcience, Law. 

K. Henry, Then keep thy Vow, Sirrah, when thou meet’ft 
the Fellow. 

Wil. Sot will, my Riege, as I live. 

K. Henry, Who ferv’ft thou under 

Will, Under Captain Gower, my Liege. 

flu. Gower is a good Captain, and is good knowledge 
and literatured in the Wars. 

K. Henry, Call him hither to me, Soldier. 

Will, 1 will, my. Liege. | Exit. 

K. Henry, Here Fluellen, wear thou this Favour for me, 
and ftickut in thy Cap; when -dlanfon and my felf were 
down together, I pluck’d this Glove from his Helm; if any 
Man challenge this, he is a Friend to -dlanfon, and an Ene- 
my to our Perfon; if thou encounter any fuch, apprehend 
him, and thou do’ft me love. 

Fin. Your Grace does me as great Honours, as can be 
defir'd in the Hearts of his Subje&s: I would fain fee the 
Man, that has but two Legs, that fhall find himfelf agriev’d 
at this Glove; that is all; but I would fain fee it once, and 
Pleafe God of his Grace that I might fee. 

K. Henry. Know’ft thou Gower ? 

flu. He is my dear Friend, and pleafe you. 

K. Henry, Pray thee go feek him, and bring him tomy Tent? 

Fl, 1 will fetch him. | Exit. 

K. flenry. My Lord of Warwick, and my Brother Glo’/ter, 
Follow Fizellen clofely at the Heels, 

The Glove which I have given him for a Favour 
May haply purchafe him a Box o’th’Ear. 

It is the Soldier’s:. I by bargain fhould 

Wear it my felf. Follow, good Coufin Warwick: 
If that the Soldier ftrike him, as I judge , 
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1 ae By this blunt bearing, he will keep his Word; 
i ‘ Some fudden mifchief may arife of it : 
PHB ui For I do know Filwellex valiant, 
atti 4 : And touch’d with Choler, hot as Gunpowder, 
Ma te A. And quickly will return an Injury. 
ant ee iat 6 Follow, and fee there be not harm between them. 
Hi iM i Oe Go you with me, Uncle of Exeter. [ Exemit. 
Whi Peed if Eater Gower and Williams. 
HRB oh Will. 1 warrant it is to Knight you, Captain, 
ee a (te i Enter Fluellen. 
een Flu. God’s Will, and his Pleafure, Captain, I befeech 
Pe haat P you now, come apace to the King: There is more goodto- 
a eae ward you peradventure, than is in your knowledge to dream 
faa | of. 
Will. Sir, know you this Glove ¢ 
hid Flu. Know the Glove? I know the Glove is a Glove, 
oe Will. 1 know this, and thus I challenge it. | Serékeshim 
He : Flu. ’Sbud, an arrant Traitor .as any’s in the Univerlal 


4 i World, or in France, or in Exgland. 

BS ets fil Gower. How now, Sir? you Villain. 

iii Meehe aah ty Will. Do you think Pll be forfworné 

AUS TE a Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower, I will give Treafon his 
i, i i Nett iad payment into Plows, I warrant you. 

TSA AUR ohh Will. 1 am no Traitor. 

| Flu. That’s a Lie in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
SBS BU ae ant Majefty’s Name apprehend him, he’s a Friend of the Duke 
a Bae ath Alanfon’s. 

El Enter Warwick and Glouceftes. 

ee ie War. How now, how now, what’s the matter ? 

Flu. My Lord of Warwick, here is, praifed be God for 


| it, a moft contagious Treafon come to light, look you, as 
ke you fhall defire ina Summer’s Day. _ Here is his Majelty. 
An Enter King Henry and Exeter. 
FO eae K. Henry. How now, what’s the matter ¢ | 
pan a Be Flu: My Liege, here ts a Villain and-a Traitor, that, 
BS on look your Grace, ha’s {truck the Glove which your Majelty 
NV aes et is take out of the Helmet of Alan/oz. 
ede Will. My Liege, this was my Glove, here 1s the Fellow 
lag Al le ae of it; and he that I gave it to in change, promis to wear 
ata a itin his Cap; I promis’d to ftrike him, if he did ; 1 met this 
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King Henry V: 1361 
Man with my Glove in his Cap, and I have been as good 
as my word, 

Flu. Your Majefty hear now, faving your M:jefty’s Man- 
hood, what an arrant, rafcally, beggarly, lowfie Krave it 
is; [ hope your Majefty is pear me Teltimony and: Wit- 
nefs, and will avouchment, that this is the Glove of .4- 
lanfon, that your Majefty is give me, in your Confciencé 
now. ; 

K. Henry. Give me thy Glove, Soldier; 

Look, here is the fellow of it:  - 

‘Twas I indeed thou promifedft to ftrike. 

And thou haft given me moft bitter terms 

__£l4, And pleafe your Majefty, let his Neck anfwer for it; 
if there is any’ Marfhal Law in the World. 

K. Henry. How caaft thou make me Satisfaction? 

Will, All Offences, my Lord, ‘come from the Heart; ne& 
ver came any from mine, that might offend your Majefty: 

K. Henry. It was our felf thou didft abufe. 

Mill, Your Majefty came not like your felf; you ap: 
pear’d to me but as a common Man; witnefs the Nighrs 
your Garments, your Lowlinefs; and what your Highnefs 
fuffer’d under that fhape, I befeech you take it for your 
fault, and not mine; for had you been as I took you for; 
I mitde no offence;. therefore I befeech your Highnefs 
pardon me. | 
_, K+ Henry. Here, Uncle Exeter, fillthis Glove with Crowns, 
And give it to this Fellow. Keep it Fellows 
And wear it for an Honour in thy Cap, 

Till I do challenge it. Give him the Crowns: 

And, Captain, you muft needs be friends with him: | 
fiz, By this Day and this Light, the Fellow has mettle 

enough in his Belly ; hold, there is twelve-pence for you, 

and I pray you ferve God, and keep you out of prawls and 

prabbles, and quarrels and diffentions, and I warrant you it 

is the better for you. 

Will, T will none of your Mony. 

fila. Itis with a good will; I can tell you it will ferve 
you to mend your Shooes; come, whierefore fhould you bé 
10 path ful; your Shooes ts not fo good; ‘tis a good Silling 

Warrant you, or I will change it. : 
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A a Her. Here is the number of the fl Pitas ‘d French. 
| | : What Prif : : ort are-taken, Uncle? 
2 | | Exe. Gharles Duke of Ovleans, INEpnew to the King ; 
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Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires; 
lg ie Pull fitteen pundred, delides COMMON Mien. 
a ae K. Henry. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand Fresch 
im That in the Field lye flain; of Piiisers in this number, 
a3 fi And N bles beart cy INBCTS> th 1eTe lye dead 
One hundred twenty fix; added to thefe, 
Of Knights, Efquires, and gallant Gentlemen, 
Rioht thoufand and four hundred; of the which, 
} iC d Wi Dut J | V dubb’d K ights : 
that 1n theie ten thout nd y have loit, 
a bere are but fixteen hundred Merc nar tess 
The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squires, 
An (sent =TmHen ¢ f 3] od a} d Qualit e 
a “ i a 
The Names of thofe their Nobles that lye dead: 
Charles Delabre:hb, High Conltable of France, 
Facaues of Chatilion, Admu i France; 
; The M4 a {te r Oo] the Crof{s-Be WS, eos G Rane 
Great Mafter of France, the brave Sir Gz ih ard Dauphit, 
: eee RRA : 
bie | “Fobn Duke of Alenfon, Anthonio Ri ke of Brabant, 
; The Brother to the Duke of B: ur gundy, 
| And Edward Duke of Barr: Of lufty Earls, 
Grandpree and Rouffie; Faulconbridge . and Foyesy 


3eanmont and Adarle, Vandemont and Leftrale. 
Here was 2 Royal Fellowhhip of Death, 


7 rT hy J ’ 2 “s a 
Edward the Duke of York, the Bai l of Suffolk 
ta 4 ichare d Ketley, Davy Gam Eiquire 5 


But five and twenty. 
O God, thy Arm was her 
ATA ei | And not to us, but to diy poe alone, 
ee Afcribe we all. When, without ftratagem, 
| But in plain fhock, and even play of Battel, 
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it On one part and on th’other, take it, God, 
tt(iy  Forit is none’s, but thine, 
‘reste Exe. *Tis wonderful. 
‘neh Xe Hexry. Come, go we in Proceffion to the Village: 
wij; And be it death proclaimed through our Hoft, 
(a To boaft of this, or take that Praife from God, 
, Which is his only. 
Fiz, 1s it not lawful, and 
many is kill’d 2 
K. Henry. Yes, Captain; but with this acknowledgment, 
That God fought for us: f 
Flu. Yes; my confcience; he did us great good, 
K. Henry, Do we all holy Rights; — : 
Let there be fung Nox nobis, and Te Deum, 
The dead with charity enclos’d in Clay: 
And then to Calais, and to England then, 
 .. Where ne’er from Fravce arriv’d more ha ppy Men.| Exeuxr. 
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picale your Majelty;to tell how 
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Bi Enter Chorus. 


Ame 
pit Ouchfafe to thofe that have not read the Story, 
DI 


That I May prompt them; and of fuch as have, 
I humbly pray them to admit th’excufe 
ah OF time, of numbers, and due courfe of things, 
fh hich cannot in their huge and proper Life 
it~ Be-here prefented. Now we bear the King 
Oward Calais: Grant him there; and there being feen, 
| Heave him away upon your winged thoughts, 
if Athwart the Sea - Behold the Engli {hp beach 
Pales in the flood, with Men, with Wives, and Boys, 
| hofe fhouts and claps out-voice the deep-mouth'd Sea, 
Which like 4 mighty W hiffler ’fore the King 
“ems to prepare his way;-So let him land, 
And lolemaly fee him fet on to. London. 
‘So fwift a pace hath Thought, that even now 
1 You may imagine him upon Black- Heath: 
here that his Lords defire him, to have born 
His bruifed Helmet, and his bended Sword 
Cc a2 Before 
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Before him, through the City ; he forbids its 
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He Being free from Vainnefs, and felf-glorious Pride: 
Oh NA ei ie , Giving full Trophy, Signal, and Oftent, 
BA i! pa Quite from himfelt, ro God. but now behold, 
AU VINER KARE | eect In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thought, 


st aa How London doth pour out her Citizens, 

La Gan The Mavor, ~are- at -his Brethren in beft fort 
, J 7 > 
\ 





abi ni . Like to the Senators of ch’antique Kome, 
A anhe e a With the Plebeians {warming at their Heels, 
; 2 Go forth and fetch their conqu’ring Céfar in: 
| As by a lower, but Jo ing likelihood, 
Were now the General of our gracious Emprels; 
As 10 good time he may, from Ireland. coming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on. his Sword; 
14 How many.would the peaceful City quit, 
, 


To welcome him? much more, and much more caufe, 
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 
Be A As yet the Tamentation of the French 

m4 Invites the King of Exglana’s {tay at home: 


The Emperor’s coming 1n behalf of Frances 


To order Peace between them; and omit 

All the occurrences, what ever chanced, 

Till Harry's back return again to France: 

Borel EM a There mutt we bring him; and my felf have play’d 

aan The Jnterim, by remembring you ’ts pait. 

| Then brook Abridgement, and your Eyes advarices 

After your Thoughts, ftraight back again to France. [Exit 

Exter Fluellen asd Gower. 

Gower. Nay, that’s right; but why wear you your Leck 
to day? St. David's day 1s paft. 

Flu. There is occafions and caufes why, and wherefore 
in all things; I will tell you affe my Friend, Captain Gower; 
the rafcally, fcauld, beggarly, lowfie, pragging Krave Pi 
fol, which, you and your felf, and all the World know ft 

bia ah _ be no petter than a Fellow, look you now, of no merits; he 
SAR i is come to me, and prings me Pread and Salt yefterday 
on eal ee look you, and bid me eat my Leek; it was in a place welt 

a I could not breed no contention with him; but I will be 
fo pold as to wear it in my Cap ‘tll I fee him once agals 
and then I will tell him a little piece of my defires. 
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King Henry V. 1365 


Enter Pittol. 
Gow. Why, here he comes, fwelling like a Turky-cock. 
Flu. °Tis no matter for his fwelling, nor his Turky-cocks. 
God pleffe you aunchient Piffol: You fcurvy lowfie Knave, 
God plefle you. 
{} 


rr 
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; 
, bafe Trojan, 


Pit, Ha! artthou Bedlam? Doft thou thiri 
lam qualmill 


to have me fold up Parcas fatal Web? Hence; 
at the fmell of Leek. 

Flu. 1 befeech you heartily, fcurvy lowfie Knave, at my 
Defires, and my Requefts, and my Petitions, to eat, look 
you, this Leck, becaufes look you, you do not love it, nor 
your AffeCtions, and your Appetites, and your Digeftions 
does not agree with it; I would defire you to eat it. 

Pift. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 

Flu. There is one Goat for you, | Strikes him, 
Will you be fo good, fcald Knave, as eat it? 

Pift. Bale Trojan, thou fhalt dye. 

Flu. You fay very trues {cald Knave, when God’s willis: 
I will defire you to live in the mean time, and cat ‘your Vi- 
uals; come, there 1s Sawce for it. You call’d me yetter- 
day Mountain-Squire, but I will make you to day a Squire 
of low degree. I pray you falltoo; if you can mock aLeek, 
you can eat a Leek. | beating him. 

Gov, Enough, Captain, you have aftonifh’d him. 

Flu. I fay Twill make him eat fome part of my Leek, or 
I will peat his Pate four days: Pite, I pray yous it 1s good 
for your green Wound, and your ploody Coxcomb. 

Pift, Mutt I bite? 

Flu, Yes certainly, and out of doubt, and out of queftion 
too, and ambiguities. 

Pit, By this Leek, I will moft horribly revenge ; Tea 
and eat----I {wear----- 

Flu, Lat, 1 pray you; will you have fome more Sawce 2 
your Leck: Fhere is not enough Leek to fwear by. 
 Piff. Quict thy Cudgel, thou doft fee I eat. 

Ful. Much good do you, fcala nave, heartily. Nay, prey 
you throw none away, the Skin 1s good for your broke 
Coxcomb: When vou take occafions to fee Leeks hereatt ef 
I pray you mock at cm, that’s all. 

Piff. Good, 
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i. Is go0d; Moid u, there 1s a Groat to 
\ hea r rate 

| fyi Ae a Groat: 

Flu. Yes, verily, and in truth you fhall take it, or I have 


another Lec kinmy Pock« es which you fhall Cat. 
: Ay : : aS ity = , 
. Piff. 1 take thy (Groat in Carneit O% Revenge, 


Aa ! Flu. If 1 owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cudgels, 


se 3 “Os 


i j VON {h aii DE a VV o0amonver > @ and buy no ‘hing of me "oat 
7 ian eM t J pe ; ‘ . 

Matt : | Cudgels: Goad be wr you, and | sc€P YOU, « and heal your Pate, 
Mt Wenie } 
i a | Exit, 
i } a) - 

} i | nN; 2 AV) Ee}! faall ffir tor this 

" |, (Ce Pilf., AAU FACH inal itl FOr Ch. 

R Ve ean j 


‘ae Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knave: Will 


‘ou mock at an ancient Tradition, be epan upon an honoura- 
ble Refpeét, and worn asa memo able 7 + rophy y of predecea- 
fed Vak lil, a 1d d re Hot aveoucn i yt pur Deeds an y of your 


ar 


Words. I have feen you eleeking an d galling at this Gentle- 
r man twice or thrice. “You thought, becaufe he could not 
| {peak Englifb in the native Gar by h e Kould nae therelie handle 

an Englifh ences you find it otherwife, and henceforth 
3 let a Welfh Correction teach you a good Englifb Condition, 

fare ye well : | Exit. 
Pif. Doth Fortune play the Hufwife with me now¢ News 
ae have I that my Doll is dead i’th’ Spittle, of a malady of France, 
i . | and there mv rendezvous 1S quite cut off: Old I do Wax, 
yi | and from my weary Limbs Honouris cudgell’d. Well, Bawd 
Pi] thi t- purfe of quick ‘Hand: 
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patches will I get unto thefe cudgel'd Scars, 

And fwear I got them 1h the Gallia Wars. | Exit. 

Enter at one Door, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Warwick, 

and other Lords; at a 0thery the French King, Queen Ifabel, 
he Duke of Burgundy, and other French. 


K. Henry. Peace to this sig ies Sa ae ercfore we are mets 
Unto our Brother Fraxce, and to our Sifter, 
Health and fair time of Days Joy wd good W ifhes 
‘To our moft fair and Sop Coufin Katharine 3 
And as a Branch wee Member of this Royalty, 

hom this Affemb ly is co ntriv’ds 

| We do ralut e you Di ke of Bur CHA), 
French and Peers, Health to you all. 
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Fr. King. Right joyous are We to behold your Face, 

Moft worthy Brother Exgland, fairly met. 

So.are you Princes Engl every one 
OQ. Q.1/a. So happy be th ie Ti flue, B Brother eng lan 1 

Of this good day, and - this gracious meeting, 

As we are now glad to behold your Eyes; 

Your Eyes, which hitherto have born in alien 

Againit the French, that met them in their bent, 

The fatal Balls of murthering Bafilisks: 

The venom of fuch Looks we fairly hope 

Have loft their quality, a a that this day 

Shall change all Griefs and 1 Quar rels into ave: 
K, Henry. Tocry Amen to that, thus we appear. 
— OV fa. You Englifh Princes all, I do lalute you. 
Burg. My Duty to yor nboth, on equal Love ; 

Se da of Fra ince an id England, T hat I have labour’d 
With allmy Wits, my Pains, a1 ae {trong 7 Endeavours 

To bring your welt Imperial Majed ies. 

Unto this Bar and Royal Eneoies iew, 

Your Mightineffes on both parts beft can witnefs, 

Since then my Office hath fo far prevail’d, 

That Face to Face, and. Royal Eye to Eye, 

You have congreeted : Let it not difgrace me; 

If I demand before this Royal view, 

What Rub, or what Impediment there 1s, 

Why that the naked, poor and mang led Pe os 

Dear nurfe of Arts, Ple aties, and joyful Births, 

Should not, in this beft Garden of the World, 

Our fertile France, put up her lovely Vilage ? 

Alas, fhe hath from Pranc too long been chae’d, 

And all her Husbandry doth lye on heaps, 

Corrupting in its own Fertility. 

Her Vine, ‘theme ‘ry chearer of the Heart, 

Unpruned dies; her Hedges even-pleach’d, 

Like Prifoners wildly over-grown with Lidin 

Put forth diforder'd Twi igs : Her fallow Leas, 

The Darnel], Hemlock, and rank Fumitory, 

Doth root upon, while that the Culter rufts, 

That fhould deracinate fuch Savagery : 

The even Mead, that erft brought fweetly forth 


The freckled Cowflip, Burnet, and green Clover, . 
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Wanting the Sythe, all uncorrea ed, rank, 

Conceives by Idlenef: , and nothing teems, 

But hateful Docks, rou gh Titles, Keckfies, Burs, 

Lofing both Beauty an ees 

And ail our Vineyards, Fallows, Meads and Hedges, 

| Defective in their Natures, grow to wildnefs, 
Even fo our Houfes, and our Selves, and Children, 
Have loft, or do not learn, for want of Time, 


peering 2 Te “a 


it 4) 
ig 
j 


The Sciences that fhould become our Country; 
} But grow like Savages, (as Soldiers will, 
i ‘That pee do but meditate on Blooc) 
To Swearing, and ftern pe diffus’d Attire, 
snes every thing that feems unnatural. 
Which to reduce into our former Favour, 


You are aflembled; and my Speech intreats, 
That I may know the Let, w hy gentle Peace 
Should not expel thefe Inconveniences, 
And blefs us with her former Qualities. 
K. Henry. Uf, Duke of Burgundy, you woul Id the Peace, 
ie Whofe want gives growth to th Lanper ections 
W hich you have * cited; you 1 mult | uy that Peace 
With full accord to all our juft Demands, 
Whofe Tenures and partic ‘L r Effects 
You have enfchedul’d briefly in your Hands. 
Burg. The King hath h heard them; to the which, as yet 
There is no Ar fwer made. 
K. Henry. Well then; the Peace, which you before fo urg’, 
Lyes in his Anfwer. 
Fr, King, I have but with a curfolary Eye 
O’er-glanc ‘d the Artic cles: Pleafeth your Grace 
To appoint fome e of your Council prefe ntly 
To fit with us, once more with better heed 
To re-furvey them; we will fuddenly 
a Pafs our accept and peremptory A! {were 
K. Henry. Bro her, wefhall, Go, Uncle Exeter, 
And Brot a Clarence, and Brother Gloucefter, 
Warwick and Flustingtons 240) with the Kings 
eee with you {ree Power to ratifie, 
/ pote or alter, as-your Wifdoms beft 
Shall fee advantageable £ for our Dignity; 
Any thing in or gut of our Demands, 


ot | | And 


at 
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King Henry V. 1369 ) a 
| And we'll confign thereto. Will you, fair Sifter, ‘| Zi 
) Go with the Princes, or ftay here with us2 | aa 
ih Q. 1/4. Our gracious Brother, I will go with them ; a 
| Haply 2 Woman's Voice may do fome good, ‘hd : 

nd i When Articles too nicely urg’d, be ftcod on, Wan 


a eo 


ie, K. Henry. Yet leave our Coufin Katharine here with us, ii 
Childe, She is our capital Demand compris’d |) = 
im Within the fore-rank of our Articles, : 
cu Q.L/a. She hath good leave. | Exeunt. : 

Manet King Henry, Katharine and a Lady. 
K. Henry. Fair Katharine, moft fair, 
Att, Will you vouchfafe to teach a Soldier terms, 

Such as will enter at a Lady’s Ear, 

m7 And plead his Love-fuit to her gentle Heart 2 
mt Kath. Your Majefty fhaltmock at me, I cannot {peak your 
Peace England. 


K. Henry. O fair Katharine, if you will love me foundly 
with your French Heart, I will be glad to hear you confefs it 


ould brokenly with your Exgli /b Tongue. Do you like me, Kate 2 

ft . Kath. Pardonnex moy, I cannot tell vat is like me. 

hat Pa  K Henry, An Angelis like you, Kate, and you are like an 

Angel, 

| Kath. Que dit-il, gue je [wis femblable a les Anges ? 

nd Lady. Oxy verament ( [auf voftre Grace) ainft dit-il, 

er K. Henry. \ faid fo, dear Katharine, and I mult not bluth 
| to athrm ir, 

a Kath. O bon Dieu! les langues des hommes font plein de 

dee tromperies. 

ai K. Henry. What fays the, fair One? that Tongues of Men 

pa are full of Deceits2 


Lady. Ouy, dat detongues of de mans is be full of deceits: 
dat is de Princefs, 


i K. Henry. The Princefs is the better Exgli/h-woman 3 
faith Kate, my wooing is fit for thy Underftanding, I am 
glad thou canft fpeak no better Englifh, for if thou could’ ft, 


thou would’ft find me fuch a plain King, that thou would’ft 
ain think, I had fold my Farm to buy my Crown, I know ‘no 
if Ways to mince it in Love, but direély to fay,’ I love you; 
| then if you urge me farther, than to fay, Do you in faith? 
I wear out my fuit: Give me your anfwer ifaith do, and 
clap-Hands, and a Bargain; how fay you, Lady? © 
eS = Ka'h, 
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Kath. Sauf voftre honnenr, me underftand well. 

K. Henry. Marry, 1 you W ruld put me fo Verfes, or 
to Dance for yeur fake, Kate, why you undid mes for the 
one, I have neither words nor mealure ; and for the other, 
I have no ftrength in meafure, yet a reafonable meafure in 
ftrength. If I could win a L ady at leap-frog, or by vault. 
ing into my Saddle, with my Armour on my Backs uhder 
the correction of Bra .eging be e ke, I fhould quickly 
leap into a Wife: Or if I nar suffet for my Love, or 
bound my Horfe for her Favours, ‘T ould lay on like a Buts 
cher, and fit like a Jack-an-Apes, never off. But before 
God, Kaze, I cannot look greenly, nor gafp out my Elo. 
quence,nor I have no cunning in Proteftation; only down. 
right Oaths, which I never ufed till urg’d, nor never break 
for urging. If thou canft love a Fellow. of this Temper, 
bes whofe Face isnot worth Sun-burning; that never looks 

1 his Glafs, for love of any thing he fees there; let thine 
Ey e be thy Cook, I fpeak thee plain Soldier; if thou canft 
love me for this, take me; if not, to fay to thee that I fhall 
dye, is true; butforthylove, bytheLord. No: yetIlove 
thee too. And whi ile ss liv’ft, dear Kate, take a Fellow 
of plain and uncoit onftancy, for he perforce. muft do 
thee right, becat fe a adh not the gift to woo im other 
Piaces : : For thefe Fellows of infinite Tongue, that can Rhime 
themfelves into Ladies Favours; they do always reafon thems 
felves out again. What 2 aSpeakeris buta Prater, a Rhimetsbut 
a Ballad ; a re od oe will fal aes a se fet B ack will {toop, 
2 black Beard will turn white, rl’d Pate will grow bald, 
a fair Face will. wither, a full Ey ye ‘will wax hol ow: but a 

od Hear, Kate, is the Sunand the Moon, or ‘aie the 
Sun, and not the Moon; for it fhines bright, and never 
ses, but ke ps his courfe truly. If thou would’{t have 


4 


7 . > : im > L, . oO -« . ‘ a 1 " sans 1. . . . k 
Bus * a Vi = take Me 5 and fake Wye; ane a Soldier} ta Ca 


Soldier; take a King: And wha ee thou then my Loves 


Kath. Isitpotlible dat I fv ld love de enemy of France? 
K. Henry. No, it is not poffible that you fhoul Id love the 
k:nemy of France, Kate; but in loving me, you fhould 
love the Friend of France; for I love Frauce fo well, that 
I will not part with a Village of it: I will have it all mine; 
and, Kate, when Franceismine, andi am yours; then yous 
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1s LY¥ZHCC; rd y yOu are mune. Kath. 
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Kath. I cannot tell vhat is dat. 

K. fenry. No, Kate? I willtell tell thee in French, which 
I am fure will hang upon my Tongue, like a new Married 
Wife about her Husband’s Neck, hardly to be fhook of : 
Fe quand fur le poffefion de France, ¢& quand vous aves Ie 
polfelfion de moy, (Let me fee, what then? Saint Denis be my 
{pecd) Donc votre eft France, @& vous effes micnne. It }« 
as ealic for me, Kare, to conquer the Kingdom, as to {peak 
fo much more French; VU fhall never move thee in French. yn- 
lefs it be to laugh-at me. 


: tL 


Kath. Sauf voftre henneur, le Francois que vous parlex, 
eft melieur quel’ Anglois le quel ye parle, 

K. Henry. No faith ist not, Kate; but thy {peaking of 
my Tongue, and I thine, moft truly falfly, muft needs be 
granted to be much at one, But, Kare, doft thou under- 
ftand thus much of Engli fb? Can’{t thou love me? 

Kath. I cannot tell. 

K. Henry, Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate 2 I'll 
ask them. Come, I know thou loveft me; and at night 
When you come into yeur Clofet, you'll queftion this Gen- 
tlewoman about me; andI know, Kare, you willto her dif- 
praife thofe parts in me, that youlove with your heart; but 
good Kate, mock me mercifuily, the rather, gentle Bin. 
cefs, becaufe I love thee cruelly. If ever thou beeft mine 
Kate, as I have faving Faith within me tells me, thou (halt; 
I get thee with {cambling, and thou maft therefore needs 
Prove a good Soldier-breeder: Shall not thou and I, between 
Saint Dennis and St. George, compound a Boy, half French, 
half Englifb, that fhall go to, Conftantinople, and take the 
pany the Beard. Shall we not? what fay {t thou, my 

iower-de- Luce, 7 

Kath. 1 do not know dat. 

K. Henry. No; 'tis hereafter to know, but now to promife ; 

Obutnow promife, Kate, you will endeayour for your Fresch 
part of fuch a Boy; and formy Exglifh moiety, take the word 
of a King, andaBatchelor. How anfwer you, La plus belle 
Katharine du monde Won tv es chere ey divine dee fe. 

Kath, Your Majeftee ave faufe Frenche enough to deceive 
de moft face Damoifel dat is ex France. 

K. Henry. Now fie upon my falfe French; by mine Honour, 


in true Englifh, I love thee, Kate; by which Honour I dare 


not 
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Me not fwear thou loveft me, yet my blood begins to Hatter 
: me, that thou doft; ne vithitanding the poor and un- 
Hidita a i ee i. tempering effect of my V1 ifaze. Now befhrew my Father’s 
Hevesi eG IP gi? | Ambition, he was thinking of Civil Wars, when he got me, 
ty ees | therefore was I created with a ftubborn outfide, with an 
BH a diy a! Ips & of Iron, that when I come to woo Ladies, I fright 
EO Sa Bie ea \ but in faith, Kare, the elder I wax, the better] thall 
appear. se comfort is, that Old Age, that ill layer up of 


YAR ER Beaty, n do no more {poil upon my Face. Thow hat 
TAS Ls ae a ae . J 


lOc WwW 


Aiea Bi Wa me, if thou haft me, at the worft; and theu thalt weat me, 
Regie bac if thou wear me, better and better; and therefore tell me, 
Ai dl moft fair Katharine, will youhaveme¢ Put off thofe Maiden 
aa Bluthes, acs the Thoughts of your Heart with the Looks 
of an Emprefs, take me by the Hand, and fay, Harry of Eng- 
land, 1 am thine; which word thou fhalt no fooner bleis 
ne page E ar withal, but I will tell thee aloud, Exgland is thine, 
Jréland is thine, Fraxce isthine, and Henry Plantagenet is thines 
Uae who, sheet I {peak it before his Face, if he be not Fellow 
Mf if with the beft King, thou fhalt find hee beft King of Good- 
ieee a fellows. Come, your Anfwer in broken Mufick; for thy 
| Voice is Mufick, rahe Engli fb broken: Therefore Queen 
of all, Katharine, break thy “mind to me in broken Englifh, 
wilt thou have me? 

Kath. Dat is as it fhall pleafe le rey mon pere, 

K. Henry, Nay, it will pleafe him well, Kate; it fall pleale 
him, Kate. 

Kath. Den it fhall alfo content me. 

K,. Henry. Upon that Ikifs your Hand, and I call youmy 
Queen, ; 

Kath. Z, “lle z mon Seirne cur laiffex, lat 2, MAY foy ¢ fem 
VEUS POH t que Vous : tbh aiff vofti ‘e gra indeUr, Cn baifant le main 
d’ tt mE V0, tre, Seig Wet he. nat? nie [er VILEMT CXCULC™ M0)e ‘Fe vous 
: | fupplie ; aon tre; [-pe iffant Seignenr. 

Tee Ny < Eira: ) K, Henry. Then I will kifs your Lips, Kate. 
Boigu tae | Kath. Les Dames & Damoifels pour eftre baifee devant leur 
wopces il net pas le Coutume de France. 
A jie ta K ew Madam, my Interpreters what hays fheé 
Mee Wi ing thy Laay. Dat is notto be de fathion powr le Ladies of France 
| T cannot .tell what i is buiffe en Englifh. 
K. LHenry, To kifs. 


ig Lady, Your Majefty entendre bettre que may. 
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K. Henry. Ts it not a fafhion for the Maids in France to 
kifs before they are married, would fhe fay 

Lady. Ouy verayment. 

K. Henry. O Kate, nice Cuftoms curt’fie to great Kings, 
Dear Kare, you and I cannot be confin’d within the weak Litt 
of a Country’s fafhion; we are the makers of Manners, Kare; 
and the liberty that follows our Places, {tops the mouths of 
all find-faults, as I willdo yours, forthe upholding the nice 
fafhion of your Country, in denying me akils; therefore pa- 
tiently, and yielding. | Kifing her| You have Witch-craft 
in your Lips, Kaze; there is more Eloqrence in a Sugar 
touch’ of them, than inthe Tonguesot the French Council 5 
and they fhouldfooner perfuade Harry of England, than a 
general Petitionof Monarchs. Here eemes your Father. 

Enter the French Power, and the Englifh Lords. 

Burg. God fave your Majefty, my Royal Coufin, teach 
you our Princefs Exgli fh ? 

K, Henry. I would have her learn, my fair Coufir, how 
perfectly I love her, and that is good Engli fh, 

Burg. Is the apt? 

K, Henry. Our Tongue is rough, Coz, and my condition 
is not {mooth; fo that having neither the Voice nor the Heart 
of Flattery about me, I cannot fo conjure up the fpirit of love 
in her, that he will appear in his true likeneds. 

Burg. Pardon the franknefs of my Mirth, if Tanfwer you 
for that. If you would conjure in her, you muft make a 
Circle: if conjure up love in her in his true likennis, he muft 
appear naked, and blind. Can you blame her then, being a 
Maid, yet ros’d over with the Virgin Crimfon of Modetty, 
if the deny the appearance of a naked blind Boy in her naked 
feeing felf? It were, my Lord, a hard Condition for a Maid 
to confign to. 

K. Henry. Yet they do wink and yield as Love is blind 
and enforces. 

Burg. They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they fee 
not what they do. 

K. Henry. Then, good my Lord, teach your Coufin to 
confent to winking. 

Burg. I will wink on herto confent, my Lord, if you will 
teach her to know my meaning; for Maids well Summer’ds 


and warm kept, are like Flies at Burtholomew-tyde, blind, 
7 thouga 
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though they have their Eyes, and then they willendure hand: 
ling, which before would not abide looking on, 

| es me over to Time, and ako 
Summ r; and fo I fhallc itch the Fire, your Coutin, in the 
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kK. Hexr ys 
lind too. 
Burg. As love 3s; my Lord, before it lo. Cs. 
K. Henry. Itis{o; and you mz y,> fome of you, thank Love 
y blindnefs, who cannot fee many a fair French City 
or one fair Freach Maid, that ftands in my way. 

Fy. King. Yes my Lord, you fee them perfpeGtively; the 
Cities turn’d intoa Maid; for they are all girdled with Maiden 
Walls, that War hath never entred. 

K. Heury. Shall Katg be my Wifee 

Fr. King. So pleafe you. 

K. Henry. t am content, fo the Maiden Cities you talk 
of may wait on her; fo the Maid that ftood in the W ay for 
my With, fhall fhew me the way to my Will. 

Fr. King. We have confented to all terms of Reafon. 

K. Henry. 1s°t fo, my Lords of Exgland ? 

Weft. The King hath granted every Article: 

His Daughter firft; and ‘then in fequel all, 

According to their firm propofed Natures, 

Exe. Only he hath not yet fubfcribed this : , 
Where your Majefty demands, That the King-of Fraace ha 
ving occafion to write for matter of Grant, fhall name your 
Highnefs in this form, and with this addition, ‘in French: 
Noftre tres cher filz Henry Roy, d’ Angleterre Heretier de France; 
and thus in Latin: Preclariffimus Filius nofter Henvicus Rex 
Anglie & Hares Francia. 

fr. King. Nor this I have not, Brother, fo deny’d, 

But your requeft fhall make mie let it pafs, 

K. Henry. I pray youthen, in Love and dear Alliance,’ 
Let that one Article rank with the reft, 

And thereupon give me your Daughter. 

fr. King. Take her, fair Son, and from her Blood raife up 
Tffue to me, that the contending Kingdoms 
Of France and England, whofe very fhoars look pale, 
With envy of each others happinefs, 

May ceafe their hatred; and this dear Conjunétion 

Plant Neighbourhood and Chriftian-like accord 

In their fweet Bofoms; that never War advance 


| His 


King Henry V. 


His bleeding Sword ’twixt Exgland and fair France, 

Lords. Amen. 

K. Henry. Now welcome, Kates and bear me witnefs all, 
That here I kifs her, as my Soveraign Queen. 

Q. La. God, the beft maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your Hearts in one, your Realmsin one, 
As Man and Wife being’ two, aré one in love, 

So bethere ’twixt your Kingdoms (uch aSpoufal, 
That never may 1] Office, or fell J ealoutie, 
Which troubles oft the Bed of bleffed Marriage, 
Thruft in between the Paflion of thefe Kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate League: 
That Englifb may as French, French Engli fb men, 
Receive each other. God {peak this Amen. 

All, Amen. 

K. Henry. Prepare we for our Marriage; on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy well take your Oath, 

And all the Peers, for furety of our Leagues. 

Then -thall I fwear to Kate, and you to me, 

And may our Oaths well kept and profp’rous be. [ Exesent, 
Sonnet. Enter Chorus. 

Thus fac with rough and all-unable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath purfu’d the Story, 

In little room confining Mighty Men, 

Mangling by ftarts the full courfe of their Glory. 

Smalltime, but in that fmall, moft greatly lived, 

This Star of England, Fortune made his Sword; 

By which, the Worlds beft Garden he atchieved, 

And of it left his Son Imperial Lord. 

flenry the Sixth, in Infant Bands crown’d King 

Of France and England, did this King fucceed : 

Whofe State fo many had the managing, 

That they loft France, and made his England bleed: 

Which oft our State hath fhown; and for her fake, 

In your fair minds let this acceptance take. 
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i, ee ee : Earl of Warwick \ 
Ms " We La Rt a Earl of Slisbury. 

if NLC Earl of Suffolk. 

Ba) ii Lora Talbot. . 
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NE et an ¢ Young Talbot, his Son. 
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OND ik | \ Richard Plantagenet, ¢fterwai ‘ds Duke of YOrk. 
PN ews Wa oe | Mortimer, Earl of March. 

RSP Mia Ba Woodvile, Lieutenant of the Lower. 
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Baftard of Orleans. 
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Dead March. Enter the Funeral of King BR nry 
| the Fifth, attended on by the Dukeof bedford 
rh Kegent of France; the Duke of Glo cefter, 

Protector ; the Duke of Exeter, and the Earl of 
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‘ Warwick, the Bifhop of Winchetter, and the | 
i Duke of Somertet. 
BED FO: R Di 
UNG be the Heavens with black, yield Day 
di to Night; 
bl Comets importing change of ‘Times and States, 
q Brandith your Cryftal Treffes in the Sky; 


And with them fcourge the bad revolting 
ses Stars, 
That have confented unto Harry’s Death 
ii King Henry the Fifth, too Famous to live long; 
England ne'er lotta King of fo much Worth. — 
Glo. England ne’er had a King until his time: 
Virtue he had, deferving to Command. 
His brandith'd Sword did blind Men withhis Bi amsy 
His Arms {pread wider than a Dragon’s Wings; 
Vor. IIL, Se His 
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i Thy Wile ts proud, ihe holdeth thee in awe, 
° Fe | 


i More than God or Keligious Chure! h-men ee” 
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; Glo. N ame not Relic’ on, for thou lov’it the 1¢ Fleths 
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And ne’er throughout the Year to Church ie p0'lt 
‘ Except it be to pray againit thy Foes. : 
Bed. Ceafe, ceafe the fe Jars, and reft your Minds in peace + 
F Let's tot e Altar: See wait on US 5 
a: Inftead of G ld, we'll offer up our Arms, 


as | : 
ir Since Arms avail not, now that Henry's dead. 


Pofterity await for w rretched Years, 
When at their Mothers moift Eyes Rahes fhall fuck, 
Our Ifle be made a nourith of {alt Tears, 
snd none but Women left to *wail the deade 
And none but Women left to : 
si Henry 
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Profper this Realm, keep it from Civil Broils, 
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Mel. My H ynourable Lord ,» meatA to you 
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Sad Tidings bring I to you our of France, 
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Of Lofs, of Slaughter, and Difcomfiture 
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If flenry were recall’d to Life agai: 
Thefe News would caufe him once more yield the Ghoft. 
Mt AL, Exe. at IW re tnev loft 2 W hat Ts eache Ty was us d2 
Meff. } lo Tr ry, but want of Men and Mo NY. 
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, That here you maintain fe veral Factio! 1S 
ro? ‘ “ ys 
And whilft a Field fhould k 
You are ye of vour 
i «> af 
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> difpatch’d and fought, 
Generals. 
One would have lingring Wars with little Coft; 
Another 1 would 7 y iwift, but wanteth Wings: 
A third Man thinks, w rith out expence at all, 
By guileful fa ir Words, Peace may be obtain’d. 
Awake, awake, Engli fl fi b Nobility, 
Let not Sloth dim yo t Fone urs, new begot; 
Crop’d are the Fj ow = | Luces in your Arms 
eat s Coat, : hel iach away. 
Le Exe. Were our Tears wanting to this Funeral, 
Thefe Tidines qakte call forth * of os ing Tides. 
Bed. Met hey concern, Regent Iam of France; 
ua Give me my ftecled aes. I'll fight for France. 
Away with thefe di {eraceful wailing Robes ; 
Wounds will I lend th: Faia: inftead of Eyes, 
| To weep their intermiffive Miferics 
Enter to them another Meffeng er. 
2 Meff? Lords, view thefe Letters, full of bad Mifchance. 
France is revolted from the Englifh quite, 
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King Henry VI. 1383 


If Sir Foln Falftaf? oe not play’d the Coward, 
He being in the Vaward, plac’d behind 

With purpofe to relteve and follow them, 
Cowardly Hed, not having {truck one ftroak. 
Hence grew the general Wrack and Maffacre; 
Enclofed were they with their Enemies. 

A bafe Walloon, to win the Dauphin’s Grace, 
Thruft Ta/bot with a Spear iato the Back, 

hom all Frazce, with their Chief affembled Strength, 
Durft not prefume to look once i the Face, 

Bed. Is Talbot {lain then? I will flay my felf, 
For living idly here in pomp and eafe, 

Whilft fuch a worthy Leader, wanting Aid, 
Unto his daftard Foe-men is betray’d. 

3 Me, Ono, be lives, but is took Prifoner, 
And Lord Seales with hi Im, and Lord Hungerford; 
Moitof the reft flaughter’d, or took likewite. 

Bed. Fis Ranfom r ther > Is none but [ fhall pay. 
I'll hale the Dauphin headlong from his Throne, 
His Crown fhall be the Ranfom of my Friend : 
Four of their Lords Pll change for one of ours. 
Farewel, my Matters, tomy Task will I 
Bonefires in Frazce forthwith I am to make, 
Tokeep our great St. George’s Feaft withal. 

Ten thoufand Soldiers with me I will take, 

WI hofe bloody Deeds fhall make all Exrope quake. 
3 Meff. So youhad ieed, for Orleans i: s befiep’c d, 

TI ? Englifb Army is grown weak and faint: 

The Earl of Sa: lisbury craveth Supply, 

And hardly keeps his Men from Mutiny, 

Since they fo few, watch fuch a multitude. 

Exe. Remember, Lords, your Oaths to Henry {worn 
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly, 

Or bring him in Obedience to your Yoak. 

Bed. I do remember it, and here take leave, 

To go about my Preparation, | Exit Bedford. 

Glo. I'll to the Tower with all the hafte I can 
To view the Artillery and Munition, 

And then I will proclaim young Henry Bing 


[Ex Claycefkes 
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| Exe. To Elam willl, where the young King is, 
Being ordain d his ps ial Governor, 
And gre his fafery there I’ ll beft devife. (Exit. 
Win, Each | nath tgp Place and Funétion to attend: 


fl I am left out; for me nothing remains - 


But long I will not be J ick out of O fice, 


The King from Eltam I intend to fend, 


And fit at chiefeft fternof publick Weal. [ Exi 
Enter Charles, Alenfon, and Reignier, marching wi th 
Drum ana Soldiers. 

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the Heavens, 
So in the Earth, to this day is not known, 
Late did he fhine upon the Engli fb {id 
Now we are Victors, upon us he imules. 


hat t Lowns of any moment, but we have ¢ 


A 
y 


At 1 hoe es “Oo Rpra ue lve ne . f%4,./ San > 
at picaiure nere we YC, : Cal Ver léaHws . 


Ortherwhil np ths famifh’d Engli fh, like pale Ghoflts, 
Ce) ; . ' 
Faint! } befie us one Hour Ins a Vion in. 


Alen. . They want their Porre dg Cy a, their fat Bull-Beeves, 
Either th ey muft be dieted lil ke Mules, 
And havet heir Prove! nder ty” d to their NV louths, 
Or piteous they will look, like drowned Mice. 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 
Remaineth none but mad-brain’d-Salisbury, 
And he may well in fret tting {pend his Gall, 
Nor Men, nor Mony hath he to m ae W ar. 
Char. Seund, found Alarum, we willrufh on them, 
Now for the Honour of the forlor (thes: 
Him I forgive my Death that killeth me 
Whenhe fees me go back on foot, or fly. [ Excewnts 
| Here Alarm, they are beaten back by the Eng plifh, with 
great Lofs. 
Enter Charles, Alenfon, avd Reigt 
Char. Who everdaw ene like? What Men have 1? 
Dogs, Cowards, Daftards: I. would ne’er have fled, 
But that they le ft me ’mid{t why Enemies. \ 
Reig. Salisbury is a defperate ‘Homic ede 
| He fighteth as fa weary of his Life: 
Two other Lords, like Lions wanting Food, 
Do rufh upon us as their hungry preys 


Alen, 
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at Alen. Froyfard, a Countryman of ours, records, 
England ali Olivers and Rowlands bred, 
During the time Edward the third did Reign: 
Ait More truly How may this be verified 5 
For none but Samp/ons and Goliaffes 
Tt fendcth forth to Skirmifh ; one to ten! 
Lean raw-bon'd Rafcals, who would e’er fuppofe 
They had fuch Courage and Audacity 2 
Char. Let’s leave this Town, 
For they are hair-brain’d Slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 
Of old I know them; rather with their Teeth 
The Walls they’liteardown, than forfake the Siege. 
Reig. I think by fome odd Gimmals or Device 
: Their Arms are fer, like Clocks, ftillte ftrike on; 
Elfe ne’er could th y hold out fo as they do: 


— A ly RO — ly ly El, ty OE. EO 0“ 


Gh By my confent, we'll even let them alone, 
filen, Be it fo. 
(4 Enter the Baftard of Orleans. 


Baft. Where’s the Prince Dauphin? I have News for him, 
hi Dau. Baltard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 
Bajt. Methinks your Looks are fad, your Chear appal’d. 
Hath the late Overthrow wrought this Offence? 
Be not difmay’d, for Succour is at hand: 
A holy Maid hither with me I biting, 
: Which by a Vifion fent to her from Heaven, 
Ordained is to raife this tedious Siege, 
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_ And drive the Exglifh forth the bounds of France: 4 
The Spirit of deep Prophefie the hath, k 
Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome: 4 

; What's paft, and what’s to. come, fhe can defcry. 


Speak, fhall I call her in? Believe my Words, 
For they are certain and infallible. 
Dau, Go, call her in; but firft, to try her Skill, 
“,  Keigaier ftand thou as Dauphin in my place; 
i - Queftion her proudly, let thy Looks be ftern, 
By this means fhall we found what Skill fhe hath, 
Enter Joan la Pucelle. 
Reig, Fair Maid, is’t thou wilt do thefe wondrous Feats? 
Pucel, Reignier, ist thou that thinkeft to beguile me? 
Where is the Dauphin? Come, come from behind, 
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I know thee well, though never feen before. 

Be not amaz’d, there’s nothing hid from me: 

In private will I talk with thee apart: 

Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while, 
Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firft dah. 
Pucel. Dauphin, Lamby birtha Shephérd’s Daughter, 

My Wit untrain’d in any kind of Art: 

Heaven and our Lady pracious hath it pleas’d 

To fhine on my contemptible Eftate. 

Lo, whilft I waited on my tender Lambs, 

And to Suns parching heat difplay’d my Cheeks, 

God’s Mother deigned to appear to me, 

And ina Vifion fullof Majefty, 

Will’d me to leave my bafe Vocation, 

And free my Country from Calamity: 

Her Aid fhe promis’d, and aflur’d Succefs. 

In compleat Glory fhe reveal’d her felf; 

And whereas I was black and {wart before; 

With thofe clear Rays which fhe infus’d on me, 

That Beauty am I bleft with, which you fee. 

Ask me what queftion thou canft poflible, 

And I will anfwer unpremeditated : 

My Courage try by Combar, if thou dar’ft, 

And thou fhalt find that I exceed my Sex. 

Refolve on this, thou fhalt be fortunate, 

If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mate. 

Dau. Thou haft aftonifh’d me with thy highterms : 

Only this proof Pll of thy Valour make, 

In fingle Combat thou fhalt buckle with me; 

And if thou vanquifheft, thy Words are true, 

Otherwife I renounce all Confidence, 

Pucel. 1am prepar’d; here ismy keen-edg’d Sword, 

Deck’d with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fides 

The which at Tourain in St, Katharine’sChurch-yard, 

Out of a great deal of oldIron, Ichofeforth{ 4 
Dau, Then come aGod’s Name, I fear no Woman. ‘ 
Pucel. And whileIlive, I'll ne’er fly no Man. 

Here they Fight, and \oan de Pucelle overcomes. t 
Dau. Stay, ftay thy Hands, thou art an Amazons 
And fighteft with the Sword of Debora. 


Pucel, Chrift’s Mother helps me, elfe I were too <= 7 
| Ate 
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Dan, Who e’er helps thee, ’tis thou that muft help me 3 
Impatiently I burn with thy defire, 
My Heart and Hands thou haft at once fubdu’d 
vil Excellent Pucelle, if thy Name be fo, 
ih Let me thy Servant, and not Sovereign be, 
Dit =? Tis the French Dauphin fueth to thee thus. 
Pucel. Y muft not yield to any rightsof Love, 
For my Profeflion’s facred from above: 
When I have chafed all thy Foes from hence, 
Then will I think upon a Recompence. 
et Dau. Mean time look gracious on thy proftrate Thrall. 
Reig. My Lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 
Alen. Doubtlefs he fhrives this Woman to her Smock, 
Elfe ne’er could he fo long protraét his Speech. 
Reig. Shall we difturb him, fince he keeps no mean? 
Alen. He may mean more than we poor Men do know : 
Thefe Women are fhrewd tempters with their Tongues. 
Keig, My Lord; where are you? What devife you on? 
” Shall we give over Orleans, or no2 
% Pucel. Why no, [fay; diftruftful Recreants, 
Fight ‘till the laft gafp; for I'll be your guard. 
Dau, What the fays I'll confirm; we'll fight it out, 
Pucel. Aflign’d I am to be the Exglifb Scourge. 
1 This Night the Siege affuredly I'll raife: 
Exped Saint AZartin’s Summer, Halcyon days, 
Since Ihave entred thus into thefe Wars. 
Glory is like a Circle in the Water; 
Which never ceafeth to enlarge it felf, 
‘Till by broad {preading it difperfe to nought. 
) With Flenry’s death, the Exglifb Circle ends, 
oe Difperfed are the Glories it included: 
Now am I like that proud infulting Ship, 
Which Cefar and his Fortune bore at once. 
Dau. Was Mahomet infpired with a Dove ? 
| Thou with an Eagle art infpir’d then. 
Helen, the Mother of great Con/tantine, 
Nor yet St. Philip’s Daughters were like thee. 
i) ~—s Bright Star of Venus, fall’n down on the Earth, 
; How may I reverently worfhip thee enough? 
fyi Alen. Leave off delays, and let us raife the Siege. 
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Reig. Woman, do what thou c ani tr to {4 ve our Honours, 
Drv “ the Th) fi ‘om Orleaus, and be imm iorta liz d. 
Daz. Prefently we | try: Come, let's awa Ly al bout it, 
; iG {i st 4 an 5 j 
: No Prophet will LPlLiils, AA fhe pro ec falfe. \ LE xeunt. 
} Enter Gloucetter, with his Serving-Aden, 
Glo. i aim to 1urvey the tower this day 


Since Henry's Death, I fear there 1s Conveyance: 
W here be thefe Heong Sy that they wait not here? 
Open ene ates, s Gloucefter that calls. 
1 Wara Wh o’s th that knocks fo impertoufly ¢ 
. ” 
I Ma te Tr isth Ni ob! eDukeof Glo’/te 
» Ward. Whoe’er he be, you may not be let in. 
1 Afan. Villians, anfwer you bai Lord Protector 2 
} 
1 WV § he | ra pri otect hi 7, 10 We ally r him, 
We do not otherwife than we are will’d. 
Glo. Who wil lled you? or whofe Will ftands but mine? 
; There’s none Proteétorof the Realm, but I. 
Bt Bisa up the Gates, I'll be your warrantize; 


7 


| 
tne 
a {} bv ¢ an et ar oe ee 
hall I be flouted thus by dunghil Grooms ¢ 
; TP a fi “ af Vy , “Ue aM tras) ’ Ped canine oe + Ps 
Blo: fter’s Afen ru fh atthe Tower nb and W oodvile 


the Lieutenant [peaks withir Ne 
Wood, What noife is this? What Traitors have we here? 
Gle. Lieutenant, 1s it you inate Voice I hearé 
Open the Gates, here’s Glo ter that would enter. 
. Wood. Have patiet nce, Noble A ie [I may not open, 


“he Cardinal of Winchefter forbids ; 
From him | nave exprefs Commandment, 
| That thou nor none of thine fis il be let in. 
FC Glo. Fat he d Woodvile, prizeft him “fore me ¢ 
‘ At ‘rogant Wine! aL: fer, that hau Bey Prelate, 
; Whom Henry our lateS rn ne’er could brook? 
q Thou art no Friend to God or to the King: 
Open the Gate, or I'l fhut thee out fhortly 
Serv. Open the Gates to the Lord Proetior 
Or we'll burft them open, if that you come not quickly. 
4 Enter te the Proteckor at the Tower Gates, Wi nchefter 
| 4 | and his Aten in Tawny Coats. 
ot Win. How now ambitious Umpire, what means this? | 
Glo. Piel’d Pricft, doft thou command me to be fhut | 
out ¢ 
Win. I do, thou moft ufurping Proditor, 


And 
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Glo, Stand back, thou manifeft Confpirator, 
Thou that contrived’ft to murther our dead Lord, 
Thou that giv’ft Whores Indulgencies to Sin, 

I'll canvas thee in thy broad Cardinal’s Har, 
If thou proceed in this thy Infolence. 

Win. Nay, ftand thou back, I will not budge a foot: 
This be Dama/cus, be thou curfed Cain, 

To flay thy Brother 4e/, if thou wilt. 

Glo. I will not flay thee, but I'll drive thee back: 
Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Child’s bearing Cloth, 

I'll ufe, to carry thee out of this place. 

Win. Do what thou dar’ft, I beard thee to thy Face. 

Glo. What? am I dar’d, and bearded to my Face? 
Draw Men, for all this privileged Place, 
| Blue Coats to Tawny Coats. Pricft, beware thy Beardy 
| J mean to tug it, and to cuff you foundly. 

) Under my Feet I'll ftamp thy Cardinal's Hat: 
In fpight of Pope, or Dignities of Church, 
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Ana Here by the Cheeks Wll drag thee up and down, / 
| Win, Glo 'fter, thou wilt anfwer this before the Pope. ‘ 
oh Glo. Winchefter Goole, I cry, a Rope, a Rope. ‘ | 
he Now beat them hence, why do you let them ftay 2 4 
nt Thee I'll chafe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep’s array. x | 
ott Out Lawny Coats, out Scarlet Hypocrite. 4 


Here Gloucetter’s AZen beat out the Cardinals, and enter in the 
hurly-burly the Adayor of London, and his-Officers. 


- aur s 
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Mayor. Fie, Lords, that you being fupream Magiftrates, i 
it0 Thus contumelioufly fhould break the Peace. : 
Glo. Peace, Mayor, for thou know’ft little of my Wrongs: iy 
mt Here’s Beauford, that regards not God nor King, vs 


Hath here diftrain’d the Tower to his ufe. 
Win. Here’s Glo’ffer too, a Foe to Citizens, 
One that ftill motions War, and never Peace, 


ft Orer-charging your free Purfes with large Fines; 
ci That feeks to overthrow Religion, 

Becaufe he is Protecter of the Realm ; 
1s! And would have Armour here out of the Tower, 
as To Crown himfelf King, and fupprefs the Prince. 


Glo, I will not anfwer thee with Words, but Blows. Ps 
| Here they skirmi i fh again. 
Z Mayor. 
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Mayor. Nought refts for me in this tumultuous Strife, 
But to make open Proclamation. 
Come, Ofhcer, as loud as e’er thou can’ft; cry; 
By | All manner of Men affembled here in we this Day, de 
ie gainft God's Peace and the King’ Ss, weCharge and Command yom, 
in his Highne/s Nai me, to repair to your feveral dwelling Places, 
and not to wear, handle, er ule any Sword, Weapons, or Dagger 
henceforward, upon pain of Death. 
Glo. Cardinal, I'll be no Breaker of the Law: 
But we fhall meet, and break our Minds at large. 
Win. Glofter, we'll meet tothy dear Coft be fure; 
Thy Heart-blood I will have for this day’s Work. 
Mayor, Vl call for Clubs, if you will net away: 
This Cardinal is more haughty than the Devil. 
Glo. Mayor, farewel: Thou doft but ane? thou may’ft, 
Win. Abominable Glo fer, guard thy Head; 
For I intend to have it e : be long. | Exeunts 
Mayor. See the Coaft clear’d, and then we will depart, 
Good God, that Nobles fhould {uch Stomachs bear, 
I my felf fight not once in forty year. | Exeunts 
Enter the Mafter-Gunner of Orleans, and his Boy. 
M. Gun. Sirra, thou know’{t how Orleans is befieg’ds 
| And how the Eng! ifb have the Suburbs won. 
q Boy. Father, [know, and oft have fhot at them, 
| How e’er un foreirn rate I mifs’d my aim. 
M. Gua. But now thou fhalt not. Bethou rul’d by meé 
Chicf Mafter-Guoner am I of this Town, 
Something I muft do to procure me Grace: 
4 The Prince’s efpials have informed me, 
¥ How the Exglifb, in the Suburbs clofe intrench’d, 
| Went through a fecret Grate of Iron Bars, 
I In yonder Tower, to over-peer the City, 
. And thence difcover: how with moft Advantage 
k They may vex us with Shot or with Affault. 
: To intercept this Inconvenience, 
it A piece of Ordnance 'gainft it I have plac’d, 
: And fully even thefe three Days have I watch’d, 
If I could fee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch; 
For [ can ftay no longer. 
If thou fpy’ft any, run and bring me word, 


And thou fhale find me at the Governor’s. bp. 
ofs 
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Boy. Father, I warrant you, take you no care, 
Pll never trouble you, if I may fpy them. 
Enter Salisbury and Talbot ox theTurrets, with others. 
Sal. Talbot, my Life, my Joy, again return’d?2 
How wert thou handled, being Prifoner? 
Or by what means gor’f{t thou to be releas’d2 
Difcourfe I prethee on this Turret’s top. 
Tal. The Earl of Bedford had a Prifoner, 
Call’d the brave Lord Pexton de Santraile, 
For him was I exchang’d, and ranfomed. 
But with a bafer Man of Arms by far, 
Once in Contempt they would have barter’d me : 
Which I difdaining, {corn’d, and craved Death, 
Rather than I would be fo pil’d efteem’d ; 
In fine, redeem’d I was, as I defir’d. 
But O, the treacherous Fal/taff wounds my Heart, 
Whom with my bare Fifts I would execute, 
If I now had him brought into my Power. 
Sal. Yet tell’{t thou not how thou wert entertain’d, 
Zal.With {coffs and'fcorns, and contumelious taunts, 
In open Market-place produc’d they me, 
Lo be a publick Spe@acle to all - 
Here, faid they, is the Terror of the French, 
The Scare-crow that affrights our Children fo. 
Then broke I from the Officers that led me, 
And with my Nails digg’d Stones out of the Ground, 
To hurl at the beholders of my Shame. 
My grifly Countenance made others fly, 
None durft come near, for fear of fudden Death. 
In Iron Walls they deem’d me not fecure: 
So great fear of my Name ’mongft them was fpread, 
That they fuppos’d I could rend Bars of Steel, 
And fpurn in pieces pofts of Adamant. 
Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot I had ; 
That walk’d about me every Minute while; 
And if I did but ftir out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to fhoot me to the Heart, 
Enter Boy with a Linftock. 
Sal, I grieveto hear what Torments you endur'd, 
But we will be reveng’d fufficiently, 
Now it is Supper time in Orleans: ‘ 
Here, 
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Here, through this Grate, I can count every one, 

And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie: 

Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee: 

Sur Thomas Gargrave, a nd Su William Glanfdale, 

Let me have your exprels Opinions, 

Where is beft place to make our Batt’ry next? 
Gar. Ithink atthe North Gate, for there ftand Lords, 
Glan. And I here, at the Bulwarkof the Bridge. 
Tal, For ought I fee, this City muft be famith’d, 

Or with light Skirmithes enfeebled. 

[ Here they fhoot, and Salisbury falls down. 
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched Sinners. 
Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woful Man. 
Tal. W hat chance is this that fuddenly hath croft us? 

Speak, Salisbury; atleaft, if thou canft, {peak: 

How far’{t thou, Mirror of all Martial Men? 

One of thy Eyes, and thy Checks fide ftruck off? 

Accurfed Tower, accurfed fatal Hand 

That hath contriv’d this woful Tragedy. 

In thirteen Battels, Salisbury o’ercame : 


~ 
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Whilft any Trump did found, or Drum ftruck up, 
His Sword did ne’er leave {triking in the Field. 


Yetliv ft thou, Salisbury? thoughthy Speech doth fail 
One Eye thou haft to look to Heaven for Grace. 
The Sun with one Eye vieweth all the World. 
Heaven be thou Gracious to none alive, 
If Salisbury wants Mercy at thy Hands, 
Bear hence this Body, I will help to bury it. 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, haft thou any Life? 
Speak unto Talbot, nay, look up to him. 
Salibury, chear thy Spirit with this Comfort, 
Thou fhalt not die whiles----- 
He beckons with his Hand, and fmiles on me: 
As who fhould fay, When I am dead and gont, 
Remember to avenge me on the French. 
Plantagenet I will, and, (Vero like, will 
Play on the Lute, beholding the Towns burn: 
Wretched fhall France be only in my Name. 

| Here an Alarm, and it Thunders and Lightens. 
What ftir is this? What Tumult’s in the Heavens? % 
| rae tas agit Whence 
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| They fight. eae 
Tal. Heavens, can you fuffer Hell fo to prevail Head ih 
7 My Breaft Ill burft with Straining of my Courage, ah 
And from my Shoulders crack my Arms afunder, if 
But I will chaftife this high-minded Strumpct. | 
h 2 [ They fight again, 
Pucel, Talbot farewel, thy hour is not yet come, Hits 
i I muft go Vidtual Orleans forthwith, Hi 
1; AA {hort Alarum: Then Enter the Town with Soldiers. 
O’er-take me if thou canft, I fcorn thy ftrength. 
Go, go, chear up thy hunger-ftarved Men, 


\ 

: 

sit Whence cometh this Alarum, and the Noife? 4 
ui Enter a Meffenger. ¥. 
thy Meff. My Lord, my Lord, the French havegather’d head. | 4 
ti, The Dauphin, withone foan la Pucelle join’d, | -W.) 
A holy Prophetefs, now rifen UPs Hits . 

iat Is come with a great Power, to raife the Siege. ‘i { 
ad Le | He re Salisbury L; fi eth bim{el; f Up, and LY OARS. | : \ ! 
Bi Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan, ei 
fini It irks his Heart he cannot be reveng d, | | ) : 
Frenchmen, 111 be a Salisburyto you. | | 

fi Puzel or Paffel, Dolphinor Dog-fith, | 4 
oo Your Hearts I’ll {tamp out withmy Horfes heels. hie oy 
" Convey me Salisbury into his Tent, hie wg V 
hot And then we'll try, what thefe daftard Freschmen dare. | a 
{. Alarum, | Exit. lt *. 
Here an Alarum again; andt Talbot purfueth the Dhauphin, | FF 
di Anddriveth him: Then enter Joan la Pucelle, ariving Eng- ) a 
ifhmen before her. Then enter Talbot. il ‘e 

Tal. Where is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force ¢ ‘pith \ 
Our Englifh Troops retire, I cannot ftay them, heey | { 
f A Woman cladin Armour chafeth them, a ies id 
a Enter Pucelle, ee 2! 
ih Here, herefhe comes. I’ll have a bout with thee; Tha % 
" Devil, or Devil’s Dam, I’ll conjure thee : Wie mt 
aii Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch. oh ae 
a And ftraightway give thy Soul to him thou ferv'ft. a 
e Pucel.. Come, come, ‘tis only I that muft difgrace thee, ae 3 
| ‘ 
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ft Help Salisbury to make his I eltament, ntl 

This Day is ours, as many more fhall be. [Exit Pucelle. ie 
i : ] 1 
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4 HL Hark Countrymen, either renew the fight, 
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| Exit Talbot. 
| dlarum 1, Retreat, Flourifh. 
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Enter on the Wall, Pucelle, Dauphin, Reigniers Alenton, 
and Soldi evs. 
Pucel. Advance our waving Colours o » the Walls, 
Refcu’d is Orleans from the Exgli fb We olyes: 
vet Thus Yoan la Pucelle hath perform’d her w ord. 
ae Daz. Divineft Creature, bright Affrea’s Da ughter, 
Ra How fhall I honour thee for this Succefs! 
nee | : Thy Promifes are like Adonis Garden, 
oi a That one day bloom’d, and fruitful were the next 
: eae France, Triumph in thy glorious Propheteds, 
| | Recover'd is the Town of Orleans ; 
rT ae | More bleffed hap did ne’er befal our State. 
nee: Reig. Why ring not out the Beils aloud, 
a Fi Throughout the Town? 
Bite We At || Dauphin, command the Citizens make Bx spi 


es eta | | And feaft and banquet in the open Streets 

A To celebrate the Joy that God hath given us. Al et 
Bae tas > AN 

iy bi 
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Alen, All France will be repleat with Mirth and Joy, 
When they fhall hear how we have play'd the Men. 
a Daz, ’ Vis ‘Foan, not we, by whom the day is won: 
., or which, I will divide my Crown with her, 


MM And all the Priefts and Fryers in my Realm, 
M Shall in Proceffion fing her endlefs Praife, 

De, A ftatelier Pyramid to her UII rear, 

Than Rhedope’s or Memphis ever was. 


In memory of her when fhe is dead, 
Her Afhes, in an Urn more gracious 
| Than the Rich-jewel’d Coffer of Darins, 
i Tranfported fhall be, at high Feftivals, 
Wh Before the Kings and Queens of France. 
No longer on Saint Dexnis will we cry, 
But foan la Pucelle thall be France’s Saint. 
Come in, and let us Banquet Royally, 
After this Golden day of ViGory. 
| Flourifh. Exeunt. 





ACT th SCENeetE 


Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with to Centinels. 


wig?  S€.@XTrs, take your places and be vigilant : 
If any Noife or Soldier you perceive 
fj Near to the Wall, by fome apparent fign 
Let us have knowledge at the Court of Guard. 
Cent, Serjeant, you fhal!. Thus are poor Servitors 
se ( When others fleep upon their quiet Beds) 
Conftrain’d to watch in Darknefs, Rain, and Cold. 
Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with {caling 
Ladders. Their Drums beating a Dead March, 
Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
5 By whofe approach, the Regions of Artois, 
Walloon, and Picardy, are Friends to us : 
This happy Night, the Frenchmen are fecure, 
aving all day carous’d and banquetted, 
mbrace we then this opportunity, 
Asfitting beft to quittance their deceit, 
Contriy’d by Art, and baleful Sorcery. 
E e 2 Bed. 
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Car. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful Dame? 
Didit thou at firlt, tO flatter us withal, 
Make us partak ers of a little gain, 
That now, our lofs fs mig t be ten times fo much? 
Pucel, Wherefore is Charles impatient with his Friend @ 
At all times will you have my power alike? 
Sleeping or Waking, mu I] 1] 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on mz @ 
Improvident Soldiers, had your Watch | 
This fudden mifchief never could have fain. 
Char. Duke of Alexfon, this was your default, 
That being Captain of the Watch to 
Did look no better to that weighty C 
Alen. Had all our Quarter teen as 
As that, wirereo [ had the Gov 
We ka re +t been thus fhamefully fu: 
Baft. Mit e was fecure. 
Reig, And fo was mine, my Lord. 
Char. And for my felf, moft part of all this Night 
Within her Qi uarter, and mine own Precinct, 
I was empioy’d in pafling to and-fro, 
About relieving of the Centinels. 
Then or or which way, fhould they firft break in? 
Pux. Queftion, my Lo f no further of the cafe, 
How, i ich way 5 tis fure they found fome place, 
But weakly Guarded, where the Breach was made : 
And now there refts no other fhift, but shies 
To gather our Soldiers, fcatter’d and difperft, | 
And |: ly new Plat-forms to endamage them. | Exeunt. 
Alarum. Enter a Soldier, crying, a Talbot! a Talbot! 
thy fys le. mete: r th C17 Chat ‘B) behix Ae 
Sol. T’ll be fo bold to take what they have leit: 
The Cry of Talbot saetie me for a Sword, 
For I have loaden me with many Spoils, : 
Uling no Ma Weapon but his Name. | Exit. 
uter Talbot, Bedford, azd Burgundy. 
Bed. The Day berins to br reak, and Night 1s fled, 
Whofe pitchy Mantle over-vail’d the Ba h. ; 
Here found Retreat, and ceafe our hot Purfurt. | Retreat. 
Tal, Bring forth the Bodv of old Salisbury, 
And here advance itin the Market-place 


y 
}: e 3 The 


7 


7 


oa 2-2 er - 


GE 0 EE 0 Oh, ES, Oe OE 


\ 








Se OG SIE Oe Ge i O— Fe 9 OF OS 


wore 
ale eT 


an ee ; 
fifi fig: 
Hi let | lif { } i's SA; J S C 
“A Ge se j 3 98 The wey} f i art 0} 
Tita | - 
Be dat The middle Centre « 8 this curfed Town 
CBRE PD bobih Mar 

ye ta 


i 
Bi ihe | , Now have I pay d 1 ny Vow unto his Soul, 
Nit ; ita For e every dre Op ot Blo Tel! | W a5 dr3 iwn from him, 
ay At | ate | ; 
1 ANAL e | There hath at leaft five Frenchmen dy’d tonight. 
be : ; g 
| Hitt Whats . And that | hereafter Ages may b hole { 
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A i } } Vhat ruin » hay 2) yen’ if} reve neve i f him, 
a Mee Within the chiefeft Lemple ] 1 erect 
MEU WCULE HSeL Bese Bh “ ‘ . : 
BAY ha ens seek A Tomb, wherein his Corps fhall be interr’d: 
AV eee 
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i oe a The treacherous manner of his mournful Death, 
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And what aterrour he bh 1d nee to France. 
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Sen | But, Lords, in all our bloody Maflacre, 
412) ‘ EY es 
Be imal i mule we met not ide a. L sane’ S Grace, 
| ‘ i  ailpe eee oe 
Hj Lif ¥\ = a @ hamp! IO I virtuous joan § Adi ly 


Bat Nor nN} og his falf Ccataderares, : 
Bed. Tis tho ‘oht, Lord Talbot, wh en the fight began, 
4 ¢) +4 : J 
i 1 a | Rouz’d on the fudden frem their drowfie Beds, 
a = . 
x Pattie They did an Nn {t the [ roops or armec ad Me n, 
i MeN) tke) Leap over th © Walls | for refuge in the Field. 


Bur. tig elf, as far as I could well dif 
Vapours of the Night 
Bega eta | Am fure Ly fear'd the Dauphin and his Trull 
hi ea | WhenArm inArmthey both came {wiftly running, 
| Like to a pair of loving ‘Lurtle Doves, 

That could not live afunder Day or Night. 

After that things are fet in order here, 

We'll follow them with all the Power we have. 
Enter a Adeffenger. 
Ateff. All hail, my Lords; which of this Princely Train 
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Call yethe Warlike 7a/bor, for his Acts 

d So much applauded throt eh the Realm of France? — 
Tal. Here is the 7 Shar who would {peak with him? 
a | | Meff. The virtuous I vane Countels of Auvergne, 


| Pa a (tae od With mode fy admiri hy Renowr, 

ate | | By me intreats, g ee thou would’ ft vouchfafe 
MW att Las vifit her poor Caltle where fhe lyes; 

sae | That fhe may boaft fle hath beheld the Man, 

a hake Whofe Glory fills the World with loud report. 
Ue eat Bur. Is it even fo? Nay, then I fee our Wars 
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King Henry VI. 1399 
When Ladies crave to be encountred with. 
You may not, my Lord, defpife her gentle fuit. 
Tal. Neer truft me then; for when a World of Men 
Could not prevail with all thetr Oratory, 
Yet hath a Woman’s kindnefs over-rul’d: 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, 
And in fubmiffion will attend on her. 
Will not your Honours bear me company ? 
Bed. No, truly *tis more than manners will: 
And I have heard it faid, Unbiddéen Guetts 
Are often welcomeft when they are gone. 
Tal. Wellthen, alone, fince there’s fo remedy, 
I mean to prove this Lady’s courtefie. 
Come hither, Captain, you perceive my mind. | Whi/pers. 
Capt. I do, my Lord, and mean accordingly. | Exeunt. 
Enter Counte/s of Auvergne. 
Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge, 
And when you have d 
Port. Madam, I will. | Exit. 
Count. The Plot is laid, 
I fhall as famous be by this exploit, 
As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus Death. 
Great is the rumour of this dreadful Karght, 
And his Atchievements of no lefs account : 
Fain would mine Eyes be witnefs with my Ears, 
To give their Cenfure of thefe rare R eports. 
Enter Meffenger and Yalbot. 
Meff. Madam, according as your Ladyfhip defir’d, 
By Meffage crav’d, fo is the Lord Taldot come. 
Count. And he is welcome; what? is this the Man? 
Meff. Madam, it is. 
Count. Is this the Scourge of France? 
Is this the Talbot, fo much fear’d abroad? 
That with his Name the Mothers ftill their Babes 2 
I fee Report.is fabulous and falfe. 
I thought I fhould have feen fome Hercules, 
A fecond Heétor, for his grim afpect, 
And large proportion of his ftrong knit Limbs. 
Alas! this is a Child, a filly Dwarf; 
It cannot be, this weak and writhled Shrimp 
Should ftrike fuch terror to his Enemies. 
Ee4 Tal. 
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My Tal. 11 to fee your Ladytfhip fo fond 
E To think, that you have ought but Talbot's Shadows 
‘ i 
i Couxt. Why? art thou not the Man?2 
ip Tal. I am indeed. | 
ffi Count. Then have I Subftance too. 
f fal. NO, no, [am but Shadow of My felf s | 
mais), You are deceiv'd, my Subftance is not here; 
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Winds his Horm, Drums ferike up, a Peal of Ordinance 
Enter Soldiers. 
How fay you, Madam ¢ are you now perfuaded, 
That Talbot is but Shadow of himfelf 2 
Thefe are his Subftance, Sinews, Arms, and Strength, 
With which he ‘yoaketh your rebellious Necks, 
Razeth your Cities, and fubverts your Towns, 
And in a moment makesthem defolate, 
Coun, Victorious Talbot, pardon my abufe ; 
I find thou art no lefs than Fame hath bruited, 
And more than may be gathered by thy Shape. | 
Let my Prefumption not provoke thy Wrath, 
For I am forry, that with Reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. 3 
Zal. Be not difmay’d, fair Lady, nor mifconftrue 
The mind of Talbot, as you did miftake 
The outward compofition of his Body. 
What you have done, hath not offended me: 
Nor other fatisfaction do I crave, 
But only with your Patience, that we may! 
Tafte of your Wine, and fee what Cates you have, 
For Soldiers Stomachs always ferve them well. 
Coun, With all my Heart, and think me honoured, 
To feaft fo great a Warrior in my Houfe. | Exeunt. 
Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerfet, Suffolk, 
Ana others. | 
Plan.~Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
What means this filence 2 
Dare no Man anfwer in a Cafe of Truth? 
Swf. Within the Temple Hall we were too loud, 
The Garden here is more convenient, 
Plan. Then fay at once, if I maintain’d the Truth: 
Or elfe was wrangling Somer/et in th’Error?2 
Swf. Faith I have been a Truant in the Law, 
And never yet could frame my will to ir, 
And therefore frame the Law unto my Will. 
Som. Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then between us. 
War. Between two Hawks, which flies the higher pitch, 
Between two Dogs, which hath the deeper Mouth, 
Between two Blades, which bears the better remper, 
Between two Horfes, which doth bear him beft, 
Between two Girls, which hath the merryeft Eye, 
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1402 The Firft Part of 
I have perhaps fome fhallow Spirit of judgment: 
But in thefe nice fharp Quillets of the Law, 
Good-faith, I am no wifer than a Daw. 
Plan, Tut, tut, here isa mannerly forbearance: 
The truth appears fo naked on my fide, 
That any E 
Som. And on my fide, 
So clear, { 


pur-blind Eye may find it out, 
it 1s fo 


2 - 


well apparell’d, 
e, and fo evident, 
Lhat.it will glimmer through a blind Man’s Eye. 
| Plan, Since you are Fongue-ty’d, and fo loth to foeak, 
In dumb lignificants proclaim your Thoughts : 
Let him that is a true-born Gentleman, 
And ftands upon the Honour of his Birth, 
f he fuppofe that I have pleadeth truth, 
»m off this Briar pluck a white Rofe with me. 
Som. Le him that is no Coward, ner no Flatterer, 
But dare maintain the Party of the Truth, 
Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorn with me. 
War. I love no Colours; and without all colour 
Of bafe infinuating Flattery, 
I pluck this white Rofe with Plawtacanet. 
Saf. I pluck this red Rofe with young Somer [ety 


And fay withal, I think he held the right. 


4 Bee Re 
) inining, 


bel 


ot Nl, POC Gee OES gee OR BD | , 
Ver. stay, Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more, 
TV alt rr cot a at Nose QQ . . - ’ 2 
Till you conclude, that he upon whofe fide 


The teweft Rofes are crop’d from the Tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right Opinion. 

Som. Good Matter Vernon, it is well objeGted; 
If I have feweft, I fubfcribe in filence. 

Plan. And I, 

Ver. Then for the truth, and plainnefs of the Cafe, 
I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloffom here, 
Giving my Verdict on the white Rofe fide. 

Som. Prick not your, Fingér as you pluck it off, 
Left bleeding, you do paint the white Rofe red, 
And fall on my fide fo againft your will. 

Ver. If I, my Lord, for my Opinion bleed, 
Opinion fhall be Surgeon to my hurt, 

And keep me on the fide ftill where I am: 
Som. Well, well, come on, who elfe? 
ety Lawyer. 


King Henry VI. 1403 


Pt Lawyer, Unlefs my Study and my Books be falfe, 
y, The Argument you held, was wrong in you ;[{ 7o Somerfet. 
In fign whereof, I pluck a white Rofe too. 
Kat Plan. Now Somer{et, where is your Argument 2 
Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating that, 
Shall dye your white Rofe in a bloody red. 
pn Plan. Niean time your Cheeks do counterfeit our R ofes, 
For pale they look with fear, as witnefling 
a i The truth on our fide. : 
folky Sort. No, Plantaganet. 
i Tis hot for fear, but anger, that my Cheeks 
Bluth for pure thame, to counterfeit our Rofes, 
And y¢t thy Tongue will not confefs thy Error, 
Plan. Hath nor tuy Rofe a Canker, Somer [er ? 
vith Som. Hath not thy Rofe a Thorn, Plantaganet ? 
a ae : Plan, Ay, fharp and piercing to maintain his truth, 
" Whiles thy contuming Canker eats his falfhood. 
sf _ Som, Well, I'll find Friends to wear my bleeding Rofes, 
deh That fhall maintain what I have faid is true, 
Where falfe Plantaganet dare not be feen. 
, Plan. Now by this Maiden Bloffom in my Hand, 
vb Ifcorn thee and thy tafhion, peevith Boy. 
; Suf. Turn hot thy {corns this way, Plantaganet. 
ov oe Pool, { will, and fcorn both him and thee. 
ih sth Il turn my part thereof into thy Throat, 
i om. Away, away, good William de la Pool, 
: We grace the Yeoman, by converfing with him. 


“at War, Now by God's will thou wrong’ft him, Somer/et : 
ppt His Beendischer ‘cn; Lyonel Duke of * AN i 
Third Son to the third Edward King of England : 
Spring Creftlefs Yeomen from fo deep a Root 2 
Plan. He bears him on the place’s Priviledge, 
f Or durft not for his craven Heart fay thus, 
_. 90m. By him that made me, I'll maintain my words 
uh 'On any plot of Ground in Chriftendom. 
a th Was not thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambridge, 
| For Treafon executed in our late King’s Days? 
be And by his Treafon, ftand’ft not thou attainted, 
Corrupted and exempt from antient Gentry 2 
| His trefpafs yet lives guilty in thy Blood, 
And ’till thou be reftor’d, thou arta Yeoman. 
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i Plan. My Father was attached, not attainted, 

| C": emi 4 en Cit for Ir ion, bDut.not Traitor; 
} And that I'll prove on better Men than Somerfet, 
a Were grow ne time once ripened to my W ill. 
tl For your Partaker Pool, and you your i¢ elf, 
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Nill 1 for ever, and my Faction wear, 

J | h me to my Grave, 

| yr flourifh to the height of my Degree. 

Be ih Suf. Go forward and be choak’d with thy ambition : 
iH is And fo farewel, until I meet thee next. | Exit 
aa | Som. Uave with thee, Pool: Farewel, ambitious Ri 
A iy Hak shard. | Exit, 
Plan. How I am brav’d, and mutft pe: Bre endure it! 


~ 


rH , | War. This blot, that they obje& againft your Houle, 
Bat Shall be wip’d out in the next Parliament, 
a a : Call’'d for the Truce of Winchefter and Gloucefter : 
: And if thou be not then creatcd York, 
f I will not li € to be accounted Warwick. 
i Mean times in fignal of my love to thee, 
inti ae” Somer fet, a nd William Pool, 
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pon thy party wear this Rofe. 
And here I proj Hs fie; this Brawl to days 
Grown to this Faction.in the Temple Gardens 
fend between the red Rofe and the white, 
d Souls to deat th and deadly .N Night. | 
Plan ae G 10d Matter Verxo nt , I am ‘bound to you, 3. } 
. That you on my behalf would pluck a Flower. - 
Bi : Per, in your behalf {till will I wear the fame. 
ee I We Lawyer. And fo will [. 

{ ea etait aie Plan. Thanks, gentle Sir. 

Pail set Come, let us four to dinner; I dare fay, Ee 
! an it This Quarrel will drink Blood another day: | Event. 
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si King Henry VI. 1405 ; 
Tat Enter Mortimer, brought in a Chair, and Failors. v. 
sili Mor. Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age, u 
Mi Let dj ing Mortimer here reft himfelf. ‘ 
th Even like a Man new haled from the Wrack, i 
So fare my Limbs with long Imprifonment: : 
: And thefe gray Locks, the Purfuivants of Death, : 
ants for-like dic d, in an Age of ¢ are; , 
the > t.e end ot Edmund Mortimer. , 
his , syes, like Lamps, whofe wafting Oil is fpent, " 
fal ve Wax dim, as drawing to their Exigent. i 
wil} Weak Shoulders, over-born with burthening Grief, 
it And pithlefs Arms, like to a withered Vine, 
That droops his faplefs Branches to the Ground, ae 
Yet are thefe Feet, whofe ftrengthlefs ftay is num, Md 
, (Unable to fupport this Lump of Clay) i 
th te Swift-winged with defire to get a Grave, \ 
| As witting I no other comfort have. 
y,@ . But tell me, Keeper, will my Nephew come? 
Keeper. Richard Plantaganet, my Lord, will come; : 
aly We fent unto the Temple, to his Chamber, aD api 
at And anfwer was return’d, that he will come, ii 
i. Mor. Enough; my Soul then fhall be fatished. ay 
si Poor Gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine. bit 
Since Henry Aonmouth firft began to Reign, i 
Betore whofe Glory I was great in Arms, | 
, This loathfome fequeftration have I had; 4 
: And even fince then, hath Richard been obfeur’d, SEN A bly 
‘ Depriv'd of Honour and Inheritance. Mi by 


_- But now, the Arbitrator of Defpairs, 

fe Jult Death, kind Umpire of Mens Mifertes, 

a With {weet Enlargement doth difmifs me hence: 
I would his troubles likewife were expir'd, 


. get fo he might recover what was loft. nee 
at 


ut Enter Richard Plantaganet. 
if Keeper. My Lord, your loving Nephew now 1s com?. 
bp (iQ : . 
ee Mor. Richard Plantaganet, my Friend, ‘1s he come ? | 
Plan. I, noble Uncle, thus ignobly us’d, 
Your Nephew, late difpifed Richard, comes. ti A 
Afor. Dire& mine Arms, I may embrace his Neck, a aa wae 
f And in his Bofom fpend my later gafp. She 
Oh tell me when my Lips do touch his Cheeks, eae 
| 3 That 4 it 
My 
f 
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That I may kindly give one fainting Kifs: 
And now declare, {weet Stem from York's great Stock, 
Why did’ft thou fay of late thou wert defpis’d? 

Plan. Firft, lean thine aged Back again{t mine Arm, 

And in that eafe I'll tell thee my Difeafe, 

This day in Argument upon a Cafe, 

Some words there grew ’twixt Somer/et and me: 
Amongit which terms, he us‘d his lavifh Tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my Father’s Death; 
Which obloquie fet Bars before my Tongue, 
Elfe with the like I had requited him, 
Therefore, good Uncle, for my Father’s fake, 

In honour of a true Plantaganet i 

And for Alliance fake, declare the Caufe. 

My Father, Earl of Cambridge, loft his Head. | 

Mor. This Caufe, fair Nephew, that imprifon’d me, 
And hath detain’d me all my flow’ring Youth, 
Within a loathfome Dungeon, there to pine, 

Was curfed Inftrument of his deceafe. 

Plan. Difcover more at large, what Caufe that was, 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guefs. 

Mor. | will, if that my fading Breath permit, 
And Death approach not, e’er my Tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, Grandfather te this King, 
Depos’d his Coufin Richard, Edward's Son, 

The firft begotten, and the lawful Heir 

Of Edward King, the third of that Defcent. 
During whofe Reign, the Piercies of the North, 
Finding his Ufurpation moft unjuft, 
Endeavour’d my advancement to the Throne. 
The Reafon mev'd thefe warlike Lords to this, 
Was, for that, young King Richard thus remov’d, 
Leaving no Heir begotten of his Body, 

I was the next by Birth and Parentage: 

For by my Mother I derived am 

From Lyonel Duke of Clarence, the third Son 

To King Edward the Third; whereas he, 

From Fohn of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
Being but the fourth of thar Heroick Line. 

But mark; as in this haughty great attempt, 
They laboured to Plant the rightful Heir, 
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King Henry VI. 


I loft my Liberty, and they their Lives, 
Long after this, when Hezry the Fifth, | 
Succeeding his Father Bullingbroke, did Reign; 
[hy Father, Earl of Cambridge, then deriv’d 


From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, Hd 


Marrying my Sifter, that thy Mother was; Wi 

Again, in pity of my hard diftrefs, | 

Levied an Army, weening to redeem, | 

And have inftall’d me in the Diadem: 

But as the reft, fo fell that noble Earl, 

And was beheaded. Thus the Aortimers, 

In whom the Title refted, were fuppreft. he 
Plan. Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the laft 
Mor. True; and thou feeft, that I no Iffue have 

And that my fainting words do warrant death: 

[hou art my Heir; the reft, I with thee gather : 


But yet be wary in thy ftudioeus Care. {sil 


Plan. Thy grave Admonifhments prevail with me: 


But yet, methinks, my Father’s Execution The 


Was nothing lefs than bloody Tyranny, Lab 

Mor. With filence, Nephew; be thou politick: ‘M 
Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lancafter, ae 
And like a Mountain, not to be remov’d, i 
But now thy Uncle is removing hence, 


As Princes do their Courts, when they are cloy’d | i ily 
With long continuance in a fetled place. hall 
Plan. O Uncle, would fome part of my young Years tiie 
Might but redeem the paflage of your Age. : Ai it | 
. - De ae 


Mor, Thou doft then wrong me, as that flaughterer doth, 


Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill. ) | 


Mourn not, except thou forrow for my good, 

Only give order for my Funeral. : 

And fo farewel, and fair be all thy hopes; 

And profperous be thy Life in Peace and War, | Dies. 
Plan, And Peace, no War, befall thy parting Soul, 

In Prifon haft thou {pent a Pilgrimage, 

And like a Hermite over-paft thy days. 

Well, I will lock his Counfel in my Breaft, 


And what I do imagine, let that reft. HH 


Cepers convey him hence, and I my felf 


Will fee his Burial better than his Life. ha | 
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Wear a Re nae Here dies the dusky Torch of Aortimer, 

HERE. ( Choak’d with Ambition of the meaner fort. 

ae alt ey And for thofe Wrongs, thofe bitter Injuries, 

iN ne ; Which Somerfet hath offer’'d to my Houfe, 

4, te I doubt not, but with Honour to redrefs, 

Beaare ia er And therefore hafte I to the Parliament, 

eh iy Bither to be reftored to my Blood, 
nt “it aie Or make my will th’advantage of my po0d. [ Exit, 
am | ts oe 


ee eS eee 


even ACT TE sc rns 
fae Flourifb. Enter King Henry, Exeter; Gloucefter, Wine 
chefter, Warwick,i Somerfet, Suffolk, ana Richard Plan. 
taganet. Gloucefter offers to put up 4 Bill: Wine 
| chefter. fuatches it, and tears ite 
| Wie. (10m tt thou with deep premeditated Lines? 
Lis : With written Pamphlets, ftudioufly devisd} 
er ah Humphry of Glo ter, if thou canft accufe, 
ian Or ought intend’it to lay unto my charge, 
Do ic without invention, fuddenly, 
As I with fudden, and extemporal Speech, 
Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft object. [ ence, 
Glo. Prefumptuous Prieft, this place commands my Patis 
Main ee tS gb Or thou fhould’ft find thou haft difhonour’d me. 
CRN eget ater Think not, although in Writing I preferr'd 
| kad The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 
That therefore I have forg’d, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearfe the Method of my Pen. 
No, Prelate, fuch is thy audacious Wickednefs, 


~~ 


ae 
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et ana das Thy. leud,. peftiferous, and diflentious pranks, 
As very Infants prattle of thy pride. 
Pee ene a att Thou art a moft pernicious Ufurer, 
‘ule he ae | Froward by Nature, Enemy to Peace, 
eect tee tea Lafcivious, wanton, more than well befeems 

ie nee es 38 A Manof thy Profeffion, and Degree. 
Biante Heth OMA And for thy Treachery, what's more manifeft3 
iy ee Ae In that thou laid’ft a Trap to take my Life, 

Ha ike wags: ia As well at London Bridge, as at the Zower. 

ig, HM las Befide, I fear me,.if thy Thoughts were fifteds 
Horny (| aay Hi The King, thy Soveraign, is not quite exempt ; 

pit | Benm envious malice of thy {welling Heart. Hom 
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King Henry VI. 


Win. Glo fter, 1 do defie thee, Lords, vouchfafe 
To give me hearing what I {hall reply. 
If I were Covetous, Ambitious, or Perverfe, 
As he will have me; how am | fo poor ? 
Or how haps it, I feek not to advance 
Or raife my felf? But keep my wonted Calling. 
And for Diffention, who preferreth P.ace 
More than I do? except I be provok’d. 
No, my good Lords, it is not that offends, 
It is not that, that hath incens’d the Duke: 
It is becaufe no one fhould fway but he, 
No one, but he, fhould be about the King; 
And that engenders Thunder in his Bre:ft, 
And makes him roar thefe Accufations forth: 
But he fhall know, I am as good 
Glo, As good ? 
Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. 

Win, Ay, Lordly Sir; for what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another’s Throne ? 

Glo, Am not I ProteG&or, fawcy Prieft 2 

Win. And am not I a Prelate of the Church? 

Glo. Yes, as an Out-law in a Caftle keeps, 

And ufeth it, to patronage his Theft, 

Win. Unreverend Glocefter. 

Glo. Thou art Reverend, 

Touching thy fpiritual Function, not thy Lifes 

Win. Rome fhall remedy this. 

War. Roam thither then. 

My Lord, it were your duty to forbear, 

Som. Ay, fee the Bifhop be not over+bornt 
Methinks my Lord fhould be Religious, 

And know the Office that belongs to fuch, 

War. Methinks his Lordfhip fhould be humbler; 
It fitreth not a Prelate fo to plead. 

Som. Ys, when his holy State is touch’d fo nears 

War. State hoiy, or uvhallow’d, what of that 
Is not his Grace Protector to the King ? 

Rich, Plantaganet 1 fee muft hold his Tongues 
Left it be faid, {peak, Strrah, when you fhould, 
Mutt your bold Verdi@ enter talk with Lords? 

Elfe would I have a Hing at Winchefter. 
Vou, Il, F 
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K. Henry. Uneles of Glo’ffer and of Winchefter, 
T he {(pecial Watchmen of our Exngli fb Weal, 
| I would prevail, if Prayers might prevail, 
Ht | a To join your Hearts in Love and Amity. 
ie | Oh, what a Scandal is it to our Crown, 
Ma Tl fuch } f] 


iat two iuch Noble Peers bbe eo ine ould j ar! 
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a Lata | Begun through malice of the Bifhop’s Men. 

‘ae | [A noife again, hers Stones, 
had | Enter hos ba 

OTE Re IR lite | Mayor. Oh, my ge0 d Lords, and virtuous Henry, 


Ai Dp { arr fag 
BPs, } Pity the City of Lexdox pity y us? 
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} iv f rs i} ~~» 3 d Pan Jj i. , 4 
Beis, ; Lhe Bunop, and tne Di Ke of Glo ‘fter’s Men, 
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HEM dt Ag Forbidden late to Carry any WV € Cap rit 
TE I . ie Wee cy fag, emilee @ bebe: St ogy foe ct 17 ae | - ° 
wv Have fill'd their Pockets full of peble Stones; 
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vi : d to fhut our Shops. 
Fa | | heat te, ed Enter in skirmi [b Wii th bloody Pates. 
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Bry | Re K.tfenry,. We Charge you on Allegian cé to our felves, 
oy) 4 . , A, 
hy To hold your flaughtering Hands, and keep the Peace: 
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uh Pray, Uncle Glo’/ter, mitigate shi Strife. 
i ch , a 7 rp ) : i. , ee. a7 ; 
et 1 Serv, Nay, if ~we be forbidden Stones, we'll fall to tt 


a's i : i! f | Skirwt lh Agathe \ 
aa asd He Glo. You of my houtfhold leave this eevith broil, 
ia ‘ay et this unaccuftom’d fi ght afide. 
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| 2 Serv. Bey) L sd, we know your Grace to bea Man 
Pearse | Jatt, and uprig and for your ¢ Reva Birth, 


Wal toga Inferior to hone ee to his Majelty ; 
Ber vi fave And e’er that we will fuffer fuch a Prince, 
a hie CR So kind a Father of the Common Weal, 
Re | To be i raced by an Ink-horn Mate, 
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We, and our Wives and Children, all will fight, 
And have our Bodies flaughter’d by thy Foes, 
1 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our Nails 
Shall pitch a Field when we are dead, | Bevin acains 
Glo. Stay, ftay, I fay; = 
And if you love me, as you fay you dos 
Let me perfuade you to forbear a while, 
K. Henry. Oh how this difcord dothafli@ my Sou!! 
Can you, my Lord of Wincheffer, behold 
My Sighs and Tears, and will not once relent’? 
Who fhould be pitiful, if you be not 2 
Or who fhould ftudy to prefer a Peace, 
If Holy Church-men take delight in Broils? 


7 


War. Yield, my Lord Protector, yield Wincheffer 3 
Except you mean with obftinate Repulfe 
Toflay your Sovereign, and deftroy the Realm. 
You fee what Mifchief, and what Murther too, 
Hath been enacted through your Enmity : 
Then be at Peace, except ye thirft for Blood, 
Win. He fhall fubmis, or I will never yield. 
Glo. Compaflion on the King commands me ftoop, 
Or I would fee his Heart out, e’er the Prieft 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 
War, Behold, my Lord of Winchefter, the Duke 
Hath banith’d moody difcontented Fury, 
As by his fmoothed Brows it doth appear : 
Why look you ftill fo Stern and Tragical 2 
Glo. Here, Wincheffer, 1 offer thee my Hand; 
K. Henry, Fie, Uncle Beauford, I tave heard yott preach; 
That Malice was great and grievous Sin: 
And will not you maintain the thing you teach? 
But prove a chief Offender in the fame, 
War. Sweet King; the Bifhop hath a kindly gird: 
For Shame, my Lord of Wincheffer, relents 
What, hall a Child inftrn@ you what to do? 
Win. Well, Duke of Glo fice, I will yield to thee; 


Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand I give. 


Glo. Ay, but T fear me with a hollow Heart, 
See here, my Friends and loving Countrymen, 
his Token ferveth for a Flag of Truce, 
etwike our felves, and all our Followers: 3 
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So help me God, as I diffemble not. 

Win. So help me God, as I intend it not. 

K. Henry. Od, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Glo'feer, 
How joyfulam I made by this Contract ! 

Away, my Matters, trouble us no more, 
But join in Friendfhip, as your Lords have done. 

1 Serv. Content, l’ll to the Surgeon's, 

2 Serv. And fo willI. 

Serv. And I will fee what Phyfick the Tavern affords, 
| Exeunt. 

War. Accept this Scrow], moft gracious Sovereign, 
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet, 

We do exhibit to your Majefty. : 

Glo. Well.urg’d, my Lord of Warwick; for, {weet Prince, 

And if your Grace matk every Circumitance, 
You have great reafon to do Richara right, 
Efpecially for thofe Occafions 

At Eltham Place \ told your Majefty. 

K. Henry. And thofe Occafions, Uncle, were of force: 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleafure 1s, 

That Richard be reftored to his Blood. 

War. Let Richard be reftored to his Blood, 
So thall his Father’s Wrongs be recompens’d. 

Win. As will the reft, fo wiileth Winchefter. 

K. Henry. \f Richard will be true, not that alone, 
But al! the whole Inheritance I give 
That doth belong unto the Houfe of York, 
From whence you fpring, by lineal Defcent. 

Rich, Thy humble Scrvant vows Obedience, 
And humble Service ’till the point of Death. 

K. Henry. Stoop then, and fet your Knee againft my Foot, 
And in reguerdon of that Duty done, 
I gird thee with the valiant Sword of 
Rife, Richard, like atrue Plantagenet, 
And rife created Princely Duke of York, 

Rich. And fo thrive Richard, as thy Foes may fall, 
And asmy Duty {prings, fo perifh they 
That grudge one Thought againft your Majelty. 

All, Welcome, high Prince, the mighty Duke of Tork. 

Som. Perith, bafe Piince, ignoble Duke of York. [ Afiat. 
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King Henry VI. “7 3 
Glo. Now will it beft avail your Majefty, 


To crofs the Seas, and to be crown’d in France : 
The prefence of a King engenders Love, 
Amoneft his Subjects and his loyal Friends, 
As it difanimates his Enemies. 
K. Henry. When Glo’/ter faysthe word, King Henry goes, 
For friendly Counfe] cuts off many Foes. 
Glo. Your Ships already are in readinefs. | Exeni 
Manet Exeter. 
Exe. Ay, wemay march in England or in France, 
Not feeing what is likely to enfuc; 
This lace Diffention grown betwixt the Peers, 
Burns under feigned afhes of forg’d Love, 
And will at laft break out into a Flame, 
As fefter’d Members rot but by degrees, 
Till Bones, and Fiefh, and Sinews fall away ; 
So will this bafe and envious Difcord breed. 
And now I fear that fatal Prophecy 
Which in the time of Henry nam’d the Fifth, 
Was in the Mouth of every fucking Babe, 
That Henry born at ALonmouth thould wan all, 
And Hexry born at Windfor fhould lofe all: 
Which is fo plain, that Exeter doth with, | 
His days may finifh e’er that hiplefs time. | Exit. 


we Gee Be Se See: 
Enter Joan la Pucelle difguis'd, and forr Soldiers with 
Sacks upon their Backs. 


Pucel. Thefe are the City Gates, the Gates of Reax, 
Through which our Policy muft make a Breach. 
Take heed, be wary how you place your Words, 
Talk like the vulgar fort of Market-men, 

That come to gather Mony for their Corn. 

If we have entrance, as I hope we ‘hall, 

And that we find the flothful Watch but weak, 
I'll by a Sign give notice to our Friends, 

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 

Sol. Our Sacks fhall be a means to fack the City, 
And we be Lords and Rulers over Roaz, 


Therefore we'll knock. | Knocks 
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i Pucel. Paifans pauvres gens de Franté. 

me iwi" , | Poor Market Folks that come to fell their Corn, 

‘dh Ai i Watch. Enter, go in, the Ma ye Bell ts rung. 

Ay ee ala hae Pacel. Now Roan, Vil fhake thy Bulwarks to the Ground, 
i | HT He ea Z 7 batter: | : | Exeunt. 
Paw: | Enter Dauphin, Baftard, ana Alenton, 
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16s ; | ry ; y : ; 3 
ne! |i) Whe fe 7 AN €i. i Wi " Chil 1s | ne ipPpy W eddi ing i? or ch, 
Ny : ry ; id a OPT = rere: bu ~ -. tr 
Bia That joineth Reax unto he GCountrymer 
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Nit Daz. Now fhines it like a Comet of Revenge, 
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| A Propnet to the fall of all our Foes. 
a m i at Riles dangerous E ds 
4 : : : f\ Geile 4 t § } ii ) 4 Liivs qj Cia y | nave cgangerous n >] 
+) ie + a he ent ty ant ‘ The Tar phin D of ¢ ly 
sh chistes & » 3 2 2st. Alipfalilig re nt > 
. - + 
* 3 


And then co execution on the Ww atch. 
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| 4n Alarm, Talbot in an Excurjion, 
Tal. France, thou fhalt rue this Treafon with thy Tears, 


Ef Taloot but burs IVE ny — 
Hath wroughe this he rr th Mifcl ni "; unawares, 
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ee Ub at ha ardly we efcap’ d the Pride of France [ Exit 
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a An Alarm: Excur fio: 2s, Bedford brought in ficr 1” a Chat 
if 
Enter Talbot and Burgundy withour; within joan la Pu- 
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celle, Dauphin, Baftard ana Reignier 0 on the Walls. 
Rae A ish Puceel, en 0 norrow, G allants, want ye Cora for Bread? 
ia eh t think the Duke of B: rounds will faft, 
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King Henry VI. Ne 5 


And make thee curfe the Harveft of that Corn. 
Dau. Your Grace may ftarve, perhaps, before that time. 
Bed. Oh let not Words, but Deeds revenge this Treafon, 
Pucel. What will you do, good gray Beard 2 
Break a L aunce, and run a Tilt at Death 
Within a. Chair. 
Tal, Foul Fiend of France, and Hag of all defpight, 
Incompafs’d with thy luftful Paramours, 
Befnuies it thee to ne hi iis valiant Age 
And twit with Cowardife a Man half “de ad 2 
Damfel, (1! gare a Bout wil h you again, 
Or elfe let Talbot peri h with his Shas me, 
Pucel, Are you fohot, Sir: Yet Pacelle hold thy peace, 
If Talbot do but Thunder, Rain will follow. 
[2 i hey whifper together in Connflel, 
who fhall be the Spe aker 2 


q '~ 


God {peed the Parliament; w 
Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet ust nthe Field? 
4 c T 


. 
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Pucel. Belike yous Lordfhip takes us then for Fools, 


To try if that our own be ours, or no. 
Tal, I {peak not to that railing Hecate, 


~ oo 


r 
ut unto thee /ex/ox, and the reit. 
Will ye, like Soldiers, come and fight it out¢ 

Alen, Seignior, no. 

Tal, Seignior, hang: Bafe Muletee rs of = 

Like Peafant Foot-boys do they 
And dare not take « “Arms, like Gentlemen, 

Pucel. Captains away, let’s get us!from the Walis 
For Talbot means no eoodnels by his Looks. 
God be wi’ you, my Lord; we came, Sir, but tot tell yous 
That we are here. | Exeunt from the Walls, 

Tal. Andthere we will be too, e’er it be ee 
Or elfe Reproach be Talbot's ereateft Fame. 
Vow Burgundy, by Honour of thy Houfe, 
Prick’d on by = ck eS igs fuftain’d in France, 
Either to get the Town again, or Y 
And I, as fure as $ Ex 20 ilifh ) LTenry lives, 
And as his Father here was Conqueror, 
As fure as in this ee betrayed T OwDs 
Great Ceurdelion’s Heart was buried ; 

29 fure I fwear to get the Town or die. 
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Burg. My Vows are e qual parthers with chy Vows, 
Tal. But e’er we go, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford: Come, my Lord, 
We will bellow you in fome better place, 
Fitter for Sicknefs, and for crazy Age. 
Bed, Lord Tatvor, do not fo difhonour me: 
Here I will fir, betore the Walls of Roag, 
And wi}} be partner of your Weal or Wo. 
Burg, Couragious Bedford, let us now perfuade you. 
Bed. Not to be gone trom hence: For once I read, 
That flout Pesdragon, in his Litter fick, 
Came to the Field, and vanquithed hts Foes. 
Methinks I fhould revive the Soldiers Hearts, 
Becaufe I ever found thim as my felf. 
Tal. Undaunted Spirit in a dying Breaft, 
Then be it fo: Heavens keep old Bedford iafe. 
And now. no more ado, brave Burgundy, 
But gather we our Forces out of hand, 
Aad fet upon our boafting Enemy. | Exite 
Mn Alarm: Excurfions: Enter Sir John Falftaff, and 
a, Cuptain. 
Cap. Whither away, Sir ‘Fobn Falftaff, in fuch hafte 2 
Fal, Whither away? to fave my felt by flight, 
We are like ta have the Overthrow again. 
Cap. What! will you fly, and leave Lord Talbot? 
Fal, Ay, all the Talbots in the World to fave my Life, 
[ Exit. 
Cap; Cowardly Kuight, ill Fortune follow thee. | Exit 
Ketreat:. Excurfions. Pucelle, Alenfon, and Damphin fly. 
Bed. Now, quiet Soul, depart when Heaven pleafe, 
For I have feen our Enemies overthrow. 
What is the truft or ftrength of foolifh Man¢ 
They thst of late were daring with their Scoffs, 
Are glad and fain by flight to fave themfelves. Bee 
[ Dies, and is carried off 17 his Chair. 
An Alarm. Eater Falbot, Burgundy, and the rtf 
Tal. Lott, and recovered ina day again, 
This is a double Honour, Burgundy ; 
Yer Heavens have Gl ry for this Victory. 
Burg. Warlike and Martial Talbor, Burgundy 
I fhri. es thee in iis Heart, and there excts 
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King Henry VI. = 417 


Thy Noble Deeds, as Valour’s Monuments. 
Tal. Thanks, gentle Duke; but where is Pxcelle now 2 
I think her old Familiar is afleep. 
Now where’s the Baftard’s braves, and Charles his glikes? 
What, all amort¢ Roan hangs her Head for Grief, 
That fuch-a valiant Company are fled. 
Now we will take fome Order in the Town, 
Placing therein fome expert Officers, 
And then depart to Paris to the King, 
For there young Hezry with his Nobles lye. 
Burg, What will’s Lord Talbot, pleafeth Burgundy. 
Tal. But yet before we go, let’s not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas’d, 
But fee his Exequies fulfill’d in Roaz. 
A braver Soldier never couched Launce, 
A gentler Heart did never fway in Court. 
But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft dye, 
For that’s the end of Human Mifery. | Exeunts 


~ hag, ge aps ae ona 4 
Enter Dauphin, Baftard, Alenfon, and Joan la Pucelle. 


Pucel, Dif{may not, Princes, at this Accident, 
Nor grieve that Roaz is fo recovered. 
Care is no cure, but rather corrofive, 
For things that are not to be remedy’d. 
Let frantick Talbot triumph for a while, 
And like a Peacock {weep along his Tail, 
We'll pull his Plumes, and take away his Train, 
If Dauphin and the reft will be but rul’d. 
Dau. We have becn guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence. 
One fudden Foil fhall never breed diftruft. 
Baff. Search out thy Wit for fecret Policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 
“Alen, We'll {ct thy Statue in fome Holy Place, 
And have thee reverenc’d like ableffed Saint. 
Employ thee then, {weet Virgin, for our good. 
Pucel, Thenthus it mutft be, this doth Joan devife: 
By fair Perfuafions, mixt with fugar’d Words, 
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 


fo leave the Ta/bot, and to follow us. Das. 
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| france were no place tor Henry's Warriors ; 
| Nor fhall that: Nation boaft it fo with us, 
But be extirped from our Prowmees 
“Alen, Por ever fhould they be expuls’d from France, 
: ind not have Title of an Earldom nere. 
| Pucel, Your Hon hall perceive how I will work, 
To Ori ne ti Hatter to tne wifhed end. 
4 | Drum beats afar off. 
Hak, by the found of Drum you ma Y perceive 
ay: Pheir Powers are marching unto Paris ward. 
| Here beat an Englith March. 
i There goes the Zalbot with his Colours fpread, 
yt And all the Troops of Exglifh after him. | French AZarch. 
| Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his: 
Bey ty eli Lair pan favour makes him 1a if behind. 
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it 
aT | Summon a Parley, we will talk witl him. 
HAE TBE: 4 | | Trumpets found a Parley, 
tg 


BP: | Enter the Duke of Burgundy marching. 
UAE ped Dau, A Parley.with the Duke of Burgundy. 


{RE Ri ee Burg. Who craves a Parley with the ene ie 


Wee 4 Pucel. he Baincel y Charles of France, thy Country- 
BEN: Peay at : ' i UH i K> fy bia icy AL ti 10 uy har les c TO] am mare 1g 


t. Dae Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with thy Words, 
pea ed a | Pucel. Brave Burgundy, idlua sted hope of France, 
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Pacel, Look onthy Country, look on fertile France, 
And fee the Cities and the Towns defac'd, 
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uIn oe the Crug e] Foe, 


isik. bck iets unnatu ral Wounds, 
Be tie igs a! Which thor thy felf baft given her woful Breatt. 
Bb: fies (sek nt Ve Ob, turn rhe edged Sword anothe r way, 
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Teil etme | Strike thofe that hurt, and hurt not thofe that hel Ips 
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King Henry VI. 


Return thee therefore with a flood of Tears, 
And wafh away thy Country’s ftained Spots. 
Burg. Either fhe hath bewitch’d me with her Words 
Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent. 
Pucel. Befides, all French and France exclaims on thee 
Doubting thy Birth and Lawful Progeny. 
Whom join’{t thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not truft thee but for Profits fake ? 
When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, 
And fafhion’d thee that Inftrument of II], 
Who then but Englifh Henry will be Lord, 
And thou be thruit out like a Fugitive 2 
Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof ; 
Was not the Duke of Orleans thy Foe? 
Aid was he not in Exgland Prifoner 2 
But when they heard he was thine Enemy, 
They fet him free, without his Ranfom paid, 
In fpight of Burgundy and all his Friends. 
See then, thou fight’{t againft thy Countrymen, 
And join’ft with them will be thy Slaughter-men. 
Come, come, return, return thou wandring Lord 
Charles and the reft will take thee in their Arms. 
Burg. I am vanquifhed. Thefe haughty Words of hers 
Have batter’d me like roaring Cannon-fhot, 
And made me almoft yield upon my Knees, 
Forgiveme Country, and {weet Countrymen; 
And, Lords, accept this hearty kind embrace. 
My Forces, and my Power of Men are yours. 
So farewel Talbot, Vl] no longer truft thee, 
Pucel, Done like a Frenchman: Turr, and turn srain. 
: — Welcome, brave Duke, thy Friendfhip makes us 
refh. 


Bajft. And doth beget new Courage in our Breafts, 
Alen. Pucelle hath bravely play’d her part in this, 

And doth deferve a Coronet of Gold. 
Daun, Now let us or, my Lords, and join our Powers, 


And feck how we may prejudice the Foe. [ Ewit. 
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1420 _— The Firft Part of 
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Enter King Henry, Gloucefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, So. 
merfet, Warwick, Excter: To them Talbot with his Soldiers, 


Tal. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this Realm, 
I have a while given Truce unto my Wars, 
To do my Duty to my Sovereign. 
In fign whereof, this Arm, that hath reclaim'd 
To your obedience, fifty Fortrefles, 
Twelve Cities, and feven walled Townsof ftrength, 
Befide five hundred Prifoners of Efteem; 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highne% Feet: 
And with fubmiffive Loyalty of Heart 
Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueit got, 
Firft to my God, and next unto your Grace, 
K. Henry. Is this the fam’d Lord Talbot, Uncle Glo’ fter, 
That hath fo Jong been Refident in France ? 
Glo. Yes, if it pleafe your Majefty, my Liege. 
K. Henry. Welcome, brave Captain, and viGorious Lord, 
When I was young (as yet I am not old) 
I do remember how my Father faid, 
A ftouter Champion never handled Sword, 
Long fince we have refolved of your Truth, 
Your faithful Service, and your toil in War: 
Yet never have you tafted our Reward, 
Or been reguerdon’d with fo much as Thanks, 
Becaufe ’till now we never faw your Face; 
Therefore ftand up, and for thefe good deferts, 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, 
And in our Coronotion take your place. | Exeumt. 
Meanent Vernon and Baflet. 
Ver. Now, Sir, to youthat were fo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefe Colours that I wear, 
In honour of my Noble Lord of York, 
Dar’ft thou maintain the former Words thou fpak ft? 
Baf. Yes, Sir, as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your fawcy Tongue, 
Againft the Duke of Somerfet. 
Ver. Sirrah, thy Lord I honour as he is. 
Baf. Way, what is he? As good a Man as York. 


i. 
in 
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Ver. Hark ye; not fo: In witnefs take you that. | Strikes him. 
Baf. Villain, thou knoweft the Law of Armsis fuch 

That whofo draws a Sword, ’tis prefent Death, 

Or elfe this Blow fhould broach thy deareft Blood. 

But I'll unto his Majefty, and crave, 

I may have liberty to venge this Wrong, 

When thou fhalt fee, I’ll meet thee to thy Cofft. 
Ver. Well, Mifcreant, I'll be there as foon as you, 

And after meet you, fooner than you would. | Exennt. 
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Enter King Henry, Gloucefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, 
Somerfet, Warwick, Talbot, avd Exeter, Governor of Paris. 


Glo.¥ Ord Bithop, fet the Crown upon his Head. 
Win. God fave King Henry, of that Name the Sixth, 

Glo. New Governor of Paris take your Oath, 
That you e’e no other King but him; 
Efteem none Friends, but fuch as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but fuch as fhall pretend 
Malicious practices againit his State. 
This fhall yedo, fo help you righteous God, 

Enter Falftaff. 

Fal. My gracious Sovereign, as I rode from Calais, 
To hafte unto your Coronation : 
A Letter was deliver’'d to my Hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from the Duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee: 
I vow'd, bafe Knight, when I did meet thee next, 
To tear the Garter from thy Craven’s Leg, 
Which I have done ; becaufe, unworthily, 
Thou waft inftalled in that high Degree. 
Pardon, my Princely Henry, and the reft ; 
This Daftard, at the Battel of Posétiers, 
When, but in all, I was fix thoufand ftrong, 
And that the French were almoft ten to one, 
Before we mer, or that a {troke was given, 
Like to a trufty Squire, did run away. 
In which Aflault we loft twelve hundred Men, * 
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1422 The Firft Part of 
My fe!f, and divers Gentlemen befide, 
Were there furpriz’d, and taken Prifoners, 


Then judge, great Lords, if I have done amifs: 
Or, whether that fuch Cowards ought to wear 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no? 

Gio. To fay the truth, this Fact was infamous; 
And ill befeeming any Common Man; 
Much more a Knight, aCaptain, and a Leader, 


Tal. When firft this Order was ordain-d,my Lords, 

Knights of the Garter were of Noble Birth; 
Valiant, and Virtuous, full of haughty Courage, 
such as were grown to Credit by the Wars: 
Not fearing Death, nor fhrinking for Diftrefs; 
But always refolute in moft Extreams, 

He then, ‘that is not furnifh’d in this fort, 
Doth but ufurp the facred Name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moft Honourable Order, 
And fhould, if I were worthy to be Judge, 
Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-born Swain; 
That doth prefume to boaft of Gentle Blood. 

K, Henry, Stain to thy Countrymen, thou hear’ft thy doom } 
Be packing therefore, thou that waft a Knight; 
Henceforth we banifh theeon painof Death. [E-vit Falftaff. 
And now, my Lord ProteGtor, view the Letter, 

Sent fromour Uncle, Duke of Burguzdy. 

Glo. What means his Grace, that he hath chang’d his ftyle? 
No more but plain and bluntly, Zo the King. | Readings 
Flath he forgot he is his Sovereign? 

Or doth this churlifh Superfcription 

Pretend forme Alteration in good will? 

What’s here? Z have upon efpecial Cau/e, | Reads. 

Movd with Compaffion of wy Country’s Wratk, 

Logether with the pitiful Complaints 

Of {uch as your Oppreffion feeds upon, 

Forfaken your pernicious Faétion, 

“And jeyn'd with Charles, the rightful King of Frances 

O monttrous ‘Treachery ! Can this be fo 2 

That in Alliance, Amity, and Oaths, 

There thould be found fuch falfe diffembling guile? 
K. Henry. What! doth my Uncle Burgundy revolt? 
Glo. Ele do:h, my Lord, and is become my Foe. 

ke Henry. 
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K, Henry. Is that the worft this L 
Glo. It is the worft, and ail, my Lord, he writes. 
| ro frenry. W hy then, Lc rd Talbot there {h al] talk with him, 
And give him Chaftifement for thi ufe. 
How fay you, my Lord, are you not content: 
Tat, Content, my Liege? Yes: But t! 
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I fhould have begg’d I might 


j 
K, Henry. Then gather ftreneth, and march unto him ftreight: 
Let him perceive how ill we brook his T . 
And what Offence it is toflour bi. ¢ 
Tal. L‘go, my Lord, in Heart defirine fill 
You may behold Confufion of your F yes, 
Enter Vernon and Paftct, 
Ver. Grant me the Combar, pracious Sovereign, 
Baj. Andme, my Lord, prantme the Combat eg 
York, This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prince, 
Som. And this is mine, fweet Henry; favour him. 
K. Henry.” Be patient, Lords, and give them leave to {peak 
Say, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim 2 
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| Exit Talbot. 


latm ¢ 
And wherefore crave you Combat 2 or with whom ? 

Ver. With him, my Lord, for he hath done me wrone. 

Baf. And I with him, for he hath done me wrong, a 

AG Henry, What ts that w rong whereon you both complain ? 
Firft let me know, and'then I7Il anfwer vou. 

Baf. Croffing the Sea, from Exgland into France 
This Fellow here with fharp and carping Toncue 
Upbraided me about the Rofe I wear: — 
baying, the fanguine Colour of the Leaves 
Did reprefent my Mafter’s bluthing Checks: 
When ftubbornly e did repuen the Truth, 
About a certain queftion in the Law, 

Argu’d betwixt the Duke of York and him; 
With other vile and ionominious Terms. 

In Confutation of which rude Reproach, 
And in defence of my Lord’s Worthinc&, 
[ crave the benefit of Law of Arms. 

Ver, And that ts my Petition, Noble Lord; 
For though he feem, with forged quaint Conceit, 
To fet 2 plofs upon his bold intent, 
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Yet Knew, my Lord, I was provok’d bveh'm 
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1424 The Firft Part of 


Pronouncing that the palenefs of this Flowers 
Bewray’d the faintnefs of my Matter’s Heart. 

York. Will not this Malice, Somerfet, be left? 

Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of Zork, will out, 
Though ne’er fo cunningly you {mother it. | Men! 

K. Henry. Good Lord! What madnefs rules in Brain-fick 
When for fo flight and frivolous a Caufe, 

Such factious Emulations fhall arife! 
Good Coufins both of York and Somerfet, 
Quiet your felves, and be at peace. 

York. Let this Diffention firft be try’d by fight, 
And then your Highnefs fhall command a Peace. 

Som. The Quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 
Betwixt our felves let us decide it then. 

York, There is my Pledge, accept it, Somerfet. 

Ver. Nay, let it reft where it began at firft. 

Baf. Confirm it fo, mine honourable Lord. 

Glo. Confirm it fo 2 Confounded be your Strife, 

And perifh ye with your audacious Prate; 
Prefumptuous Vaffals, are you not afham’d 
With this ifmmodeft clamorous Outrage, 

To trouble and difturb the King and Us? 
And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well 
To bear with their perverfe Objections: 
Much lefs to take occafion from their Mouths, 
To raife a Mutiny amongft your felves: 

Let me perfuade you take a better courfe. 

Exe. It grieves his Highnefs - 

Good my Lords, be Friends. 

K. Henry. Come hither you that would be Combatants. 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our Favour, 
Quite to forget this Quarrcl, and the Caufe. 
And you, my Lords, remember where you are, 
In France, amongft a fickle wavering Nation: 

If they perceive diffention in our Looks, 

And that within our felves we difagree ; 

How will their grudging Stomachs be provok’d 
To wilful Difobedience and Rebellion 2 

Befide, what Infamy will there arife, 

When Foreign Princes fhall be certified, 
| That 
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hat fora toy, at thing of no b Feary 
King fienry s Peers, an 4 chi Le Jobility 
Deftroy ‘d themfelves, and loft t the Realm of Fraxce? 
© think upon the Conqueft of my Father, 

My tender Years, and let us not forgo 
That for a trifle, that was bought with Blood 
Let me be Umpire in this doubtful Strift 

I fee no Reafon, if 1 wear this Rofe, 
That any.one fhould tl be fufi 
I more encline to Somer/ez than rorké 
Both are my JXinfmen, and I love them both. 
As wellthey. may upbraid me with my Crown; 
Becaufe, f for{< abi the King ot Ocors is crow nd; 
But your Difcretions better can perf ade, 

Than Tm able to inftru@ or teach: 

And therefore as we hither came in peace, 

So let us ftill continue peace and love. 

Coufin of ~yth we initirute your Grace 
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To be our Regent in theft parts of France : 
And he od1 my ; Lord OF estat rit “ 
Your’ l'roops sof Horfen 


. 3ands of Féot; 
And like true Subjeé Pp 

Go chearfully to; ab ibd diet 
Your angry Choler on your Enemies. 
Our felf: y Lord Protector; and the reft 


After Sane ri efpite WH return to Calais 5; 
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From thence to Exgland, where I hope e’er long 
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To be prefented by your Victories 
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Prettily, methoug cht, did play the Orator. 
York. And fo he did; but yet I like it not; 
In that | he wears the Badge oO f Somer ‘fet: 
War, Tuth, that was but his far cy, blame him not; 
I dare prefume; f weet Prince; he thought no harm. 


York. And if I with he did.---But let it rett, 
Orher Affairs muft now be manared. | Exewnt 
Flouri {h. Manet Exeter. 
Exe. W ell di tdit tt thou Richard to {upy prefs thy Voice: 
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Upon no Chriftian Soul, but Exglifh Talbot - 
Lo there thou ftand’ft a breathing valiant Man, 
Of an invincible unconquer’d Spirits 
This is the lateft Glory of thy Praife, 
That I thy Enemy dew thee withal; 

For e’er the Glafs, that now begins to rum, 
Finifh the procefs of his fandy Hour, 
Thefe Eyes that fee thee now well coloured, 
Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 
| Dram a-far of 
Hark, hark, the Dauphin’s Drum, a warning Bell, 
Sings heavy Mutfick to thy timerous Soul, 
And mine fhall ringthy dire departure our, [ Exits 
Tal. He fables not, I hear the Enemy: 
Out fome light Horfemen, and perufe their Wings, 
O negligent and heedlefs Difcipline, 
How are we park’d and bounded in a Pale? 
A little Herd of Exgland’s timorous Deer, 
Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French Curs, 
If we be Exglifh Deer, be then in Blood; 
Not Rafcal-like to fall down with a pinch, 
But rather moody, mad, and defperate Stags, 

Turn onthe bloody Hounds, with Heads of Steel; 
And make the Cowards ftand aloof at Bay: 

Sell every Man his Life as dear.as mine, 

And they fhall find dear Deer of us, my Friends; 
God and St. Georges; Talbot and Exglana’s Right, 

Profper our Colours in this dangerous fight. | Exetents 

Enter a Meffenger that meets York. Enter York with 
Trumpet, and many Soldiers. 
York, Are not the fpeedy Scouts return’d again, 

That doge’d the mighty Army of the Dauphin? 

Mef, They are return’d, my Lord, and give it outs 

That he is march’d to Boardeaux with his Power 

To fight with Talbor; asthe march’d along, 

By your efpyals were difcovered 

wo mightier Troops, than that the Dauphin led, 

Which join’d with him, and made their march for Bosrdea#xs 

~ York, A plague uponthat Villain Somer/er, 

That thus delays my promifed Supply 

Uf Horfemen that were levied for the Sieges 
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King Henry VI. ‘Ss &F 
Henry the Fifth, Whiles they each others crofs, 
Lives, Honours,’ Lands, and ail, hurry to lofs, 
Enter Somerfet with his A 
Som. It is too late, I cannot fend them now: 
This Expedition was by York and Talbot 
Too rath}y plotted. All our general force 
Might with a Sally of the very Town 
Be buckled with; the over-daring 7a/dor 
Hath fullied all his glofs of former Honour 
By this unheedful, defpe rate, wild Adventure: 
York fet him on to fight, and dye in fhame, 
That Talbot dead, great York might bear the name. 
Capt. Here 1s! Sir William Tite CY» who with ne, 
Set from our o’er-matcht Forces torth for aid. 
Som. How now, Sir William, whither werft thou fent? 
Lucy, Whither my L ord? from Boughtand Sold L.. Talbo: 
Who ring’d about with bo Id adverfiry, 
Cries out for Noble York and Somer/et, 
To beat affailine Death from his weak Legions ; 
And whiles the Honourable Captain there 
Drops bloody Sweat from his War-wearied Limbs, 
And in advantage li nering looks for Refcue, 
You, his falfe F fopes; the truft of England's Honour, 
Keep off aloof with worthlefs Emulatien : 
Let not your private D1 ifcord ki ep away 
The le ned Succours that fhal l] len him aid, 
While he, renowned noble Gentleman, 
Yields up his Life unto a world sf odds, 
Orleans the Baftard, Charles, and Burgundy, 
Alenfon, Reicnier, compafs him about, 
And Talbot perifheth by your defaule. 
Som. York fer him on, York fhould have fent him ald. 
Lucy. And York as faft upon your 'Grace:« xclaimss 
SWearing that you with-| ae his levied Hoit, 
Collected for hi Expedit 
Som. York lies: He 1 might h ave fent, and had the Horfe: 
f owe him little ae and ‘lefs Love, 
And take foul feorn to fawn on him by fending. 
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Fortune by your {trife, 
i will aiipateh tne Horfemen ftraight : 


tney Wil be at his aid. 


he’ $ ta ‘en, or flain, 
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Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chair. 
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Now art tl 10u. come 
A terrible and unav 
Therefore, dear Bo 
ind I’ll dire& thee 
By fudden flight: 
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Tal. If we both ftay we both are is to i hi 
Tobit. Then let me OTs pieeer : 
Your lofs is great, fo your regard thould be; 
MY worth unknown, | | | 
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Here on my Knee I beg M lortality, 
sei than Life, preferv’d with Infamy. 
. Shall all tt ry Mother’s hopes lye in one Tomb? 
Sol. Ay, rather then Pll fhame my Mother’s Womb. 
Zale Upon my blefling I command thee go. 
Fohn. To fight I will, but not to fly the Foe, 
Tal. Part of thy Father may be fav’ d in thee. 
Sohn. No part “of him but will be fhame in me. 
Tal, Thou never hadft Renown, nor canft not lo fe if, 
Fobn. oat ees renow ned Name ; ; thal & Lil ight ibufe i 
Tal. Thy Father’s charge fhall clear thee from the fai ain 
ohn. You Sadat witnefs for me, being flain. 
If Death be fo apparent, then both fly. 
Tal, And leave my Followers here to fight and die ? 
My Age was never tainted with fuch fhame. 
Fohw. And fhall my Youth be guilty of fuch blame? 
No more can I be fevered from your fide, 
Than can your felf your felf in twain divide: 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 
For live I will not; if my Father die. 
Tal. Then here I take ce my leave of thee, fair Son, 
Bornto eclipfe thy ve this afternoon : 
Come, fide by fide, together live and die, 

And Soul with Soul from France to Heaven fly. = [ Exeznr. 
Alarum: Excurfions, ovher ein ‘Falbort’ 5s Sow 4s hemm d 
about, te Talbot re/cues him. 

Tal, St. George, woe Victory, ficht Soldiers, fight : 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the rage of France’s Sword. 
Where is ‘fohu Talbot ? @ Paufe, and take thy Breath, 
I gave thee Life, and refcu’ d thee from Death. 
‘Fohn. O twice my Ay er, twice 1 am thy Son: 
The Life thou gav 1 me firft, was loft and done. 
‘Tull with thy warlike Saaid: defpight of Fate, 
To my determin’d time thou gav ft new date. Ss 
Tal, When from the Dauphin’s Cré {t thy Sword ftruck fires 
Tt warm’d thy Father’s Heart with proud defire 
Of bold-fac’d Victory. Then Laden | se 
Quicken’ d with Youthful $ Spleen, and Warlike Rage, 
Beat down Alen/on, Orleans, Burgundy, 


And from the Pride of Gallia 2 re(cued thee. 
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King Henry VI. Nei 2 


if thou wilt fight, fight by thy sa Ab fide, 
And commen ndable > prov'd let t’s die in Pride. l E-xesur. 
Alarum., Excurfions 4s. Enter old Lalbot led. 
Tal. Where is my o other Life? mine own is cone. 
©! where’s young Talbot? where is valiant Fohy2 
Triumphant Death, {mear’d with Captivity, 
Young Talbot's Valour makes me {mile at thee. 
When "he perceivd me thrink, and on my Kne 
His bloody Sword he brandifhed over me, 
And like a hungry Lion did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ftern Impatience: 
But when my angry — ftood alone, 
Tendring my ruin, ‘and affail’d of none, 
Dizzy-ey'd Fury, and great rage of heart, 
Suddenly made ‘him ee my fide to ftart 
Tato the cluftering Battel of ‘the French = 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over-mounting Spirit; and there dy'd 
My Learns; my Bloffom in his Pric de 
Exzter Joh n Ia lbot, bor? 
Serv. O, my dear Lord! lo akin your Son is.born, 
Tal. Thou antick Death, oii laugh’ {t us here to {corn, 
Anon from thy infulting T yranny, 
Coupled in Bonds of Perpetuity, 
Two Talbot’ s winged through the lither § sky, 
In thy defpight fhall fea pe Mortalit y. 
O thou, celofe wounds become hard fa voure redd eath 
Speak to thy Father, e’er thou yield th y breath 
Brave Death by fpeaking, whether he will or no: 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 
Poor Boy, he fmiles, méthinks, as who thou nid fav 
Had Death been French, then Death had died to oa ; 
Come, come, and lay him in his Father’s Arms, 
My Spirit can no longer bear thefe harms. 
Soldiers adieu: I have what 1 would have, 
Now my old Arms are young | : Fob n Talbot's Grave. Car 


af 


a 


= 


=z ——— = 

a eS ee 
S=SSS5 ——_ — ——s = 
SSS ee ae = 


ee ee ee 
= - a 


= 


ee a 


= 7 = 
aie me > —-——— -= = 


= caer = —— — == aa = ~ a = 2S a= be = a a 
= Se ee or - ——— _— —_ ae — as -- — ty = : == i 3 
- : ; a = ———- - = ers; — —— -—- - - = 2 : — os = 
— = = =t= -- ——= a = — = SSS =. SS a = = ss > 2 =: 
as 5 = 73a = » Slee a ' eee = = 7 ee See => 2h = ———— 
= x Ay =~ = — ft as eas FO — ~ ee Sms mee oe —— . = eS Pa = ae : ee - — 
~ a i = = = 4 ta = - el ~ =—2- ~~ —— = - e- = - — 
———— = _ << : = === = = —— — $$ —— = SS 
== = =- sae a — = = — —~— oe j 
> —- 3 = ——_- > --= Sa = 


= 


— 


a 


= 


eS ae ee 
~ a - 


=r 
; SS EO Sr 
_ i. F —— 


ae ee oe! ee 2 ee ee 


$, ETB, 


- 
rs) 
7 





<i 


ot ee ee 





i: aes Ch i! Le dy fAle€ ‘ ion, { i Sb ee und VY» Baftard, and Pucelle, 


—— “a » =" 7 j ry 


ot ( Ly ay r _j AU ere ana § mer [et b1 rought Refcue j In, 


wr? . c 


A. ‘ - Lnouid nay © found a bloody D ay © of this, 
-. How the young whelp of Talfot’s raging wood, 
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ou Maide outh, be vanquifht by a Maid, 
| But w th a pro id i M: yeltic a! hig! yh {¢c rn 
He anfwer'd chine You °8 Talbot was not born 
To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench, 
worth iy fight. 

Youbtlef have made a noble Kni 
See where he lyes inhearfed in the Arms 
Of the moft bloody Nurfer of his harms. 
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Dibjbe He W tLnem CO ; CS5 nack tf th 1eLr bones afunder, 
Whofe life was Eng pland’s Glory, Galla’s Wonder. 
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| o the Dauphin’s Tent. 
To know who hath obtain’d the glory of the Day. 
Char. On what fubmiffive Meflage art thou fent? 
Lucy. Submiffien, Dauphin? ’tis a meer French word? 
We Exglifh Warriors wot not what it means. 
T come to know what Prifoners en halt ta’en, 
And to furvey the Bodies of the Dead. 
: Ln 


hou r fell our Prifon 1s. 
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Lucy. Where 1s the great.4 ides of the Field, 
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Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbu: “y 2 
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Created for his rare luceels 1 in Arms, 


Lord :Talbot of « Goodvig and Urchinfield - 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdox of Ali 


> 
= Lord Cromovel of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Sheff Feild, 
3 | The thrice viGtorious Lord of Falco bridge, 
Kaight of the Noble Oxder of St. George, 
: W ortiy 





King Henry VI. N34 35 
Worthy St. Adichael, and the Goldex Fleece, 
Great Marfhal to our King Henry the fixth, 
Of all his Wars within the Realm of France. 
Pucel, Here’s a filly ftately ftyle indeed : 
The Turk, that two and fifty Kingdoms hath, 
Writes not fo tedious a Style as this. 
Him that thou magnifi’{t with all thefe Titles, 
Stinking and fly-blown lyes here at our feet. 
Lucy. Is Talbot flain, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdom’s terrour, and black Nemefs? 
Oh were mine Eye-balls into Bullets turn’d, 
That I in rage might fhoot them at your Faces. 
Oh, that I could but call thefe dead to life, 
It were enough to fright the Realm of France. 
Were but his Picture left among you here, 
It would amaze the proudeft of you all. 
Give me their Bodies that I may bear them hence, 
And give them Burial, as befeems their worth. 
Pucel. I think this upftart is old Talbot's Ghoft, 
He {peaks with fuch a proud commanding Spirit: 
For Gods fake, let htmhavehim; to keep them here, 
They would but ftink, and putrifie the air. 
Char. Go take their Bodies hence, 
Lucy. I'll bear them hence; but from their afhes fhall be 
rear'd 
A Phoenix that fhall make all France afear’d. 
Char. So we berid ofthem, do with them what thou wilt, 
And now to Paris in this Conquering vein, | 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbat’s fiain, | Exeuat, 


S26 S-Nes ~ F 
Enter King Henry, Gloucefter, and Exeter. 


K, Henry. Have you perus’d the Letters from the Pope, 
The Emperor, and the Earl of rmagnac ? 
Glo, I have, my Lord, and their Intent 15 this, 
t 


They humbly fue unto your E:xcellence, 
To have a godly Peace concluded of, 


Between the Realms of Englaud and of France. 
K. Henry. How doth your Grace affect this Motion? 
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ie King Henry VI. 1437 
And fo, my Lord Protector, fee them guarded, \ 
stooh And fafely brought to Dover, where infhipp’d ‘ 
‘ Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. [ Exeunt. : 
Win. Stay, my Lord Legate, you fhall firft receive ; 
' The fum of Mony which I promifed : 
4 Should be delivered to his Holinefs . 
2 For clothing me in thefe grave Ornaments. \ 
Legate. I will attend upon your Lordships leifure, \ 
, Win. Now Winchefter will not fubmit, 1 trow, i 
Or be inferior to the proudeft Peer. 
is Humphry of Glo'ffer, thou thalt well perceives 
py That neither in Birth, or for Authority, 
bial The Bifhop will be over-born by thee; 
I'll either make thee ftoop, and bend thy Knee, 
. Or fack this Country with a Mutiny. [ Exennt, 
. 
S C..4eN B aE 
I Enter Dauphin, Burgundy, Alenfon, Baffard, Reignier, 
faa and Joan la Pucelle. 


Ud 
Daz. This News, my Lords, may cheer our drooping Spi- 
*Tis faid, the ftout Parifans do revolt, [ rits : 
And return again unto the warlike French. 
Alen. Then marchto Paris, Royal Charles of France, 


And keep not back your Power in dalliance. 
la Pucel. Peace be amongft them, if they turn to us, 


Elfe Ruin combat with their Palaces. 
Exter Scout. 


Daz. Somewhat too fudden, Sirs, the warning 1S, 


Scout. Succefs unto our valiant General, " 
And happinefs to his Accomplices. i 
Dau. What tidings {end our Scouts? I prethee {peak. thy 
Scout. The Englifh Army, that divided was ii 
fig Into two Parties, is now conjoin’d in one, i 
And means to give you Rattel prefently- Hy 
} oO: ee - 
if 


But we will prefently provide for them. 
Burg. \ truft. the Ghoit of Talbor is not there; 


fone 


Oni Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fea 
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1433 The Firft Part of 


Pucel. Of a aM bafe Paflions, Fear is moft accurff 
Command the Cc nqueft Ch les, it fhall be thine- 
Ler fenry ‘tei and all | th ie World repine, 
Dau. Thenon ey Lo rds, and France be fortunate. [ Exeunp; 
Alarm: Excurit Soins, Enter Joan Ja Pucelle. 


eK j 


Pucel. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly. 
Now help ye charming Spe lls and Periapts, 
And ye choice Spirits that admonifh the, 


And g give me fip ns of future Accidents, [ Thunder, 
You p cedy h cipers, that are Subftitutes 

Under the Lordly Monarch of the North, 

Appear, and aid me in this Enterprize. 


Enter Fiends. 
This fpeedy and qu uick ap pearance argues proofk 
oF your accuftom’d diligence to me. 
Now, ye familiar Spirits » that are Il’'d 
Out of the powerful Rewions un vee ik 
Help me this once, that France may get the Field, 
L They walk and {peak not, 
Oh hold me not with filence over long: 
A oie was wont to feed you with my Blood; 
I'll lop a Member off, and give It ‘you 
in earneft of a further Benefit 
So you do condefcend to he Ip me now. 
| They hang their Tends 
No hope to have Redrefs? My Bo dy fhall 
Pay recompence, if you will grant ae furt. 
[They hake their Heads, 
Cannot my Body, nor blood-facrifice, 
Intreat you to your wonted furtherance? 
Then take my Sot ul; my‘Body, ‘Soul, and all; 
Before that Exzgl, bend giv ve the French the foil. | 
? [ They departs 
See, they forfake me. Now the time is come, 
That = ance mult vail her lofty plumed C; re{t, 
And let her Head ‘fall into England's Laps 
My ancient cEscualin are too Ww cak, 
And Hell too {trong for me to buckle with: 
Now France thy Glory droopeth to aieh Yult. | Exits 
| Excarfions. Pucelle and York fight Hand in Hard 
Pucelle is taken. The French fly. 
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York. Damfel of France, I think I have you faft, 
Unchain your Spirits now with {pelling Charms, 
And try if they can gain your Liberty. 
A goodly prize, fit fot the Devil’s Grace. 
See how the ugly Witch doth bend her Brows, 
As if, with Circe, fhe would change'my fhape. 
Pucel, Chane’d toa worfer fhape thou can’f{t not be. 
York, Ob, Charles the Dauphin is a proper Man, 
No Shape but his can pleafe your dainty Eye. 
Pucel. A plaguing mifchief light on Charles and thee, 
And may ye both be fuddenly furpris’d 
By bloody Hands, in fleeping on your Beds. 
York, Fell banning Hag, Inchantrefs, hold thy Tongue. 
Pucel, 1 pretheegive me leave to curfe a while. 
York. Curfe, Mifcreant, when thou comeft to the Stake. 
| Exeunt. 
Alarm. Enter Suffolk with Margaret ix his Hand. 
Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Prifoner. 
| Gaxes on here 
Oh faireft Beauty, do not fear, nor fly : 
For I will touch thee but with reverend Hands, 
Ikifs thefe Fingers for eternal Peace, 
And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 
Who art thou, fay ? that I may honour thee. 
Mar. Margaret my Name, and Daughter to a King, 
The King of Maples, whofoe’er thou ‘art. 
Suf. An Earl 1 am, ‘and S#ffolk am I call’d, 
Be not offended, Nature’s Miracle, 
Thou art alotted to be ta’ch by me: 
So doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave, 
Keeping them Prifoners underneath her Wings : 
Yet if this fervile ufage once offend, : 
Go, and be free again, as Suffolk’s Friend. | She is going. 
Oh flay! I have'no power to let her pafs, 
My Hand would free her, but my Heart fays no. 
As plays the Sun upon the glafly Streams, 
Iwinkling another counterfeited Beam, 
So feems this gorgeous Beauty to mine Eyes: 
Fain would I woe her, yet I dare not {peak : 
I'll call for Pen and Ink, and write my Minds 
Fy, De la Pole, difable not thy felf : 
3 Haft 
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King Henry VI. 1441 


Mar, cry you mercy, *tis but Quid for Oxo. 
Suf. Say, gentle Princefs, would you.not fuppofe 
Your Bondage happy, to be made a Queen? 
Mar, To be a Queen in Bondage, is more vile, 
Than is a Slave in bafe fervility: 
For Princes fhould be free. 
Suf. And fo fhall you, 
If happy Englana’s Royal King be free. 
Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me? 
Suf. Ull undertake to make thee Henry’s Queen, 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy Hand, 
And fet a precious Crown upon thy Head, 
If thou wilt condefcend to my-—— 
Mar. What? 
Suf. His Love. 
Mar. 1 am unworthy to be Henry’s Wife. 
Swf. No, gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To woo fo fair a Dame to be his Wife, 
And have no Portion in the choice my felf. 
How fay you, Madam, are you fo content? 
Mar. Andif my Father pleafe, I am content. 
Swf. Then call our Captains and our Colours forth, 
And, Madam, at your Father’s Caftle Walls, 
We'll crave a Parley to confer with him. 
Sound. Enter Reignier on the Walls. 
ce Reignier, fee, thy Daughter Prifoner. 
Reig. To whom ? 
Suf. To me. 
Reig. Suffolk, what remedy ? 
Tam a Soldier and unapt to weep, 
Or to exclaim on Fortune’s ficklenefs. 
Swf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my Lord, 
Confent, and for thy Honour give confent, 
Thy Daughter fhall be wedded to my King; 
hom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto: 
And this her eafie held Imprifonment 
Hath gain’d thy Daughter Princely Liberty. 
Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 
Swf. Fair Adargaret knows, 
That S#ffolk doth not flatter, faces or fain: 


Vor III. Hh Reig. 
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Poi, Woon thy-Princely Warrant, I defcend; 
To thee anfwer of thy juft demand. 
S Anc re L will we rect thy coming. 


Trumpets found. Enter Reignier. 
Reig. aera brave E Ba tl into our Territories, 
Command in 4xjox what your Honour pleafes. 
Sif Thanks, Reign happy for fo fweet a Child, 
Fit to be made Companion with a King: 
W hat antane makes your ¢ C Grace unto my fuité 
Reig. Since thou doft daign to woo her little wortli, 
le be the I Princely Bride of fuch a Lord: 
Upon condition I may quietly 
Enjoy mine own, the Country A/ain and Anjon, 
from oppreffion, or the ftroke of War, 
| Dan; nter fhall Be, Hen ry 8» if he pleate. 
Suf, That is her Rahfom, I eck her 5 
And thofe two Countries, [ will undertake, 
Your Grace ‘hall well and quietly enjoy. 
Reig. And I again in Henry’s Royal Name; 


~ 2 
As Deputy unto that gracious sit g, 
. ee 4 q {~ — , a & . 
Give thee her h for fign of pl lig! chted Faith. 
rai nr ee meg” id C, 43 C 2 r ery F - 
wis Keignie OT f AH bs hes e tn hee Kine ely thanks; 
Becaufe it 1s in Traflick y f a King 


And yet methinks I could be oe content 
To be mine own Attorney In 1 this cafe. | Afiae. 
Til over then to Exgland with this News, 
And make this Marriage to be folemniz’d : 
So farewel Reiguier, fet t this Diamond fafe 
In Golden Palaces as it becomes. 
Reig. I do embrace ae as I would embrace 
The Chriftian Prince King Henry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewel1 my Lord, goed wifhes, praife, and prayers; 
Shall Suffolk ever have of Mar ‘garet. a is going. 
suf. gee fweet Madam; but hark yo Margaret, 
No Pris ncely Comme endations to my King? 

Mar. Such Commendations as yecome a Maid, 
A Virgin and his Servant, fy to him. 

Suf. Words fweetly | lees !, and modeftly directed, 
But, Madam, I muft trouble you again, 
No loving Token to his Wane 
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King Henry VI. 1443 


Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unfpoetted Heart, 
Never yet taint with love, I fend the King. 
Saf. And this withal. | Kiffes her. 
Mar. That for thy felf——TI will hot fo prefume, 
To fend fuch peevifh Tokens to a King. 
Swf. Oh wer't thou for my felf———but Suffels ftay, 
Thou mayeft not wander in that Labyrinth, 
‘here Minotaurs, and ugly Treafons lk, 
Sollicit Henry with her wondrous praile, 
Bethink thee on her Virtues that furmount, 
Made natural Graces that extinguifh Art, 
Repeat their femblance often on the Seas, 

That when thou com’ft to kneel at Henry's Feet, i 
Thou may’ft bereave him of his wits with wonder.[ Exeant. 
Enter York, Warwick, a Shepherd, ad Pucelle. 

York. Bring forth that Sorcerefs condemn’d to burn, 
Shep. Ah, ‘Foan, this kills thy Father’s Heart out-right ; 
Have I fought every Country far and near, 
And now it is my chance to find thee out, 
Muft I behold thy timelefs cruel Death! 
Ah Foan, {weet Daughter, L will die with thee: 
Pucel, Decrepit Mifer, bafe ignoble Wretch, 
I'am defcended of a gentler Blood, 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine, | : 
. Shep. Out, out——My Lords, and pleafe you, ’tis not fo, 
I did beget her all the Parifh knows: 
Her Mother liveth yet, can teltihe 
She was the firft Fruit of my. Batch’lor-fhip. 
War. Gracelefs, wilt thou deny thy Parentage? 
York, This argues what her kind of life hath been, 
Wicked and vile, and fo her Death concludes. 
Shep. Fie Foan, that thou wilt be fo obftacle: 
God knows thou art a Collop of my Fleth, 
And for thy fake have I fhed many-a Tear; 
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Joan, 
, Pucel. Peafanr, avant. You have fuborn’d this Man 
Of purpofe to obfcure my noble Birth. 
Shep. "Tis true, I gave a Noble to the Prieft, 
Fhe morn that I was wedded to her Mother. 
Kpeel down and take my Blefling, good my Girl. 
Wilt thou nof {toop? Now curfed be ihe time 4 
: Hh 2 Of 
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1444 The Firft Part of 
Of thy Nativity; I would the Milk 
Thy Mother gave thee, when thou fuck’dft her Breaft, 

Had been a little Ratsbane for thy fake : 

Orelfe, when thou didft keep thy Lambs afield, 

I with fome ravenous Wolf had eaten thee. 

Doft thou deoy thy Father, curfed Drab? 

O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. [ Exit. 
York, Take her away, for fhe hath liv’d too long, 

To fill the World with vitious qualities. 

Pucel. Firft, let me tell you whom you have condemn’d, 

Not me, begotten of a Shepherd Swain, 

3ut iffued from the Progeny of Kings, 

Virtuous and Holy, chofen from above, 

By infpiration of Celeftial Grace, 

To work exceeding Miracles on Earth, 

I never had to do with wicked Spirits. 

But you that are polluted with your Lutts, 

Stain’d with the guiltlefs Blood of Innocents, 

Corrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices, 

Becaufe you want the grace that others have; 

You judge it ftreight a thing impoflible 

To compafs Wonders, but by help of Devils. 

No, mifconceived Foan of Arc hath been 

A Virgin from her tender Infancy, 

Chafte, and immaculate in very thought, 

Whofe Maiden-blood thus rigoroufly effus’d, 

Will cry for Vengeance at the Gates of Heav’n. 
York, Ay, ay.3 away with her to Execution. 
War. And heark ye, Sirs; becaufe the is a Maid, 

Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow: 

Place Barrels of Pitch upon the fatal ftake, 

That fo her torture may be fhortned. 

Pucel, Will nothing turn your unrelenting Hearts¢ 

Then Foan difcover thine infirmity, 

That warranteth by Law, to be thy privilege. 

I am with Child, ye bloody Homicides: 

Murther not then the Fruit within my Womb, 

Although ye hale me to a violent Death. 

Plan. Now Heav’n forfend! the holy Maid with Child? 
War. The greateft Miracle that e’er you wrought: 


Is all your ftri& precifenefs come to this? 
Yorks 
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King Henry VI. 1449 
York, She and the Dauphin have been juggling, 


I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well, go to, we will have no Baftards live: 
Efpecially fince Charles muft Father it. 

Pucel. You are deceiv’d, my Child is none of his, 

It was Alenfon that enjoy'd my Love. 

York. Alenfon, that notorious Matchevile ! 
It dies, asd if it had a thoufand Lives. 

Pucel, O give me leave, I have deluded you ; 
Twas neither Charles, nor yet the Duke I nam’d, 
But Reignier King of Naples that prevail'd. 

War. A married Man! that’s moft intolerable. 

York, Why here’s a Girl; I think the knows not well 
(There were fo many) whom fhe may accufe. 

War. \t’s fign the had been liberal and free. 

York, And yet forfooth fhe is a Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy Brat, and thee. 
Ufe no intreaty, for it is in vain. 

Pucel, Then lead me hence; with whom I leave my curfe. 
May never glorious Sun reflex his Beams 
Upon the Country where you make abode; 

But daiknefs, and the gloomy fhade of death 

Inviron you, ’till Mifchief and Defpair 

Drive you to break your Necks, or hang your felves. | Exit. 
Enter Cardinal. 

York. Break-thou in pieces, and confume to Afhes, 
Thou foul accurfed Minifter of Hell. 

Car. Lord Regent, I do greet your Excellence 
With Letters of Commiflion from the King. 

For know, my Lords, the States of Chriftendom,; 
Mov'd with remorfe of thefe outrageous broils, 

Have earneftly implor’d a general Peace, 

Betwixt our Nation and th’ afpiring French; 

And here at hand, the Dauphin and his Train 
Approacheth, to confer about fome matters. 

York. Is all our travel turn’d to this Effet? 

After the flaughter of fo many Peers, 

So many Captains, Gentlemen, and Soldiers, 

That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 

And fold their Bodies for their Countries Benefit, 


Shall we at laft conclude effeminate Peace ¢ 
« ees Have 
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Have we not loft moft part of all the Towns, 
my By Treaf fon, Falfhood, and by Treachery, 
Our great Proge nitors had co nquered 2 
Oh Wr wick, Warwick Ry i forefee with erief a 
| The utter lofs of all the Rea'm of Eriuce, ee 
Hest bYar. Be patient. Tork; it we conclude a Peace, 

It fhall be with fuch triG& and fevere Covenants,’ 


As little fliall the Frenchmen e rain thereby. Wi NY 
Enter Charles, Alenfon, ‘Baftard, and Reigniere Hoi 
Char. Since, Lords of Enjland, it is thus as sreed, 
Chat peaceful Truce fhall be proclaim’d in France, ‘hilt 
We come to be informed | by your felves, bus, | 
W hat the Conditions of that League muft be. hive ye 


York. Spc ak, Vi Vinch befter § for boi iling Choler chokes 

The hollow pi ffas ee of my poifon dV O1ce, 

By fight of thefe our baleful Enemies. here 

Win. Charles, and the reft, it is enacted thu 

Chatin regard King Henry gives confent, 

Of meer compalfion yn, and of "lenity, 

To eafe your Co juntry of diftrefsful War, 

And fuffer you to breath in fruitful Peace, 

You fhall become true Liegemen to his Crown 

And Charles, upon condition thou wilt {wear 

; To pay him Tribute, and fubmit thy felf, i‘ 

| Thou fhalt be plac’d as Viceroy under kien, Mg 
And {till enjoy thy regal Dignity. | 

Alen. ee he be then a fhadow of himfelf¢ . 
Adorn ‘his Temples with a Coronet, ei 
And yet in Sabllene, and Authority, 
Retain but privilege of a private Man 2 " 
This Proffer is abfurd and reafonlefs. bin 
Char. *Tis known already, that Iam poffeft i 

Of more than half the Gallian Territories, rh, 
And therein reverenced for ‘their lawful King. Nan 
Shall I for lucre of the reft un-vanquifh‘d, 
Detra& fo much from that Prerogative, nd 
As to be call’d but Viceroy of the whole? r 
No, Lord Ambaffador, Pll rather keep 
"That chick [ have, than nite: for mores : 
Be caft from poflibility of all. q 


York. Infulting Charles, haft thou by fecret means 
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King Henry VI. 1447 


Us'd interceflion to obtain a League, 
And now the matter grows to compromife, 
Stand’{t thou aloof upon Comparifon ¢ 
Either accept the Title thou ufurp ft, 
Of benefit proceeding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of Defert, 
Or we will plague thee with inceffant Wars. 
Reig. My Lord, you do not well,in obitinacy 
To cavil in the courfe of this Contract : 
\ If once it be neglected, ten to one 
We fhall not find like opportunity.’ 
Alan. To fay the truth, it is your policy, 
To fave your Subjects from fuch maflacre 
‘ And ruthlefs flaughters as are daily feen 
By our proceeding in Hoftility. 
And therefore take this contra of a Truce, 


! Although you break it, when your pleafure ferves. 
| Afide to the Dauphin. 
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War. How fay’ft thou Charles ¢ 
Shall our Condition ftand? 
Char. It fhall: 
Only refery’d, you claim no intereft 
In any of our Towns of Garrifon. 
Tork. Then fwear Allegiance to his Majefiy, 
As thou art Knight, never to difobey, 
Nor be Rebellious to the Crown of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crown of England. 
So, now difmifs your Army when you pleafe : 
Hang up your Enfigns, let your Drums be ftill, 
For here we entertain a folemn Peace. [ Excunt. 

Enter Suffolk in conference with King Henry, Gloucefter 

ana Exeter. 

K. Henry. Your wondrous rare defcription, noble Earl, 
Of beauteous AZargaret hath aftonifh’d me: 
Her Virtues graced with external Gifts, 

Do breed Loves fettled Paffions in my Heart, 
And like as rigour with tempeftuous Guts 
Provokes the mightieft Hulk acainft the tide, 
7. oH : 
$o am I driven by breath of her Renown, 
Either to fuffer Shipwrack, or arrive : 
Where I may have fraition of her Love. 
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1448 The Firf Part of 


Suf. Tuth, my good Lord, this fuperficial Tale qiinle 
Is but a Preface to her worthy Praife: yn 0 
The chief Perfections of that lovely Dame, at 
Had I fufficient Skill to utter them, ie 


Would make a Volume of inticing lines, 
Able to ravifh any dull conceit. 


And which is more, fhe is not fo Divine, ihn W 
So full repleat with choice of all Delights, tt om 
But with as humble lowlinefs of Mind, hore 
She is content to be at your command: at o al 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chafte intents, ot Opin 
To love and honour Heary as her Lord. na is V 

K. Henry. And otherwife, will Henry ne'er prefume: uot di 
Therefore, my Lord Protector, give confent, Eas te 
That A¢argaret may be England's Royal Queen. 4 Pate 

Glo. So thould I give confent to flatter Sin. ahould 
You know, my Lord, your Highnefs is betroth’d layere 
Unto another Lady of efteem. wee 
How fhall we then difpence with that Contrada, ves he 
And not deface your Honour with reproach? dat C 

Suf. As doth a Ruler with unlawful Oaths, ethan in 
Or one that ata Triumph, having vow'd aiver ¢ 
To try his ftrength, forfaketh yet the Lifts ban 
By reafon of his Adverfary’s odds. Ut be 
A poor Earl’s Daughter is unequal odds, da Lad 
And therefore may be broke without offence, hit Mi 

Glo. Why, what, I pray, is AZagaret more than that? ed 
Her Father is no better than an Earl, bore 
Although in glorious Titles he excel. Mery 

Suf. Yes, my good Lord, her Father is 9 King, bite 
The King of Naples and Ferufalem, Htade y 
And of fuch great Authority in France, hay, 
That his Alliance will confirm our Peace, i tel 
And keep the Frenchmex in Allegiance. lah 

Glo, And fo the Earl of Armagnac may do, ble 
Becaufe he is near Kinfman unto Charles. laf 

Exe. Befide, his wealth doth warrant liberal Dower, eae 
Where Reiguier fooner will receive than give. bs 

Suf. A Dower, my Lords! Difgrace not fo your King, ela 
That he fhould be fo abje&, bafe, and poor, hog 
To chufe for Wealth, and not for perfe& Love. 3 by ln 

onry 
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King Henry VI, 1449 


Henry is able to enrich his Queen, 

And not to feek a Queen to make him rich, 

So worthlefs Peafants bargain for their Wives, 

As Market-men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horfe. 

But Marriage is a matter of more worth, 

Than to be dealt in by Attorney-fhip: 

Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affects, 

Mutt be companion of his nuptial Bed. 

And therefore, Lords, fince he affets her moft, 

It moft of all thefe Reafons bindeth us, 

In our Opinions fhe fhould be preferr’d; 

For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell, 

An age of difcord and continual ftrife ¢ 

Whereas the contrary bringeth forth blifs, 

And is a Pattern of celeftial Peace. 

Whom fhould we match with Henry, being a King, 

But Margaret, that is Daughter to a King? 

Her peerlefs Feature, joined with her Birth, 

Approves her fit for none, but fora King. 

Her valiant Courage, and undaunted Spirit, 

More than in Women commonly Is feen, 

Will anfwer our hope in iffue of a King: 

For Henry, Son unto a Conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 

If with a Lady of fo high refolve, 

As is fair A¢argaret, he be link’d in Love. 

Then yield my Lords, and here conclude with me, 

That AZargaret hall be Queen, and none but fhe. 
K. Henry. Whether it be through force of your report, 

My noble Lord of Suffolk; or for that 

My tender youth was never yet attaint 

With any Paffion of inflaming Love, 

I cannot tell; but this I am affur’d, 

I feel fuch harp diffention in my Breaft, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 

As I am fick with working of my thoughts. 

Take therefore Shipping; poft, my Lord, to France, 

Agree to any Covenants, and procure 

That Lady Azargaret do vouchfafe to come 

To crofs the Seas to England, and be Crown’d, 

King Henry's faithful and anointed Queen. i 
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1450 The Firft Part, &c. 


For your Expences and fufficient Charge, 

Among the People gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I fay, for ’till you do return, 

I reft perplexed with a thoufand Cares. 

And you, good Uncle, banifh all offence: 

Ef you do cenfure me, by what you weres 

Not what you are, I know it will excufe 

This fudden Execution of my Will. 

And fo condué me, where from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my Grief. [ Exit, 
Glo. Ay, grief I fear me, both at firft and laft. | 

| Exit Gloucefter. 

Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd, and thus he goes 

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, 

With hope to find the like event in love, 

But profper better than the Trojan did: 

Margaret fhall now be Queen, and rule the King: 

But I will rule both her, the King, and Realm. | Exit. 
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K ING Henry VI. 

Humphry Duke of Gloucefter, 3 

Cardinal Beso, = o Whechefla. $ Onkles to the King, 

Duke of York, pretending to the Crown, 

Duke of Buckingham, 

Duke of Somertet, ¢ Of the Kizg’s Party, 

Duke of Suffolk, 
yr Cals +4 

es s! Warsi, Of the York Faétion, 

Lord Clifford, of the King’s Pavey. 

Lord Say. 

Lord Scales, Governor of the Tower. 

Sir Humphry Stafford. 

Young Stafford, his Brother. 

Alexander Iden, 4 Kentifh Gentleman. 

Young Clifford, Sox to the Lord Clifford. 

Edward Plantagenet, 

Richard yg Sons to the Duke of York. 

Vaux. Sea Captain, and Walter Whitmore——Pirates, 

Hume and Southwel 2 Priefts. 

Bullingbrook, an Affrologer. 

AA Spirit attending on Jordan the Witch. 

Thomas Horner, az Armorer. 

Peter, bis Adan. 

Mayor of St. Albans. 

Simpcox, an Impoftor. 

Jack Cade, Bevis, Michael, John Holland, Dick the Butcher, 
Smith the Weaver, and feveral Others —— Rebels. 





Margaret, Queen to King Wenry VI. fecrerly in Love with the 
Duke of Suffolk. 

Dame Elianor, Wife to the Duke of Gloucefter. 

Mother Jordan, aWitch employ'd by the Dutche/s of Gloucefter. 

Wife to Simpcox. 


Petitioners, Aldermen, a Beadle, Sheriff and Officers, with Guaras, 
Meflengers, and other A:tendauts. 


The SCENE is laid.very difperfedly in feverat 
Parts of England. 
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The Second Part of 
King HENRY VL 





meet | SCE ND &. 


Flourifa of Trumpets : Then Hautboys. Enter 
King Henry, ‘Duke Humphry, Salisbury, War- 
wick, and Beaufort on the one fide. The 
Queen, Suftolk, York, Somerfet, and Bucking- 
ham on” the other. 


SUFFOLK. 


==] S by your high Imperial Majefty, 
Biel I had-in charge at my depart for France, 
As procurator to your Excellence, 
{To marry Princefs A¢argaret for your Grace; 
So in the famous ancient City, 7o#rs, 
win prefence of the Kings of France and Sicil, 
The Dukes of Orleans, Calabar, Bretaigne, Alenfon, 
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, and twenty reverend Bifhops, 
I have perform’d my Task, and was efpous’d : 
And humbly now upon my bended Knee, 
In fight of Exgland and her Lordly Peers, 
Deliver up my Title in the Queen 
[ Prefenting the Queen to the King. 
To your moft gracious Hand, that are the Subftance 
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| AS 5 The Second Part of . 
| Hl OF that great Shadow I did reprefent : ay 
fi The happieft g1 ift that ever Marquefs gave, pa 
. The faireft 0: 1een that ever King receiv’d. at 
Nae K. Henry. Su Aff ale arife. Welcome, Queen Margaret: le 
a I can exprefs no kinder fign of Love Lie 
Wt | Than this kind Kifs. © Lord, that lends me Life, at” 

tie pad mea Heart repleat with rhankfotaefe: : set 

Ae For thou haft given me, in this beauteous Face, Loodh 

| ae A world of Earthh , Bk effing’ to my Soul, ‘aith 

Ba if fympathy of Eo ve urute our Thoughts. dae 

Re Q. Mar. Great King of England, and my eraciousLord;  °""" 

The eos) conference tnat my mind hath ha ad, se 
By Day, by Night, waking, and in a Dreams, hy 
In courtly Company, or at my Beads jihad 
| With you mine Alder liefelt Sovereign, 
q Makes me the bolder to falute my Ki ng, tune 
Ai With ruder terms, fuch as my Wit aftords, ii 5 10, 
; And over-joy of Heart doth ‘minifter. tet Cor 
K. Henry. Her fight did ravifh, but her grace in Speech, 
Her words vy clad with W ifdom’s Maye Aty, | 
Make me from w ondring, fallto w eeping Joys, vane 
Such is the fulnefs of my Heart’s content. Dike F 
| Lords, with one cheerful voice, welcome my Love. mn, the 
7 Allkneel, Long live Queen ALargaret, England’she appar nefs,  {Wny 
| | Q. Mar. We éhatil you all. | Flouri {b. int, Co 
. Sif. My Lord Protector, fo it pleafe your Grace, tH often 
: Here are the Articles of contracted Peace, tev cald 
j Betw een our Sovereign, and the French King Charles, tue Fr 
i For eighteen Months concluded | by confent. ny 
¥ Glo.R eads.| Imprimis, Zt és agreed between the French King, “yp 
' Charles, and William de la Pole, Marque/s of Suffolk, Am= — "yoy 
q baffador of England, That the [aid Henry fhall efpoufe the In, Sa 
4 Lady Margaret, Daughter unto Ret lonier, King of Napisy | Ve deep 
Bt | cilia, and Jerula lem, and Crown her Queen of England, ¢ ¢ imine 
1 the thirteenth of May next thes ‘dthe ke 
Item, That ‘the Dutchy of | Anjou, and the County of Maid, holon 
phall be releafed and delivered to the k (ing her Father. I lite 
K. Henry, Uncle, how now? tice 
Glo. Pardon me, gract ous Lord, “Whig | 
ta Some fudden qualm hath ftr ok me to the Heart, id in J 
‘ And dimn’d mine Eyes, that I can read no further. lh 


K. Henry: 
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King Henry VI. 
K. Henry. Uncle of Winchefter, 1 pray read-on. 


Win. Item, It is further agreed between them, That the 
Dutchies of Anjou and Main hall be releafed and delivered 


1454 


oaer to the King her Father, and fhe fent over of the King of 


England's own proper Coft and Charge, without having any 
Dowr). 

K, Henry. They pleafe us well. Lord Marquefs, kneel down; 
We here create thee the farft Duke of Szffolk, 
And girt thee with the Sword. Coufin of York, 
We here difcharge your Grace from being Regent 
['th’ parts of France, “till term of eighteen Months 
Be full expir’d. Thanks, Uncle Winchefter, 
Gloucefter, York, Buckingham, and Somerfet, 
Salisbury and Warwick, 
We thank you all for this great favour done, 
In Entertainment to my Princely Queen. 
Come, let us in, and with all {peed provide 
To fee her Coronation be perform’d. 

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk. 
Manent the ref. 

Glo. Brave Peers of England, Pillars of the States 
To you Duke Humphry muft unload his Grief: 
Your Grief, the common Grief all the Land. 
What? did my Brother Henry {pend his Youth, 
His Valour, Coin, and People in the Wars¢ 
Did he fo often lodge, in open Field, 
In Winters cold, and Summer’s parching heat, 
To conquer France, his true Inheritance ¢ 
And did my Brother Bedford toil his Wits 
To keep by policy what Henry got: 
Have you your felves, Somerfet, Buckingham, 
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick; 
Receiv’d deep Scars in France and Normanay: 
Or hath mine Uncle Bedford, and my felf, 
With all the learned Council of the Realm, 
Studied fo long, fat in the Council-houfe, 
Early and late, debating to and fro, | 
How France an Frenchmen might be kept in awe; 
And was his Highre!s in his Infancy, 
Crowned in Parii in defpight of Foes¢ 


And fhall thefe Labours, and thefe Honours die? shall 
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1456 The Second Part of 

Shall Henry's Conqueft, 2edford’s Vigilance, ? ) 
| Your Deeds of War, and all our Counfel die? fr iy Ls 
A. | O Peers of England, fhameful is this League, it Pst 
| ES es Fatal this Marriage, cancdling your Fame, i My Le 
Bie Blotting your Names fron Books of memory, tay 9 
mil | witha Rafing the Characters of your Renown, sy Pr 
mt Le ae Defacing Monuments of conquer’d France, a Wut 
By Abii 9 ee: Undoing all, as all had never been. ny TUNY + 
Wane Car. Nephew, what means this paffionate Difcourfe 2 ile 
CWS A This peroration with fuch Circumftance?2 ay fren 
Mahe lenge For France, ’tis ours; and we will keep it ftill. id, F 
i A ean Glo. Ay, Uncle, we vill keep it if we can: fo, the 
PR Ag se haa But now itis impoflible ve fhould. vv to 
| | Suffolk, the new made Duke that rules the roft, ut, a 
| Hath given the Dutchy of Anjou and AZain, iret F 
Unto the poor King Reiguier, whofe large Style t, Lord 
| ie Agrees not with the leanrefs of his Purfe. it appar 
ye Sal, Now by thedeathof him who dy’d for all, by oot 
ne Thefe Counties were the Keys of Normandy: 10 
ee tel Me But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant Son 2 ‘reo | 
{ War. For grief that they are paft recovery. nt, Lo 
For were there hope to conquer them again, your f 
My Sword fhall thed hot Blood, mine Eyes no Tears. bouoh ¢ 
Anjou and Afain! My felf did win them both: vin Hy 
Thofe Provinces thefe A:ms of mine did conquer, bir 
And are the Cities that vere got with Wounds Minin» 
Delivered up again with peaceful Words 2 W pref 
Mort Dien! t Lor 
a York. For Suffolk’s Duke, may he be fuffocate, » fon 
4 That dims the Honour of this Warlike Ifle: Whe 
2 France fhould have torn and rent my very Heart, fy 
Before I would have yielded to this League. ba 
1 I never read but Exgland’: Kings have had ia 
Large fums of Gold, and Dowries with their Wives ! ly 
4 And our King Henry gives away his own, es 
if To match with her that brings no vantages. te Duk 
a» Glo. A proper Jeft, and never heard before, Cog 
a That Suffolk fhould demand a whole Fifteenth, en's 
a ge ii For Coft and Charges in tianfporting her ; ra 
She fhould have ftaid in Fiance, and ftarv’d in France leis 
ne ( Before ———— Hing 
By Car. | bi. 
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King Henry VI. 1457 


_ Car. My Lord of Glo'fer, now ye grow too hot + 
Tt was the pleafure of my Lord the King. Ree 
Glo. My Lord of Wincheffer, I know your Mind. 
Tis not my Speeches that you do miflike; 
But *tis my Prefence that doth trouble you. 
Rancour will out, proud Prelate; in thy Face 
I feethy fury: If I longer ftay, 
We fhall begin our ancient Bickerings. 
Lordings farewel, and fay when I am gone, aos, 
I prophefi'd, Fraxce will be loft e’er long. | Exits 
Car. So, there goes our Protector in a rage: 
‘Tis known to you he is mine Enemy ; 
Nay more, an Enemy unto youall, 
And no great Friend,' I fear me, to the King. 
Confider, Lords, he is the next of Blood; 
And Heir apparent to the Englifb Crown: 
Had Henry got ai Empire by his Marriage, 
And all the wealthy Kingdoms of the Welt, 
There’s reafon he fhould be difpleas’d at its 
Look to it, Lords, -let not his f{moothing Words 
Bewitch your Hearts, be wife and circum{pect. ; 
What though the common People favour him, 
Calling him Humphry, the good Duke of Glo’fter; ' 
Clapping their Hands, and crying with loud voices 
¢/é maintain your Royal Excellences 
With God preferve the good Duke Humphry. 
I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering glofs, 
He will be found a dangerous Protecor. ie 
Buck. Why fhould he then protect our Sovereign’ 
He being of age to govern of himfelf. 
Coufin of Somerfet, join you with me. 
And all together with the Duke of Suffolk, 
We'll quickly hoife Duke Humsphry from his Seat. 
» Car, This weighty bufinefs will not brook delay, 
I'll to the Duke of Suffolk prefently. — | Exits 
Som. Coulin of Buckingham, though Humphry’s Pride 
And gredtnefs of his Place be gricf to us, 
Yet let us watch the haughty Cafdinal: 
His Infolenée is more intolerable 
Than all the Princes in the Land befide ; 
If Glo fer be difplac’d, he'll be Protectors 
Vou. IL, 1 
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1458 The Second Part of 


Buck. Or thou, or I, Somerfet, will be Protector, 
Defpight Duke Humphry, or the Cardinal. 
| Exit Buckingham and Somerfet. 
Sal. Pride went before, Ambition follows him. 
While thefe do labour for their own Preferment, 
Behoves it us to labour for the Realm. 
I never faw but Humphry Duke of Glo’fer, 
Did bear him like a noble Gentleman : 
Oft have I feen the haughty Cardinal, 
More like a Soldier than a Man o’th’ Church, 
As ftout and proud as he were Lord of all, 
Swear like a Rufhan, and demean himfelf 
Unlike the Ruler of a Common-weal. 
Warwick my Son, the Comfort of my Age, 
Thy Deeds, thy Plainnefs, and thy Houfe-keeping, 
Fave wonthe greateft favour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but Good Duke Humphry. 
And Brother York, thy Acts in Lreland, 
In bringing them to Civil Difcipline; 
Thy late Exploits done in the Heart of France 
When thou wert Regent for our Sovereign, 
Have made thee fear’d and honour’d of the People: 
Join we together for the publick Good, 
{n what we can, tobridle and fupprefs 
The Pride of Szffolk, and the Cardinal, 
With Somerfet’s and Buckingham's Ambition, 
And as we may cherifh Duke Humpbry’s Deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. 
War. So God help Warwick, ashe loves the Land, 
And common profit of his Country. 
York. And fo fays York, 
For he hath greateft caufe. 
Sal, Then let’s make hafte away, 
And look unto the main. 
War. Unto the main? 
Oh Father, Adzin is loft, 
That ALain,’ which by main force Warwick did win, 
And would have kept, fo long as breath did laft: 
Main-chance Father you meant, but I meant AZain, 
Which I will win from France, or elfe be flain. 
[Exit Warwick and Salisbury. AZanet a4 
ark. 
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gill King Henry VI. 1459 
om York, Anjouand Adain are given to the French, 
Paris is loft, the State of Normandy | 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone: 
Suffolk concluded on the Articles, 
The Peers agreed, and Henry was well pleas’d, 
To changetwo Dukedoms for a Duke’s fairDaughter. 
I cannot blame them all, what ist to them 2 
Tis thine they give away, and not their own, 
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their Pillage, 
And purchafe Friends, and give to Courtezans, 

Still revelling like Lords *rill all be gone. 

While as the filly Owner of the Goods 

Weeps over them, and wrings his hapicfs Hands, 
| And fhakes his Head, and trembling ftands aloof, 
mh While all is fhar’d, and all is born away, 
) Ready to ftarve, and dare not touch his own. 

So York muit fit, and fret, and bite his Longue, 
While his own Lands are bargain’d for, and fold: 
Methinks the Realms of Exgland, France and Irelakds 

it Bear that proportion to my Flefh and Blood, 
| As did the fatal brand Althea burnt, 
Opi Unto the Prince’s Heart of Calidon: 
| Anjou and Main both given unto the French! 
Cold News for me: For I had hope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile Exglana’s Soil. 
A day will come, when York fhall claim his own, 
ts And therefore I will take the Nevil/s parts; 
| And make a fhew of Love to proud Duke Humphry, 
[a | And when I fpy advantage claim the Crown; 
For that’s the golden Mark I feck to hit: 
Nor fhall proud Laxcaffer ufurp my Right, 
Nor hold the Scepter in his childith Fift, 
Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head, 
Whofe Church-like Humour fits not fora Crown. 
Then York be ftill a while, ’till time do ferve: 
Watch thou, and wake when others be afleep, 
ti To pry into the Secrets of the State, 
t Till Henry furfeiting in joys of Love, | 
i With his new Bride, and England's dear bought Queen, 
And Humphry with the Peers be fall’n at Jars. 


jo’ Then will I raife aloft the Milk-white Rote, | 
li2 With 
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But lift tome, my Humphry, my {wect Duke: 
Methought I fate in Seat of Majelty, 
Ta the Cathedral Church of Weffminfter, 
And in that Chair where Kings and Queens were crown d, 
Where Henry and Adargaret kneel’d to me, | 
And on my Head did fet the Diadem. 

Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then muft I chide outright: 
Prefumptuous Dame, i-natur d Eleanor, 
Art thou not fecond Woman in the Kealmé¢ 
And the Prote@tor’s Wife, belov’d of him? 
Haft thou not worldly Pleafure at command, 
Above the reach or compafs of thy Thought? 
And-wilt thou ftill be hammering Treachery, 
To tumble down thy Husband and thy felf, 
From top of Honour, to Difgrace’s feet 
Away from me, and Iet me hear no more. 

Elean. What, what, my Lord, are you fo Cholerick 
With Eleanor, tor te ling but her Dream ¢ 
Next time, I’ll keep my Dreams unio my felf; 
And not be check’d. 

Glo. Nay, be not angry, Jam pleas'd again. 

Enter MMeffenger. 

Meff. My Lord Protectors tis his Highnefs pleafure, 
You do prepare to ride unto St. dlbans, 
Whereas the King and Queen do mean to Hawk. 

Glo. Teo: Come Well, thou wit ride withus?. | Ex. Glo. 

Elean. Yes, my good Lord, tll follow prefently. - 
Follow I muft, I cannot go before, 
While Glo’ffer bears this bafe and humble Mind. 
Were la Man, a Duke, and next.or Blood, 
I would remove thefe tedious ftumbling Blocks, 
And {mooth my way upon their headlefs Necks. 
And being a Woman, I will not | lack 
Yo play my part in-Fortun«’s Pogeant. 
Where are you there? Sir fohu; nay fear not, Man, 
We are alone, here’s none but thee id If. 

Exter Humre. 

Hume, Jelus preferve your Royal Majelly. 

Elean. W hat fay it thou ¢ Majefty: Lam bur Grace. 

Hume. But by the Grace of God, and Hume's Advice, 
Your Grace’s Title fhall be multiply '¢. 

| Ii 3 Elean. 
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Elean. What fay’it thou, Man? Haft thou as yet 
W ith Margery ‘fordan, the cunning Witch; 
With Roger Bulling (orook », the Conjurer, 

And will they undertake to do me good 2 

Hume. This they per promifed, ¢ to fhew your Highnefs 
A Spirit rats’d from depth of under Ground, 

That fhail make anfwer to fuch oueRion : 
As by your eee - all be ri hia aie him. 


conferr’d 


Elean. tis enough, I'll think upon the Queftions: 
When from Sr. on ee 4s we do ihe return; 


We'll fee thofe things effete a to the ie I. 
Here Hume, take this Reward, m o merry Man 
With thy Confederates : In this wel nty 


Caufe. 
| Exit Eleanor. 
Hume, Humemult make merry withthe Dutchefs’s Gold: 
Ve ay and fhall; but how now, Sir j oh Hume? 


ip your Lips; and give no We a but Mum; 
The butinefs as keth filent ve crecy 


¥ ; 


Dame Eleanor gives Gold, to bi ing the Witch: 
oo cannot come amifs, were fhe’ a Devil. 

Yet e I Gold flies rors another Coaft: 

j bes not fay, from the rich Cardinal, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk; 
Yet I do find it fo: For, to be plain, 


| 


Th a (knowing Dame Eleanor’s afpiring Humour) 
riave hired me to undermine the Dutchefs, 
og buz thefe Conjurations in her Brain. 
Phey fay, a crafty Knave does need no Broker ; 
Yet am I Suffolk $5 = the Cardinal’s Broker. 
Hume ey if you take not heed, you thal go near 
o call them oth a air of craf ty Knaves 
Well, fo it ftands; and thus [Fee at laft, 
Flume’s Knavery will ye the Dutchefs s°s Wrack, 
And her ei. will be Humphrys Fall i: 
Sort how it will, I thal! eeOad for all. [ Exit 


Enter three Or four Pe ra 2 i be 20r C7 ’s Man being one. 
I Pet. My Matters. let’s itand clof e; My Lord ProteGor 


will come this way by and by, andthen we may deliver our 
SupPplications in the Or ull, 


2Per, Marry, the Lord prote@ him, for he’sa good Man, 


Jefu blefs him, 


Enter 


. tee 





King Henry VI. 1463 


Enter Suffolk, and Queen. 

1 Pet. Here a comes methinks, and the Queen with him: 
[ll be the firft fure. 

> Petr. Come back; fool, this is the Duke of S#folk, and 
not my Lord Protector. 

Snff. How now, Fellow; would’ft any thing with me2 

1 Pet. I pray, my Lord, pardon me, I took ye for my Lord 
Protector. 

Q. Mar. To my Lord Protector? are your Supplications 
to his Lordfhip? let me fee them; what is thine 2 

1 Pet. Mine is, and’t pleafe your Grace, '‘againtft ‘fobz Good- 
man, my Lord Cardinal’s Man, for keeping my Heufe, and 
Lands, and Wife, and all from me. 

Suf. Thy Wife too? That’s fome wrong indeed, What’s 
yours ? What’s here ? | Reads.| Againft the Duke of Saf- 
folk, for inclofing the Commons of Melford. How now, Sir 
Knaveé 

> Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but a poor Petitioner of our whole 
Townthip. 

2 Pet. Againft my Mafter, Thomas Horner, for faying, T hat 
the Duke of York was rightful Heir to the Crown. 

O. Mar. What fay’ft thou? did the Duke of York fay, 


Die oe 


he was rightful Heirto the Crown ¢ 
2 Pet. That my Miftrefs was ? No, forfooth ; my Mafter 


faid, that he was; and that the King was an Ufurper. 

Suf, Who is there? 

Enter Servant. 
Take this Fellow in, and fend for his Mafter with a Purfu- 
vant prefently; we'll hear more of your Matter before the 
King. [ Exit Servs 
Q. Mar. And as for you that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our Protector’s Grace, 
Begin your Suits anew, and fue to him. 
| Tears the Supplications. — 

Away, bafe Cullions: Suffolk, let them go. : 

All. Come, let’s be gone. Sosa LExeant. 

Q. Mar. My Lord of Suffolk, fay; 18 this the guile ¢ 
Isthis the fafhion of the Courtof Englana? 
Is this the Government of Britain’s [ile ¢ 
And this the Royalty of Albjon’s King ¢ 
What, fhall King Henry bea <a% ve Under 
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i | 1494 The Second Patt of 
\ ie, Under es e furly Glo fler’s ene oe 
wy | Am Ya Queenin Title and in Si vile, aa 
| i) | And mu re be made a Suk soit to a Duke be yi 
ra Be aati I tell thee, Pool, when in the City Towrs et 0 
aM Thou ran’ft a Tilt in Honour of my Love; Tes 
dt a Le And {to] {ta awa’ y fhe Ladies arch irish. | dOld 
ny ne i thought I Kine Heur y had refemb thee, wh We J 
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i a sail wes oa 
beh e 4 I 1} C Oura:! g¢ . Co ut vapsions nd Pr oportion: . HU WE 
ued . eae ; shine 
it vain But all his Mind is bent to Hi slinefs, chi 
Wit i re Pa _ : , » rhe | a] 
Lita y £0 humbder Ave Marie son his Beads: ro 
wiih I} 


a wien SOE one attest. JS i) mio itt 
it alae His Ch impions are the Prophets and A poitles, Ti, DUE 
: fos —w ee iy . " . 


Elis Weapons Ho'y Saws of facred Writ, ¢y one 

‘hi Fis otha) y is his Vilt-yard, and his Loves your 
Are brazen Ima azes Of Canonized Saints. in He 

= t would the College of the Cardinals York, § 
Would chufe him ope, af id cart y him to Rome, Hi Fo 

And fet the Triple Crown upon his Head; ft, 0 

: That were a Srate fit es his Holinefs, rk 
Swf. Madam, be patient ; as I was the caufe him | 

if | Your Hi ighnefs came to England ae will I tL Som 
t In Engla nd work your Grace's fi afl content. rd Re 
YQ. Adar. Befidethe haughty Pro tector, have we Beauford, Wher 


MYA) 


urchman; Somer/et, Buckingham, stot tha 
And grumblio ig York; and not the leaft of thefe, Amit 
one can do more i in£ ag¢land than the King. 
a | ~ Aind he of thefe that can do mott of all, 
td Pepa do more in Exgland, than the Nevils; 
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Salisbury and Warn: vick are no imple Feers. nk 

; Oo. Mar. Not all thefe Lords do vex me half much soli 
if As that proud Dame, the Lord Protcétor’s Wif lr B 
+4 She (weeps it throughthe Geek troops © £ adie Madan 
3 More like an Empr ts than Duke > Humphry "s Wiles iehig 
ad Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen ; le f 
sf She be ‘ars a Duke’s Revenues on her J 88 ote 


And in her Heart the feorns our Poy Madi 
Shall I not live to be aven ed on her .. then: 
Contemptuous bafe-born Callot:as fhe is, bt. 
She vaunted ’mongft her Minions vother days thoy se. 
The very train of her wortt y wearing Gown ey 
le Was better worth than all my Father’s L anes Tere 


‘Ti "Tull Safolk gave two Dukedoms for his Daughter, Jen 
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King Henry VI. L465 


Suf. Madam, my felf have lin’d a buth fo: her, 
And plac’d a Quireof fuch enticing Birds, 
That fhe will light to litten to their Lays, 
And never mount to trouble you again. 
So let her reft; and, Madam, lift to me, 
For I am bold to-counfel you in this; 
Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 
Yet muft we join with him, and with the Lords, 
Till we have brought Duke Humphry in difgrace. , 
As for the Duke of York, this late.Complaint : 
Will make but little for his benefit; 
So one by one we'll weed them all at laft, 
And you your felf fhall fteer the happy Helm. 
Enter King Henry, DakeHumphry, Cardinal, Buckinghim, 
York, Salisbury, Warwick, andthe Dutche/s. — 
K. Henry. For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Somerfet, or York, all’s one to me. 
York, \f York have ill demean’d himfelf in Fraxce, 
Then let him be deny’d the Regentihip. 
Som. If Somerfet be unworthy of the place, 
Let York be Regent, I will yield to him. 
War, Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Difpute not that, York is the worthier. 
Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy Betters fpeak. 
War. The Cardinal’s not my Better in the Field, 
Buck, Allin this prefence are thy Betters, Warwicr. 
War, Warwick may live to be the beft of all. 
Sal, Peace, Son; and fhew fome reafon, Buckingham, 
Why Somer fet fhould be preferr’d in this? 
Q. Mar. Becaufe the King forfooth will have it fo. 
Glo. Madam, the King is old enough himfelt 
To give this Cenfure: Thefe are no Woman’s Matters. 
Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Prote€tor of his Excellence 2 
Glo. Madam, I am ProteCtor of the Rea'm, 
And at his pleafure will refign my Place. 
Saf. Refign it then, and leave thine Infolence. 
Since thou wert King, as who is King, but thou? 
The Commonwealth hath daily run to wract, 
“he Dauphin hath prevail’d-beyond the Seas; 
And all the Peers and Nobles of the Rea'm 
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Have been as Bond-men to ged Sovereignty. 

Car. The Commons haft thou rack’a, the Clergy’s Bags 

! i : nan and lean with thy Extortions. 

q z. Thy fumptuous Buildings, and thy Wife’s Attire ok 
Ne oft a mafs of publick Treafure. Uy 
A Al : Buck. ‘hy cruelty in Execution Mi 
Butane Upon Of ders hath exceeded Law, ‘hes 
uA Ay | And left thee to the mercy of the Law. nt 

the ; Q. Mar. I Thy fale of Offices and Towns in France, 
yaa If they were known, as the fufpe@ is great, 

Ue 5 aa Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 

Nah | Exit Glo. : 

Give me my Fan; what, Minion, can ye not? ii 

| She vives the Dutche[s a box on the Ear. 

Icry you mercy, Madam ; was it you? in 

E Ele in, Wast 1¢ yea, Lit was, proud French-woman: 

| Could I come near yo ur yi auty with my Nails, i 
me I could fet my Ten Commandments in your Face. hy 
K. Henry. Swect Aunt, be quiet, ’twas againft her Will. ht 
Elean. Againtt her Will, good King? look to’t in time, CH 

She’ll hamper thee, and dandl thee like a Baby: i 

Though in this place moft Mafter wears no Breeches, wd 

She fhall not ftrike Dame F/leanor unreveng'd. ally 

[ Exit Eleanor. sn 
| | Buck. Lord Cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, bit 

: | And liften after Humphry, how he proceeds: UR 

| | She’s tickled now, her Fume can need no fpurs, fn 

She'll gallop far enough to her Deftru@ion. bt 
[ Exit Buckingham. nih 

Enter Humphry. hin 

Glo. Now, Lords, my Choler being over-blown, Nhe 

13 With walking once about the Quadrangle, Mi 

t I come to talk of Commonwealth Affairs. lh 

_ As for your fpightful falfe Objections, lt 

ae Prove them, and [lye open to the Law: li 

i But God in mercy deal fo with my Soul, lah 
Ee As I in Duty love my King and Country. by 
ei | But to the Matter that we have in hand : ty 
Hi I fay, my Sovereign, York is mecteft Man hr 
To be your Regent in the Realm of France. | 


f2 





King Henry VI. 1467 
oer Suf. Before we make EleGion, give me leave 
et To fhew fome Reafon, of no little force, 
| | That York is moft unmeet of any Man. 
Vi te York. Ti tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmect: 


Firft, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride ; 
Next, if I be appointed for the Place, 
My Lord of Someret will keep me here, 
Without Difcharge, Mony, or Furniture, 





i Fr ‘Till France be won into the Dauphin’s Hands. 
Laft time I dane’d attendance on his Will, 
fe Till Paris was befieg’d, famith’d and loft. 
Ei War, That I can witnefs, and-a foules Faét 
| Did never Traitor in the Land commit. 
bi oi Suf. Peace, head-ftrong Warwick. 


War. Image of Pride, why fhould I hold my Peace? 
est Enter Horner the Armorer, and bis Man Peter. 
il Suf. Becaufe here is a Man accus’d of Treafon, 
Bich Pray God the Duke of York excufe himfelf. 
| York, Doth any one accufe York for a Traitor ¢ 
K. Henry. W hat mean’ ftthou, Suffolk? tell me, what are thefe? 
Swf. Pleafe it your Majelty, this is the Man 


st ih 
cto't ite 


hy: 
ale That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon: 
\ His Words werethefe; That Richard, Duke of York, 
(Exile Was rightful Heir unto the Engh {bh Crown, 
mY And that your Majefty was an Ufurper. 
es K, Henry. Say, Man, were thefe thy Words¢ 
' Arm, Ande thall pleafe your Majefty, 1 never faid nor 
| : though: any fuch Matter ; God is my witnefs, Iam falfly ac- 
2 py cus’d by the Villain. 
yi DU Peter. By thefe ten Bones, my Lords, he did fpeak them 
' to me in the Garret one Night, as we were fcow’ring my 
im Lord of York's Armour. 


York. Bafe Dunghil Villain, and Mechanical, 
Pll have thy Head for this thy Traitor’s Speech: 
I do befeech your Royal Majefty, 
Let him have ali the rigor of the Law. 

4rm. Alas, my Lord, hangme if ever I fpake the Words: 
my accufer is my Prentice, and when I did correé&t him for 
his Fault the other Day; he did vow upon his Knees he would 
be even with me. I have good witnefs of this; therefore I 

befeech your Majefty, do not caft away an honeft Man for 

a Villain’s Accufation. K, Henry. 
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K. Henry. Uncle, what fhall we fay to this inLaw? 


Glo. This doom; my Lord, if I may Judge: 


H toe Re cent o er the Freach, 
Becaufe in Yorke this | breeds fufpicion ; 
And let thefe have a Day ap sointed them 

For fingle Combat, 1n convenient pl. ace, 

For he hath witnefs of his Servant’s Malice: 

This is the L ee and this Duke agra 96 5 s dk oom. 
Som. I humbly thank you t Ro yal Majefty. 
Arm, And I acgept the Co mbat will iets 
Peter. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fight; for 's 

my Cafe; the fight of my Maiter prevailet h gaint tn me. © 

Lord have mercy upon me, [ fhall hever oe able 

blow: O Lord, my Heart. 

Gie. Sirrah, or you muft fight, or elfe be h ang’d. 

K. Flenry. ‘Mies ay with vets to fii ‘bs yn 3 and. the day of 
Combat, {hall be the laft of the pn endl Come Somers 
fet, we'll fee them fent away. | Exeunt. 

Flourifb. Enter Atother Jordan, Hume, Southwel, asd 

Bullingbrook, 

Hume. Come, my Mafters, the Dutchefs, I tell you, ¢x- 
pects performance of your I Siem 

Bullive, Matter Hume,we are therefore e provided : Will her 
Ladythip behold and hear ur E xorcif{ms ? 

Hume. A Ys what elfe? Fear you not her Courage. 

Bulling. tf have heard her reported to be 2 Woman of an 
invincible Spirit ; but it fhall be convenient, Mafter Hume, 
that you be ie! her aloft, while we be bufie below; and fo, I 
pray you, go in God? s Name, and leave us. | Exit Hume, 
Mother Fordan, be proftrate, 2 ‘and erovel on the E arth; Fobn 
Southwel, read you, aid let us toour work. 

Exter Eleanor above. 

Elean. Wellfaid, my Mafters, and welcome toall: Tothis 
geer, the fooner the better. 

bulling. Patience, Boo fa aay, Wizards know their times: 
Deep Night, dark Night, filent of the - Night, 

T he time o f Night W hee They was fet. on Fire, 
The times oie en Screech-owls cry, and Ban-dogs howl; 
When Spirits walk, and Ghofts break up their Graves; 


et Somer fe 


; @ 


Tha ttime fits beft the work we have in hand. 


Madam, 
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King Henty VI. 1469 
Madam, fit you, and fear not ; whom we raife 
We will make faft within a hallow’d Verge. 
| Here they do the Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle; 
Bullingbrook, or Southwel reads, Conjuro te, oc. Jt 
Thunders and Lightens terribly; then the Spirit rifeth. 
Spirit. Ad{um. 
- M. Ford. Af{math, by the eternal God, 
Whole Name and Power thou trembieft at, 
Anfwer that I ask: For ’till thou f{peak, 
ef Thou fhalt not pafs from hence. 
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si Spirit. Ask what thou wilt. That I had faid, and done! 
Het Bulling. Firft of the King: What fhall of him become. 
OC 10 1 ‘ 


bad al 


Spirit. The Duke yet lives, that Henry fhall depofe : 
But him out-live, and die a violent Death. 

ay | 4s the Spirit [peaks they write the anfwer. 
ea Bulling. What Fates await the Duke of Suffolk? 


Cle Spirit, By Water fhall he die, and take his End. 
he! Bulling. What fhall befall the Duke of Somzer/et ? 
th Spirit. Let him fhun Caltles. 

Safer fhall he be upon fandy Plains, 
ely Than there where lofty Caftles. mounted itand. 

| Have done, for more 1 hardly can endure. 
ded: Wi Bulling. Defcend to Darkneis, and the burning Lake: 

Falfe Fierid avoid. [Thunder and Lightning. Spirit defcénds. 
gurags ‘Enter the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham, 
Mont “ svith their Guard, and break in. 

Male York. Lay Hands upon thefe Traitors and their trafh : 

low; ah Beldam, I think we watch’d you at an Inch. 

Be What, Madam, are you there? The King and Common-weal 
ath Are deep indebted for this piece of Pains; 

My Lord Prote&or will, I doubt it nof, 

| See you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts. 
nal Lo Elean. Not half fo bad as thine to England's King, 


Injurious Duke, that threatn’ft where’s no caule. 
et Buck. True, Madam, none at all: What call you this 2 
Away with them, let them be clap’d up clofe, 
And kept afunder: You, Madam, fhall with us. 


: — 

shot Stafford, take her to thee. 

act We'll fee your Trinkets here forth-coming ail. 

| Away. [Exewut Guard with Jordan, Southwel, &c. 
Width 


Tork. 
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York. Lord Buckingham, methinks you watch’d her well? 
A pretty Plot, well chofen to build upon. 
Now, pray my Lord, let’s fee the Devil’s Writ. 
What have we here 2 | Reads. 
The Duke yet lives, that Henry fhail depofe ; 
But him out-live, and die a violent Death. 
Why, this is Juft, io te e4acidem Romanos vincere poffe. 
Well, to the reft: 
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk? 
By Water fhall he die, and take his End, 
What fhall betide the Duke of Somer/et? 
Let him {bun Caftles, 
Safer [hall he be upon fandy Plains, 
Than there where lofty Caffles mounted ftand. 
Come, come, my Lords, 
Thefe Oracles are hardly attain’d, 
And hardly underftood. 
The King is now in progrefs towards St. Albans, 
With him the Husband of this lovely Lady: 
Thither go thefe News, 
As faft as Horfe can carry them : 
A forry breakfaft for my Lord Protector. 
Buck. Your Grace fhall give me leave, my Lordof York, 
To be the Poft, in hope of his Reward, 
York, At your pleafure, my good Lord. 
Who’s within there, hoe 2 
Enter a Serving-man. 
Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick 
To fup with meto morrow Night. Away. [Exeunt. 
Enter King Henry, Queen, Protettor, Cardinal, and Suffolk, 
with Faulkners hollowing. 
Q. Mar. Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook, 
I faw no better Sport thefe feven years day; 
Yet by your leave, the Wind was very high, 
And ten to one, old ‘Foaz had not gone out. 
K. Henry. But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made, 
And what a pitch fhe flew above the reft: 
To fee how God in all his Creatures works, 
Yea Man and Birds are fain of climbing high. 
Suf. Nomarvel, and it like your Majefty, 
My Lord Protector’s Hawks do towre fo well; 


They 
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her yl They know their Mafter loves tobe aloft, 
And bears his Thoughts above kis Faulcon’s pitch. 
Glo. My Lord, *tis but a bafe ignoble Mind, 
ad That mounts no. higher than a Bird can foar. 
| Car. I thought as much, he would be above the Clouds. 
| Glo. Ay, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that? 
| Were it not good, your Grace could fly to Heaven? 
San K. Henry. The Treafury of everlafting Joy. 
| Car. Thy Heaven is on Earth, thine Eyes and Thoughts 
| Beat on a Crown, the Treafure of thy Heart, 
| Pernicious Protector, dangerous Peer, 
That {mooth’ft it fo with King and Commonweal. 
Glo. What, Cardinal! 
Is your Priefthood grown fo peremptory ? 
Tantane animis Coeleftibusire ? Churchmen fo hot? 
Good Uncle, hide fuch Malice: 
With fuch Holinefs can you do it? 
Saf. Nomalice, Sir, no more than well becomes 
h So good a Quarrel, and fo bad a Peer. 
Glo. As who, my Lord 2 
Suf. Why, as you, my Lord, 
An’t like your Lordly Lord ProreGtorfhip. 
) Glo, Why, Suffolk, England knows thine Infolence. 
of In Q.Mar. And thy Ambition, Glo’ fer. 
K. Henry, I prethee peace, good Queen, 
And whet not on thefe too too furious Peers, 
For bleffed are the Peace-makers on Earth. - 
Car, Let me be bleffed forthe Peace I make, 
: Againft this proud Prote&or,with my Sword. 
Eu Glo, Faith, Holy Uncle, would’twere come tothat. | 
ooh Car, Marry, when thov dar'ff. 
Glo. Make up no factious numbers for that matter, 
th {n thine own Perfon anfwer thy Abufe. p Aide. 
Car. Ay, where thou dar’f{t not peep: 
And if thou dar’ft, this Evening, 
On the Eaft fide of the Grove. J 
len K. Henry. How now, my Lords ? 
| Car. Believe me, Coufin Gloifer, | 
— net your Man put up. the Fowl fo fuddenly, 
Ve had had more fport : 
Come with thy ae Hand-Sword. | Aide to Glo. 
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Glo. True, Uncle, are ye advis’d $-—— Haat 
ry. = ; -— " 
The Ealt fide of the Grove: tds 


Cardinal, I 4m with you. | Afiae. Hort, \ 
te | K. Henry, Why | how now, Uncle Gi lo’ Per? » At 
ME Psa Glo. ei eee of Hawking, , not! ing elfe; my Lord. —— 7 

LNRWEY |! Now by G ds s Mother, P: ieft, wn, P 
NUR Eh veh I'll fhave ye ur Cr wn fit this; ; A eoodnel 


eae @r all my tence 1 hall fail. | Afide. we Day 


; Ly i i ; gy aed > 

ih i Rb tale Car. yh ide, | A4edice cura tetp fum; Prote &or fee too’t well, ; ‘ll remer 

aT K. Henry. Rigi inds grow high, | protect your (elf. # Tel 
a ae ae So do your Stomachs, Lords. ‘tow 


How irkfome is this Mufick to my Heart ¢ ts holy 
When fuch Stri 2s jar, what ho pe of Harmony ¢ » Cod] 
{ pray, my Lor bs tme compou! id this ftrife. : std 
Enter Oue, cr ying A Miracle. a 

Beis ea jae Glo. What means this Noifleé 1, Cy 
it Fellow, what Miracle do’ lt thou proclaim ? = * 
Hy) One. A Miracle, a Miracle. wr 
| Cue Cometothe k King, and tell him what Miracle: ans 


WIV} « 


One. Forfooth, at ad Man at a lban S Shrine, a. 
Within this half pour ath receiv’d his fight, co 
A Man that ne’er faw in his life before. Sm 

K.H ary Now ¢ God beprais’d, that to believing Souls a 

WC 


| Rati Gives Lis | ste knefs, C omfort 1n De {pair. ae 
s | Enter t a As or of St. Albans, and his Brethren, bearing HAN 
Simpcox between two i in a Chair, simpcox ’s Wife following. 

Car. Here com the Lowalmen on pr oceflion, ey 
Et To prefent your Highnefs with the Man. Dy 
1 K, Hen rye 3 eat is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, es 
Ithoug rh bY h  figh C hi: Sin be multi plied, ‘ga 
ef Glo. Stand oe. my Matters, bring him near the King, Tg 
et His Highnels | sleafure is to ralk with him. 4 
i : 
ae K. Henry sey od-fellow, tell us here the Circumftance; 


ne 


e That we or th ee may glori ifie the Lord. h Als 
. What, haft thou been long blind, and now reftor’d2 VN MAC 
ae Simp. Pt n blind, and’t pleafe your Grace. “A lut 


Wife. Ay, indeed was he. 
pa io) lat W oman 1S t] 


Wife. His Wife, and’t pleate : your Worfhiip: oh Ye 
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Glo. Had thou been his Mother, thou couldft have 
better told. | 
K. Henry. Where wert thou born? 
Simp. At Berwick, in the North, and’c like your 
Grace. 
K. Henry. Poor Soul; 
i God’s goodnefs hath been great to thee: 
fi Let never Day nor Night unhallowed pafs, 
tun » But till remember what the Lord hath done. 
My Queen. Tell me, Good-fellow, 
Cam ft thou here by Chance, or of Devotion, 
To this holy Shrine ¢ 
| | Simp. God knows of pure Devotion, 
| 
| 


eee eee 
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Being call’d a hundred times, and oftner, 
In my flcep, by good Saint Alban: —o 
Who faid; Simon, come, come offer at my Shrine; 





And I will help thee. ‘a 

| Wife. Mott true, forfooth ; ee 

atl And many a time ard oft my felf have heard a Voices ; 
I _ To cali him fo. 


Card. What, art thou lame ¢ 
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me. 


a Suf. How cam’{t thou fo¢ | 
Simp. A fall off a Trée. “ 
, Wife. A Plum-tree, Matter: 
if Glo. How long haft thou been blind 2 
Simp. O born fo, Matter. 
Glo. What, and would’ft climb a Tree? * 
He Simp. But that in my Life, when I was a Youth, 
| Wife. Too true, and bought his climbisg very deare 
» Kine _ Glo. Mafs, thou lov’dft Plums well, that wouldft ven- 
ture fo, . | | 
ma . Simp, Alas, good Mafter; my Wife defired fome Dam- 
fons, and made me climb, with danger of my Life. 
4! Glo, A fubtile Knave, but yet it fhall not ferve: 


Let me fee thine Eyes, wink now, cae open thems 
In my opinion, yet thou feelt not well. coast 
Simp. Yes, Mafter, clear as day, I thank God and Saint 
Alban. 
Glo. Say’ft thou me fo; what Colour is this Clogk of 2 
a Simp. Red, Matter, red as Blood. ee 
1 OL. 13% | ik. ke Glos 
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bia Wife. N« ver before this day, in all his Life. whe 
AM Gio. Tell me, Sirrah, ‘what's my Name¢ 1000 
ey ee eg ie Simp. Alas aught I know not. t mde 
Wats cell Glo, What's his Name? inthe 


| Lite | Glo, Why that’s well faid: What colour is my Gown at 
yi of 2 : | wil, Mm 
yt | Simp. Black, forfooth, coal-black, as Jet, May 0 
i): R. Bi enry. Why then, thou know ft what colour Jet is of 2 lis Ma 
iM ah at . And ye ak think, Je t he did never fee. 
CHT ie A! G! i But Cl we and Gowns, before this day; a many. DE 


‘ iat . j ‘ 

Eat OT eee Ay a LIA Tt - Y nt ye 
Se Uh nie eae Simp. 1 know nots My ally 
ay aii 1. i > thim hp 

_ ret O/e. No YT Al >< Tl DE 
\ q’ Ta AF dq “i { M i. shame #r 
; Simp N » indeed, Mhiter. ume to 


Glo. What’s thine own Name? 

17D e SAP ass, Si? WMPCoXs and if it pleafe you, Matters Jt Ho 

its Glo. ‘Then Saunder, fit tl eres nt, mad 

a the agiigk Kia ave in Chrift endom, yon ha 
th 


| ou hadft been born blind, lta Day 
TE al | Thou might’{t as well have known all our Names, 


| : ' a ~ ? ~~ 4 - 3 o ;. m lI] 

| As thus to know the fev eral xe ours we do wears What 
$1 Le may diftineuifh Co “$2 ‘ 
elent may a 1LLTIND cL1i5} ITs $ 41 3.0) 
But {; A 1, en | + Trt nina ste TT em al] . Wilton T 
J 6 Mike DY tO Aish > the milg MALLY fp 


My Lords, Saint 4/ban here hath done a M iracle: Shin. 
And wou ay ye not think that Cunning = to be great, eden ay 
That could reftore this Cripple to his Lees again? 4 dan 
Simp. O Mafter, that you could? | nh Wie 
Glo. My Matters of Saint Albans, ry 
ve you not t Beas $ in your Town, icked 
d things call 43 bey: Z | vt Kin 
Minn Te , my Lord, * it pleafe your Grace. i 
Glo. Then fe b for ore prefently. he 
Aavyor. Sirrah, £0 fetch the Beadle hither ftraight.| Exit. 
Glo. Now fetch me a Srool hither by : ind by. hit 
i Now Sirrah, if you mean to fave your felf from Whipping; WT 
¥ bb 4 it leap me over hi is Sto il, an j run away. Lor 
4 Simp. Alas Malter, I am not able’to ftand alone: | 
You go about to torture me jo vain. Dit), 
1 ta ee Exter a Beadle with Whips. Use 
“fd | Glo. bia Sir, we muft have you find your Legs. til 
ay Sirrah Beadle, whig him “till he leap over that fame St ool. 
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Gn | King Henry Vi, I A § 
_ Beads I will, my Lord, 
Come on Sirrah, off with your Doubler, quickly, 
jan) Simp. Alas, Mafter, what fhalll do? I am not able to 
| Tand, 
ity | LAfter the Beadle hath hit him ence, he leaps over the Stool, 
| | and runs away; and they follow, and cry, A Miracle, 


| XK Heary. O God, feeit thou this, and beareft fo long | 
| Queen. It made me laugh; to fee the Villain run. 
| Glo, Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away. 
| Mie. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. | 
| ,_ G4. Let him be whipt through every Market Town, 
| Till they come to Berwick, from whence they came. 
| Exit Beadles 
Me | 4% Duke Amphry has done a Miracle to day. 
|  #f. True, made the Lame to leap, and Aly away. 
Glo, But you have done more Miracles than I; 
You made in a Day, my Lord, whole Towns to fly. 
Enter Buckingham. 
# K. Henry. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham ? 
; ing ) 
Buck, Such as'‘my Heart doth tremble to unfold: 
Afort of naughty Perfons, lewdly bent, 
Under the Countenance and Confederacy 
Of Lady Eleanor, the Protector’s Wife, 


Ali 


The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rour, 

" Have practis’d dangeroufly againft your State, 

mM | Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 
Whom we have apprehended in the Fad, 
Raifing up wicked Spirits from under Grounds 
Demanding of King Henry's Life and Death, 

é | And other of your Highnefs. Privy-Council, 

it 


As more at large your Grace fhall underftand: 
mM Car, And fo, my Lord Protector, by this meatis 
tn! Your Lady is forth-coming; yet at London . 
“uel 3 his News; I think, hath turn’d your Weapon’s edge} 
a WE Tis like, my Lord; you willnot keep your hour. 
[ Afide to Glo'fter: 

a | Gla, Ambitious Church-man, leave to afi my Heart: 
Sorrow and Grief have vanquitfh’d all my Powers; 

nd vanquifh’d as I am, I yield to thee, 

tt the meaneft Groom. 
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i 
ng fufion on the Heads thereby ¢ 
| | an Glo ffer, fee Mere tne Tainture of thy Neft 
i i ‘ A id | 0k hv feii be raul le{s, tHou wert D eft, nt } 
pe Glo. Madam, for m‘ cif. to Heav’n I do appeal, y 
A Aa How t have lov'd my King; and Commonwealth: 


Wi And for my Wife, 1 know not how It ftands, es 


| fi | K. Henry. O God, V hat muichieis work the wicked onés, 
t 


Mi c me ctae T have heard: 

(Hii: Sa Sorry am 1 to hear, what 1 have nearas ie 
. ‘ ~ 
ae 


And give her as a Prey to Law and Shame; shoe [ 
That hath difhonoureda Glo fter’s honeft Name. 


f d LAV 1? c e| - 7 - ae . , {, ® va t 

K. Henry. Well, for this Night we will repole us here; sil 
é 3 | “i re De  iatiateman, SiC SALUD q 
To morrow toWwara L07adn, back a@alny bd] 
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And poife the Caufe in Juttice equal Scales; Mf 
\ Rand fure. whofe rightful caufe prevails. 
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Eusor York, Salisbury, and W: rwick. i. 
Yi Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and Warwick “ 
Our fimple Supper en sr eive me leave, M 
is , tin this clofe Walk to fat: ie MY felf, ’ 
‘ In craving your pynibr n of “hah Title, ny 
aay Which is infallible to England's Crown. i 
ie Salis, My Lords I ©: ot to hear rit thus at full. vy 
- War. Sweet York begin; and if thy Claim be good, he 
; The Wevils are thy Subjeas to sisi Hi 
T. Then hues U 
ivi e . 24 : _ s 


feyen Sons: he 
slack Prince etree: of Wales 5 uline 
of 7 fields a ihe third, Ss 


Lienel Duke of Clarence; next to sista: 
/ Fea > in te 
ic as Fel V2 of Gaunt, tHnc 3 of I JAH ICAL er > 
ae Tynke of Xt ks 
The fifth, was Edward Langieys Duke of Yor 
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Ls 


bi ; he fixth, Thomas of Wooa Rocks Duke of Glo fers » (Out 
sari William of Wind for was the feventh and jaft. Line 
| Edw Ara the Black Prince dy *d | before his Fathers 
pen And left behind him Richard, his only 300s 
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King Henry VI. 


Who, after Edward the third’s Death, reion’a Ki 
‘Till Henry Builingbroke, Duke of Lance. [ters 
The eldeft Son and Heir of ‘fohx of Gaunt, 
"| Crown’d by the Name of Henry the fourth, 
na _ Seiz'd on the Realm, depos’a the rightful King, 

_ Sent his poor Queen to France, from whence fhe came, 

| And him to Pomfret; where, as all you know, 
mM | Harmlefs King Richard wes murthered traiteroufly. 


el | War. Father, the Duke hath told the truth ; 

| Thus got the Houfe of Lancajfer the Crown. : 
York, Which now they hold by force, aad not by right: 

| For Richard, the firft Son’s Heir, being dead, 

| The Iffue of the next Son fhould have reign’d. 


Sal. But William of Hatfield dy’d without an Heir. 
‘ York, The third Son, Duke of Clarence, 
3 From whofe Line I claim the Crown, 
Nits | «Had iffue Philip, a Daughter, 
np! «Who married Edmond Mortimer, Earl of AZarch.' 
| Edmond had Iffue, Roger Earl of March: 
Roger had Iffue, Edweond, Anne, and Eleanor. 


{ness Sal. This Edmond, in the reign of Bullingbrooky 
| As I have read, laid claim unto the Crown, 
ule? And, but for Owen Glendour, had been King; 

. 


l 1_.9,4 


4 = Who kept him in Captivity, till he dy’d. 

Wari | But, to the reft. 
ttl York. His eldeft Sifter, 4zx¢, 
My Mother, being Heir unto the Crowns 
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge, 
! Who was Son to Edmond Langley, 

Edward the third’s fifth Son’s Sons 
wai | By her I elaim the Kingdom: | 
in ee She then was Heir to Rogers Earl of AZarch, 

| Who was the Son of Edmond Moritmers 
Who married Philip, fole Daughter 
a Unto Lionel, Duke of Clarence. 
il So, if the Iffuevof the eldeft Son | 


hy 
ha! 
i 


gull | a 

ti Succeed before the younger, Tam King. = 
War, What plain proceeding 15 more plain than tals ¢ 
) . = ~ 2 ; Yr 2 

bn Henry doth claim the Crown trom Foln of Gaunt, 

HW ‘ ! , e ~ a me | - x 

“ft The fourth Son; York claims it from the tn fa: 


ay 
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Till Lionel’s Uffue fail, he fhould not Reign. 
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Then Father Salisbur}, kneel we t 
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And in this private Plot be we the firft, 
| falute our rightful Soveraign 
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with honou Ir By his Birth-right to the Pacotise 
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ve 
Fick, Ww e thank you, Lords: 
Rut Iam not your King, ’till I be crown’d; 
nigel that my Sword 3e ftain’d 
With Heart-blood of the Houfe of Lancaffer : 
And Pats not fudderly to be perform’d, 
c ice and filent NI: crecy. 
do, in thefe dangerous Days, 
Wink at the Duke of Swffolk's Infolence, 
ord s Pride, at Somerfet’s Ambition, 
At Buckinghans, and all the Crew of them, 
Till they have fnar’c the $ Shepherd of the Flock, 
That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humphry : 
Tis that they feek; znd they, in feeking that, 
Shall find then Deaths, if York, can prophefie, 
Sal, My Lord, hee break we off; we know your Mind 
at full, 
Var. My He art afures me, that the Earl of Warwick 
Shall one day make tie Duke of Yorka King, 
York, An Nevil, his I do affure my felf, 
Richard fhall live to make the Earl of Warwick. 
The greateft Man in England, but the King, | Exewnt. 
Sound Trumpets. Fader King Henry, and State, with 
Guard, to bani fh the Dutchefs. 
K. Heury. Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cobham, 
Glo frer’s Wife: 
In f fight of God, and us, your Guilt is great, 
Receive the fente nee of the Law for fin, 
Such as By. God’s Book are adjudg’d.to death, 
You four fo ym hence to Prifon, back again 
From thence, unto the place of fixccurtnas 
The Witch in Smithfeld fhailbe burn’d to Afhes, 
And you three fhall be ftrangled on the Gallows. 
You Madam, for you are more nobly born, 


Defpoyled of your Honour in your Life, 
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Shall after.three Days open Penance done, 
Live in your Country here, in Banifhment, 
With Sir Fobx Stanley, in the //le of Man. 
Elean. Welcome is Banifhment, welcome were my 
Death. | 
Glo. Eleanor, the Law thou 
I cannot juftific, whom the Law condemns. 
Mine Eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Gricf. 
Ah Humphry, this difhonour in thine Age, 
Will bring thy Head with forrow to the Ground, 
I befeech your Majefty give me leave to go; 


, 


c 
1 i €e3 


et 


5 ee eS Fe 
eft hath judged 
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Sorrow would folace, and mine Age would eafe. 


K. Henry. Stay Humphry, Duke of .Glo’ fter 5 
E'er thou go, give up thy Staff, 
Henry will to himfelf Protector be, 
And God fhall be my Hope, my Stays my Guides 
And Lanthorn to my Feet. 
And goin peace, Humpury, no lefs belov’d, 
Than when thou wert Protector to thy King. 
Q. Mar. I {ee no reafon, why a King of years 
Should be to be protedted like a Child: 
God and King Hexry govern Englana’s Realm: 
Give up your Staff, Sir, and the King his Realm, 
Glo, My Staff? Here, noble Hexry, 1s my Staff: 
As willingly do I the fame refign, 
As eer thy Father Henry made it mine; 
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it, 
As others would ambitioufly receive it. 
Farewel good King; when I am dead and gone, 
May honourable Peace attend thy Throne. | Exit Glo’fter. 
Q. Mar. Why now is Henry King, and AZargaret Queene 
And Humphry, Duke of Glo fter, {carce himfelt, 
That bears fo fhrewd a maim; two Pulls at once; 
His Lady banifh’d, and a Lim’ lopt off, 
This Staff of Honour raughr, there let it {tand, 
Where beft it fits to be, in Henry's Hand. 
Suf. Thus droops this lofty Pine, and hangs his fprayes, 
Thus Eleanor’s Pride dies in her younger days. 
York, Lords, let him go. Pleafe it your Majefty, 
This is the day appointed for the Combate, 
K k b And 
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1480 The Second Part of 


wo] And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 
oats The Armourer and his Man, to enter the Lifts, 
bi So pleafe your Highnefs to behold the Fight. 

PP i “e iF Q. Mar. Ay, "Z00 my Lord; for pur P' ofely therefore 
a, a A eR a Left { the Court, to {ee wvcis Quarrel try’d. 

i i Dias 4 | K, ‘stag A God’s Name fee the he s and all things fit, 
Ree oy Here let them end it, and we defend the right. 

(a Tia a York. I never faw a Fellow worfe beftead, 

TG a aa Or more afraid to fight, than is the Appellant, 

Fae a The Servant of this Armourer, my Lords. 


Ce Hh | Enter at one Door the Armorer and bis Neighbours, drinking 
‘4 F! Hs Ue | to him fo much, that he is drunk; and he enters with a 
bie Heh a a Drum before him, ana his Staff 2% with a Sand-bag faftned 
Y i : ae . £0 if 5 and at the other Door his Maz 5 with a Drum and 
Ws ve | @ Sa A- DAL, ana Prentices Arinking to him. 

| Vy : eee Here, Neig hbour Horzer, 1 drink to you in 
hi Cup of Sack; and fear not, 5, faeaoer you fhalldo well 
fill). Ci 1ough. 

ru 2 Neigh. And here, Neighbour, here’s a Cup of Char- 


. a4 . Mmneco. 

i 3 Neigh. And here’s a Pot of good double Beer; Neigh- 
‘ A 

wy meine a iter drink, and fear not your r Ma 

a ic ect ak Ar we, - Let it come i faith, and I'll pledge you all, and 


& 


¢ “at mys fc i Lér 


Ve 
1 Pren. Here Peter, I drink to thee, and | be not afraid. 
Be merry, Petes, and fas ot thy Mafter; fight 
for the credit of the aes iCeS. 

Peter. I dark youa lls drink, and pray for me, I pray 
you, for I think I have taken my laft Draught in this 
| World. Here ewe: if I die 1g give thee my Apron; and 
a Will, thou fhalt have my Ham rer; and here, Tom, take 
ve a . all the Mony that IT have. O r Fond blefs mc, i prey, God, 
Fa | for I am never able to de eal with my Mafter, he hath learn ‘d 
ee 3 fo much to fence already. 
ae: Sal, Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 
ae re Sirrah, what’s thy Name ? 


ed 
CD 
oa) 


fy Peter. Peter, forfooth. 
a Sal. Peter ? what more 3 
ae | Peter. Thump. 
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ae ae a Sal. Thump 2 Then fee thou thump « 
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King Henry VI. 


‘Arm. Mafters, I am come hither as it were upon my 
Man’s Inftigation, to prove him a Knave, and my felf an 
honeft Man: And touching the Duke of York, L will ‘take 
my Death, I never meant him any ul, nor the Kine northe Wan 
Queen, and therefore Peter have at thee with a downright na 
Blow. ; 
' York. Difpatch, this Knave’s Tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatants. 

[ They fight, ana Peter ftrikes him down, ! it 

Arm. Hold Peter, hold; I confefs, I confefs Treafon. it 

York, Take away his Weapon: Fellow, thank Ged, and | 
the good Wine in thy Matfter’s way. 

Peter. O God, have I overcome mine Enemy in this pre- 
fence? O Peter, thou haft prevail’d in right. 

K. Henry. Go, take hence that ‘Traitor from our fight, 
For by his death we do perceive his guilt. 

And God in Juftice hath reveal’d to us 
The Truth and Innocence of this poor Fellow, 
Which he had thought to have murther’d wrongfully. 
Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward. [ Exeunte 
Enter Duke Humphry ana his Men, in Adourning Cloaks. 
Glo. Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day a Cloud; 
‘And after Summer, evermore fucceeds 
Barren Winter, ‘with his wrathful nipping Cola ; 
So Cares and Joys abound, as Seafons fleet. 
Sirs, what’s a Clock ? 
Sery. Ten, my Lord. | 
Glo. Ten is ‘the hour that was appointed me, cae 
To'watch the coming of my punifh’d Dutchefs: ae 
Unneath may fhe endure the flinty Streets, 
To tread them with her tender-feeling Feet. 

Sweet Well, ill can thy Noble Mind a-breok 

The abject People gazing on thy Face, Mh 

With envious Looks ftill laughing at thy Shame, a 

That erft did follow thy proud €hariot-W heels, alma 

When thou didft ride in Triumph thro’ the Streets. 

But foft, I think fhe comes, and Lill prepare qT 

My Tear-ftain'd Eyes, to fee‘her Miferies. ie Wii (a 

Enter the Dutohe[s ina white Sheet, aua @ Taper burning 
inher Hand, with a Sheriff and Ofpcers. 


Serv. So pleafe your Grace, we'll take her from the ahesié an 
; : 1Qe ij Hh | 
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1482 The Second Part of 


Glo. No, ftir t not for your lives, let her pafs by. 
Elean. Come you, my Lord, to feemy open Shame? 
Now thou doft Penancetoo. Look-how they gaze, 
See how che giddy multitude do point, 
And Ang their Heads, and throw their Eyes on thee. 
Ah Glo'ffer, hide thee from their hateful Loo Ks, 
Aid in ue y Clofet pentup, ruemy Shame, 
And fain our Enemies, both mine and thine. 
Glo. Be patient, gentle Well, forget this Grief, 
Eleax. Ah Gle off her, teach me to for ‘eet my felf s 
For whilft I think bs im thy married Wife, 
And thou a Prince, Protector of this Land, 
Methinks I fhor Id not thus be led along, 
Mail’d up in Shat Dt. wit h Papers on my Back; 
And follow’d with a Rabble, that rejoice 
To fee my Tears, and hear my deep-fet Groans; 
The ruthiefs Flint doth cut my tender Feet, 
And when [ ftart the envious People laugh, 
AS bid me be advifed how I tread. 
Ah Hum phry, can I bear this fhameful Yoak2 
Troweft thou, that e’er PIl look upon the World, 
Or count them happy that enjoy the Sun?2 
Wo: Dark fhall be my Light, and Night my Day. 
To think 1 ipon my Pomp, fhall be my Hell. 
Sometime I'll fay I am Duke Humpln ry’s Wife, 
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land: 
Yet fo he Rul’, and fuch a Prince he was, 
As he ftood by, whilft I, his forlorn Dutchefs, 
Was made a Wonder, and a pointing Srock 
To every idle Rafcal Follower. 
But be thou mild, and blufh not at my Shame; 
Nor ftir at ns othing, till the Axe of Death 
Hang over thee, as fure it fhortly will. 
For Sui] Fol 5 he that can do all in all 
bh ith her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, 
nd York, a: =) impious Beauford, that falfe Prieft, 
Have ali lim’d Bufhes to betray thy Wings, 
And fly thou how thou canft, they'll tangle thee : 
But fear thou not until thy Foot be fhar’d, 
Nor ever feck prevention of thy Foes, 


“elk * j< 





Nina 





~ ‘ ee — “ 
ss oN a ga RY Dae SY = ee ee ee en ee oe — 


SE 


~~ - 


King Henry VI. 1483 
Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimeft all awry. 
I muft offend before I be attainted : 
And had I twenty times fo many Foes, 
And each of them had twenty times their Power, 
All thefe could not procure me any {cathe, 
So long as I am Loyal, True, and Crimelefs. 
Wouldit have me refcue thee frem this Reproach? 
Why yet thy Scandal were not wip’d away, 
But [in danger for the breach of Law. 
Thy greateft help is quiet, gentle Vell: 
I pray thee fort thy Heait to patience, 
Thefe few Days wonder will be quickly worn. 
Enter a Herald. 
Her. I fummon your Grace to his Majefty’s Parliament 
Holden at Bury, the firft of this next Month. 
Glo, And my confent ne’er ask’d herein before ¢ 
This is clofe dealing. Well, I will be there; 
My Well, I take my leave: And Mafter Sheriff, 
Let not her Penance exceed the King’s Commiflion. - 
Sher. And’t pleafe your Grace, here my Commuilnonitays? 
And Sir ‘ohbx Stanly is appointed now, 
To take her with him to the Jfle of Adan 
Glo. Muft you, Sir Fabn, protect my Lady here? 
Stanly. So am I given in charge, may’t pleafe your Grace. 
Glo. Entreat her not the worfe, in that, I pray 
You ufe her well; the World may laugh again, _ 
And I may live to do you kindaefs, if you do it her. 
And fo, Sir Fobz, farewel. 
Elean. What gone, my Lord, and bid me not farewel. 
Glo, Witnefs my Tears, I cannot ftay to fpeak. 
| Exit Gloucefter. 
Elean. Art thou gone too? all Comfort go with thee; 
For none abides with me; my Joy is Death; 
Death, at whofe Name I oft have been afear’d, 
Becaufe I with’d this World’s Eternity. 
Stanly, \ prethee go, and take me hence, 
I care not whither, for I beg no Favour 5 
Only convey me where thou art commanded. 
Stan. Why Madam, that is to the //le of ALan, 
There to be us’d according to your State. 
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1484 the Second Part of 


Elean. That s bad enough, for Tam but Reproach s 
And fhall I then be us a eee 

Stane No; like a Dutchefs, and Duke Hunphry’s Lady, 
According to that State you inet be us’d. 

trer, than I, fire, 

Although thou haft been Condua of t my Shime, 

Shere It is my Otnc Paar 3 Madam, pardon me. 

Elean. AY; Y, farew rel, ¥ Office is difckarg’d. 
Come Stauly, thall we p02 

Stan. Madam, your Penance done, 
Throw off this Sheet, 
And go we to attire you for our Journey. 
Elean. My Shame wiill not be fhifted with mySheet: 
No, it will hang upon my richelt Robes, 
ind thew it felf, attire me how I can. 
Go, lead the way, I long to fee my Prifon, | Exeunt, 
Enter King Henry, Oueen, Ca ‘dinal, Suftollk, York, Bucks 

C 


Roti Asse PRAVi iil aré WV | 
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ee 
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ingham, | Salisbury avd Wat ‘wick, 20 the Parliament. 
K, Henry. I mufe my L ord of Glo’/fer 1s no; come: 
°Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft Man, 
Whate’er occafion keeps him from us now. 
QO. Mar. Can you not fee? or will ye not cbferve 
The “ftrangenel of his alter’>d Countenance 2 
With what a Majefty he bears himfelf, 
How infolenca of late he is become, 
How proud, how peremptory and unlike himlelf ! 
We know the time fince he was Mild and Affable, 
And if we did butglance a far-off Look, 
Immedt lately he was upon his Knee, 
That all the Court admir’d him for Submiffien. 
But meet him now, and be it inthe Morn, 
When every one will give the time of Day, 
He knits his Brow, and fhews an angry Eye, 
And p: res by with {tiff unl bowed Knee 
{da MT ¢ Duty that to ust belongs : 
Small Cu urs are not regardc d when “thi ey grin, 
But Great Men tremble when the Lion roars, 
And Humphry is no i le Man in England. 
Fi ft nore, that he is near you in Defcent, 
And fhould you fall, he is the next will mourt. 
Me feemeth then, it is no Policy, 
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King Henry. VI. 1484 
r Lit o / ih 
as Refpecting what 2 Rancorous Mind he bears, 
And his advantage following your deceafe, 
That he fhould come about your Royal Perfon, 
: Or be admitted to your Highnefs Council. 
4 By Flattery hath he won the Commons Hearts: 
7 And when he pleafe to make Commotion, 
Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him. 
Now ’tis the Spring, and Weeds are fhallow rooted; 
Suffer them now, and they’llo’er-grow the Garden; 
nA | And choak the Herbs for want of Husbandry. 
i The reverent Care I bear unto my Lord, 
Made me colle& thefe dangers in the Duke. 
e, Tf it be fond, call it a Woman’s fear: 
Bi Which fear, if better Reafons can fupplant, 
Yon I will fabfcribe, and fay I wrong’d the Duke. 
£4 | My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham, and Yorks 
come: : : 


Reprove my Allegation, if you can, 
Or elfe conclude my Words effectual. 
Suf. Wellhach your Highnefs feen into this Duke : 
fer And had I farft been’put to {peak my Mind, 
T think £ fhould have told your Grace’s Tale. 
The Dutchefs, by his Subornation, 
Upon my Life began her devilifh Practices = 








att Or if he were hot privy to thefe Faults, 
an Yet by repeating of this high Defcent; 


Aé next the King, he was fucceflive Heir, 

And fuch high Vaunts of his Nobility, 
h Did inftigate the Bedlam brain-fick Dutchels, 
By wicked means to frame our Sovereign’s Fall, 
Smooth runs the Water where the Brook is deep» 
And in his fimple fhew he harbours Treafon. 
The Fox barks not when he would {teal the Lamb. 


No, no, my Sovereign, Glo fter is a Man 
Unfounded yet, and full of deep Deceit. 
Car. Did he not, contrary. to form of Law, 
Devife range Deaths, for fall Offences done? 
Torr. d did he not,: in his Protectorfhip, 
Levy : foams of Mony through the Realms 
For | pay in France, and never fent 1t? 
pee By means which the Towns each day revolted. 
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1486 The Second Part of 


Buck. Tut, thefe are petty faults to faults unkown} 
Which time will bring to light in fmooth Duke Humphry, 
K. Henry, My Lords at once; the care you have of us; 
To mow down Thorns that would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy Praife; but fhall I {peak my Confcience, 
Our Kinfman Glo’ fer is as innocent 
From meaning Treafon to our Royal Perfon, 
As is the fucking Lamb; or harmlcfs Dove: 
The Duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given; 
To dream on Evil, or to work my Downfal. 
_ Q. Mar. Ah! what’s more dangerous, than this fond affi2 
Seems hea Dove? His Feathers are but borrow’d, | anceé 
For he is difpofed as the hateful Raven. 
Is he a Lamb? His Skin was furely lent him, 
For he’s inclin’d as is the ravenous Wolf, 
Who cannot fteal a fhape that means deceit 2 
Take heed; my Lord, the welfare of us all, 
Hangs on the cutting fhort that fraudful Man. 
Enter Somerfet. 
Som. All Health unto my gracious Sovereigns 
K. Henry. Welcome, Lord Somerfet;what News fromFrance? 
Som. That all our Intereft in thofe Territories, 
fs utterly bereft you; all is loft: [ done; 
K. Henry. Cold News Lord Somerfet; but God’s Will be 
York. Cold News forme; for I had hope of France, 
As firmly as I hop’d for fertile Exgland. 
Thus are my Bloffoms blafted in the Bud, 
And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away. 
But I will remedy this gear e’er long, 
Or fell my Title for a glorious Grave, | Afide. 
Enter Gloucetter, 
Glo. All happinefs unto my Lord the Kin 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ftaid fo long, 
Suf. Nay, Glo’fter, know that thou art come too {oom} 
Unlefs thou wert more Loyal than thou art; 
I do arreft thee of High Treafon here. 
Glo. Well Suffolk, yet thou fhalt not fee me bluth; 
Nor change my Countenance for this ArreR: 
A Heart unfported is not eafily daunted. 
The pureft Spring is noc fo free from Mud; 
As I am clear from Treafon to my Sovereigns 
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King Henry VI. 1487 


Who can accufe me? wherein am I guilty ? 
York. Tis thought, my Lord, 
That you took Bribes of France, 
And being Protector, {taid the Soldiers Pay, 
By means whereof his Highnefs hath loft France. 
Glo, Is it but thought fo2 
What are they that think it 2 
I never robb’d the Soldiers of their Pay, 
Nor never had one penny Bribe from France. 
So help me God, as I have watch’d the Night, 
Ay, Night by Night, in ftudying good for England. 
That Doit that e’er I wrefted from the King, 
Or any Groat I hoarded to my ufe, 
Be brought againft me at my Trial day. 
No; many a Pound of my own proper ftore, 
Becaufe I would not tax the needy Commons, 
Have I disburfed to the Garrifons, 
And never ask’d for Reftitution. 
Car. It ferves you well, my Lord, to fay fo much, 
Glo. 1 fay no more than Truth, fo help me God. 
York. In your Protectorfhip you did devife 
Strange Tortures for Offenders, never heard of, 
That England was defam'd by Tyranny. 
Glo. Why ’tis well known, that whiles I was Protector, 
Pity was all che fault rhat was in me: 
For [ fhould melt at an Offender’s Tears, 
And lowly Words were ranfom for their fault: 
Unlefs it were a bloody Murtherer, 
Or foul felonious Thief, that fleec’d poor Paflengers, 
I never gave them condign Punifhment. 
Miurther indeed, that bloody Sin, I tortur’d 
Above the Felon, or what Trefpafs elfe. 
Sf. My Lord, thefe faults are eafie, quickly anfwer'd + 
ightier Crimes are laid unto your Charges 
W hereof you cannot eafily purge your felf. 
itréft you in his Highnefs Name, 
ere commit you to my Lord Cardinal 
», until your further time of Trial. : 
“ry, My Lord of Glofeer, tis my {pectal hope; 
‘ill clear your felf from all fufpicion, 
ace tells me you are Innocent. 
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hai ahh 1488 The Secona Part of 


i Hie Glo. Ah erac ‘tous Lord, thefe days are da inZerous: eq the W! 
Re Am eee IS A aka ‘dv with foul Ambition, el fuch 
i 4 hi | t And Charit y Cc! d hence by Rancor s Hand; Hell w 
NAR vik | Foul Subornation 1s predo ymunan ‘Crdinal, 
AM in if And Equity exil'd r Highnefs Land. “§ SIS, tal 
uN i I know, Ae Com) : lot is tohave my Lite: j AD, TU 
a ; agit And ij y Deat h might make this ifla nd happy; a Leg 

"4 iN > . And ars tne I rf riod of their T VY ranpys athe She 
Fad! | fi | I would expend it wita ail willingnefs. ‘Wolves at 
Rate: HF But mine is made the P, rologue to their Play : : way fe 
ie it ae q For thoufands more, that yet fulpect no peril, wn King 
‘iat ral. ; Will net co iciude their eee T rag edy. Hy, M 
i | i ey | Beauford’s red {parkling o Eyes blab his Heart’ s malice; nda, 25 

Byatt, et ha And Sz folk’ s cloudy Brow his ftormy hate; dla, W 
Diag Sharp Backingham unburthens with his Tongue lan. As 
WGN Je: ae The envious load that lyes upon his Heart: ood fy 


Bo cee te And dogged York, that reaches at the Moon, hay roun 
Ma | | 3 | W hofe over- WwW eening Arm I have pluck’d backs et mor 
Oe a By falfe e accufe doth level at my Life. hi, Hy 
a And 1, my Sovereign Lady, with the reft, Moo E 
A ee Caufele 6 iia laid Difgraces on my Head, 200d 
Rh aie “ 


V 


; } : ny | 
a ri And with your beft endeavour have f{tirr'd u yi 
| ‘4 é eet tt] pa 
i iy My iti Liege to be mine Enemy: : 


ie Ay; 3 ll of you have laid your Heads together, 
7, My fel had notice of your Conventicles, 
fF And all to make away my guiltlefs Life. tend 
I fhal! not want falfe Witnels to condemn me, athe Ba 
Nor ftore of Treafons to augment my Guilt: lath’ 
The ancient Proverb will be well effected, : 
tele ae AA Staff is quickly found to beat a Dog. 
i | Care My Liege; his railing 1s intolerable. Leh 
If thofe that care to keep your Royal Perfon 
‘ee From Treafon’ s feeret Knife, and Traitor’s Rape} 
ae mente a Be thus 1 upbraided, chid and rated at, 
es a And the Offender granted fcope of Speech, 
ea te ‘Twill make them cool in Zeal, unto your Grace. tas 
ie a ct Sy é me ‘- . nh 
— sf. Hath he not twit out Sovereign Lady here 
aah With ignominious Words, though Clarkly coucht? 
Ba ha As if fhe had fuborned fome to fwear hee 
ie bt ee Falfe Allegations to o’erthrow his Strate: , i 
1 A Q. Mar. But I can give the Lofer leavé to chide. “WM, 


i 
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King Henry VI. 1489 


Glo, Far truer {poke than meant; I lofe indeed, 
Befhrew the winners, for they play’d me falfe 5 
And wellfuch Lofers may have leave to {peak. 

: Buck, He'll wreft the fenfe, and hold us here all day. 
Lord Cardinal, he is your Prifoner. 
Car. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure. 

a Glo, Ah, thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 
MY Before his Legs be firm to bear his Body ; 

Thus is the Shepherd beaten from thy fide, 
And Wolves are gnarling, who fhall gnaw thee firft. 
Ah that my fear were falfe, ah that it were; 


TOUS; 


For good King Henry, thy Decay I fear. [ Exit. 
K, Henry. My Lords, what to your Wifdom feemeth beft, 
malic Do or undo, as if our felf were here. 
Q. Mar. What, will your Highnefs leave the Parliament ? 
I K, Henry. Ay Adargaret: My Heart is drown'd with Grief, 


Whofe Flood begins to flow within my Eyes; 
| My Body round engirt with Mifery ; 

i) | | For what’s.more miferable than Difcontent 2 
Ah Uncle, Humphry, in thy Face I fee 

The Map of Honour, Truth, and Loyalty: 
And yet, good Humphry, is the hour to come, 


That e’er I prov’d thee falfe, or fear’d thy Faith. 
ay , 
| What lowring Star now envies thy eftate? 
That thefe great Lords, and AZargaret our Queen, 


Do feek fubverfion of thy harmlefs Life, 

That never didft them wrong, nor no Man wrong: 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calf, 

And binds the Wretch, and beats it when it ftrays, 

Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houfe ; 

Even fo remorflefs have they born him hence: 

And as the Dam runs lowing up and down, 

Looking the way ‘her harmlefs young one went, 

ee And can do nought but wail her Darling’s lofs 5 

hgh Even fo my felf bewails good Glo’/ter’s cafe, | 
With fad unhelpful Tears; and with dim’d Eyes, 
Look after him, and cannot do him good: 


- So mighty are his vowed Enemics. 

et His Fortunes I will weep, and ’twixt each Groan, fe 

tt Say, who’s a Traitor? Gle’/fer he 1s none. | Exit. 
Vor, III. Ll Q. Mar. 











1490 The Second Pari of 


Q. Mar. Free Lords: 
Cola Snow melts with the Sun’s hot Beams, 
Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Affairs, 

Too full of foolith pity ; sna Glo’ fter’s fhew 

Beguiles him, as the mourntul Crocodile 

With forrow {nares relenting Paffengers: 

= as the Snake, roll’d in a flowry Bank, 

Vith fhining checker’d Slough, doth fting a Child, 
+ hat for the Beauty thinks it excellent. 

Believe me, Lords, were none more wife than I, 

And yet ere ein I judge my own Wit good, 

This Glo’Per fhould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid us arin the fear we have of him. 

Car. That he fhould die, is worthy policy, 

But yet we want a colour for his Death: 

Tis meet he be condemn’d by courfe of Law. 

Suf. But in my Mind, that were no policy; 

The King will labour {till to fave his Life, 

The Commons haply. rife to fave his Life; 

And ye we te but trivial Argument, 

More than Miftru it, dad beccclsbas worthy Death. 
Yor e s »that by this, you would not have him die, 
Suf. Ah York, no Ma valive, fo fain asI. 

York. se is York that hath more reafon for his Death. 
But my Lord Cue dinal, and you my Lordof Suffolk, 
Say as you think, and fpeak it from your Souls: 
Wer't not all one, an empty Eagle were fet 
To ‘guard the Chicken from a hungry Kite 
As place Duke Humphry for the King’s Protector? 

Q. Mar. So the poor Chicken fhould be fure of Death. 

Safa Madam, ° tis true; and wer t not madnefsthen, 
To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold 2 
Who being accus’d a ate Murtherer, 

His Guilt fhould be but idly pofted over, 

Becaufe his purpofe is not executed. 

No; let him die, im that he ts a Fox, 

By Nature prov’d an Enemy to the Flock, 

Before his Chaps be ftain’d with Crimfon Blood, 

As Humphry prov’d by Reafons to my Liege. 

And do not ftand on Quillets how to ilay him : : 

Be it by Ginns, by Snares, by Subtilty, 
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Sleebing, or waking, ‘tis no matter how, 
So he be dead; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firft, thae firft intends deceit. 
Q. Mar. Thrice noble Suffolk, ’tis refolutely fpoke. 
Sufs Net refolute, except fo much were done ; 
For things are often fpoke, and feldom meant ; 
But that my Heart accordeth with my Tongue; 
Seeing the deed is meritorious; as 
And to preferve my Sovereign from his Foe, 
Say but the word; and I will be his Priett. oa 
« Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Swfolk, 
E’er you can take due Orders fora Prieft: 
Say you confent, and cénfure well the Deed, 
And I'll provide his Executioner, 


‘I tender fo the faféty of my Liege. 


Saf. Here ismy Hand, the Deed is worthy doing. 
Q. Mar. And fo fay I. 
. York, And 1; and now we three have {poke ir, 
It skills not greatly who impugns our doom. 
Enter a Poft. 
Poff. Great Lords, from Jreland am I come amain 
To fignifie that Rebels there are up; 
And put the Exglifbmen unto the Sword ; 
Send Succours, Lords, and ftop the Rage betime, 
Before the Wound do grow incurable; 
For being green, there is great hope of help. 
. Car. A Breach that craves a quick expedient ftop. 
What Counfel give you in this weighty Caufe? 
York. That Somerfer be fent a Regent thither: 
‘Tis meet the lucky Ruler be imploy’d, 


— Witnefs the Fortune he hath had in Frazce. 


Som. If York, with all his far-fet Policy, 
Had been the Regént there, inftead of me; 

e never would have ftaid in Frawcé fo long. 
_ York, No} not to lofe it all, as thou, haft done. 
Trather would have loft my Life betimes, 
Than bring a burthen of Difhionour home, 
By ftaying there { long, ’till all were loft. 
Shew me oné Scar character’d on thy Skin: — 
Mens Flefti preferv'd fo whole, do feldom win. _ 


King Henry VI. r4gt 
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(3 OQ. Mar. Nay then, this fpark will prove a raging Fire, a 
i Tf Wind and Fuel be brought to feea it with: Lah 
Ht No more, good York ; fweet Somerfet be itill. , ag 
ee bis hi Thy fortune, York, hadft thou been Regent there, mt 
mY nity a Might haply have prov d far worfe than his. i) 
ah aay \ York. W hat, worfe than naught é nays then a fhame take ut Ma 
ee ue | Som. And in the number, thee that wifheft Shame, | all. ull ae 
a) a AGW LIE Car. My Lord of York, try what your Fortune 1S. it UP 
Wa tae ne Th uncivil Kerns of Jreland are 10 Arms, nw Cer 
i ae ih : And temper Clay’ with Blood of Englifbmen. cael 
Mie Fela shal To Ireland will you lead a Band of Men, uke gol 
AEG Na} Colle&ed choicely, from each Country fome, 4 
iid Sag ESM And try your hap again{t the Lri/hmen ¢ eT 
Sa Rena! York, Iwill, my Lord, fo pleafe his Majefty. dora 
OG aga Suf. Why, our Authority is his Confent; a auc 
OO te: qa And what we do eftablith he confirms ; Cle of 
i AR HS cea Then, Noble York, take thou this task in hand. ult Co 
URN Ny eg: | York. I am content: Provide me Soldiers, Lords. dete T 
(ME ee Whiles I take Order for mine own A fairs. dad Da 


iB ni ey Ay i : ? 2 3 
Aine ea Suf. A charge, Lord York, that I willfee periorm d. ween 


| 
Rae i} But now return we to the falfe Duke Humphry. ; Wioueht J 
Lis Gaara Cur. No more of him; for! will deal with him, molt 
Hae eae d That henceforth he fhall trouble us no more: inthe 
weet And fo break off, the Day is almoft {fpent, QCD Ul 


_ 4 Peter Lord Suffolk, you a! d I muft talk of that Event. 
Ha: York. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen Days lite Ii 
At Briffel | expe my Soldiers, chhe con 
| For there I'll Ship them all for Ireland. g “undifen 

Saf. I'll fee it truly done, my Lord of York. | Exéunt. Abren 


Manet York. 


i York. Now York, or never, fteel chy fearful Thoughts, ha 
a | And change Mifdoubt to Refolution: en 
. 44 ; “tay If} 
ie | Be that thou hop’ft to be, or what thou art det 
, ae ae ae : h ly’ ae ‘ - If 

IO 2 Refign to Death, it is not worth th, enjoying § "oa 

ti) at ; 5 . wiv) 

i. Let pale-fac’d Fear keep with the mean-born Man, nehen 
oe mighty And find no harbour in a Royal Heart. ss io 

Oe Fafter than Spring-time fhowers, comes thought on thoughts iy. 
< Make | 


ated cuit And not athought, but thinks:on Dignity. Dh he 

Me py My Brain, more bufie than the labouring Spider; Wy he 

11 ae RB a a : : ys) 

Rs) at Weaves tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. Ne 
dt | 
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Re a Well Nobles, well; ’tis politickly done, = 
Bah hat Ht . - ] 
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King Henry VI. 


To fend me packing with an Holt of Men: 

I fear me, you but warm the ftarved Snake, 

Who cherifh’d in yourBreatts, will {ting your Hearts. 
Twas Men I lack’é, and you will give them me; 
I take it kindly; yet be wel affur'’d, 

You put fharp Weapons in a mad Man’s Hands. 
Whilft I in Zreland nourifh a mighty Band, 

I will ftir up in England fome black Storm, 

Shall blow ten thoufand Souls to Ficaven or Hell: 
And this fell Tempeft fhall not ceafe to rage, 

Until the golden Circuit on my Head 

Like to the glorious Sun’s tranfparent Beams, 

Do calm the fury of this mad-brain’d Flaw. 

And for aMinifter of my intent, 

I have feduc’d a headftrong Kentifh Man, 

Fohn Cade ot Afbford, 

To> make Commotion, as full well he can, 

Under the Title of Fohn Afortimer. 

Tn Ireland have I feen this ftubborn Cade 

Oppole himfelf again{t a Troop of Kerns, 

And fought fo long, “till chat his Thighs with Darts 
Were almoft like a fharp-quill'd Porcupine : 

And in the end being refcued, I have feen 

Him caper uprighr, like a wild Morifco, 

Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 

Ful! often, like a fhag-hair’d crafty Kern, 

Hath he converfed with the Enemy, 

And undifcovered come to me again, 

And given me notice of their Villanies. 

This Devil, here, fhall be my Subftitute ; 

For that Fohn Aortimer, which is now dead, 

In Face, in Gate, in Speech he doth refemble. 

By this I fhall perceive the Commons Mind, — 
How they affe&t the Houfe and Claim of York. 

Say he be taken, rack’d and tortured ; 

I know no pain they can inflict upon him, 
Will make him fay, I mov’d him fo thofe Arms. 
Say that he thrive, as ‘tis great like he will, 
Why then from Ireland come I with my ftrength, 
And reap the Haiveft which that Rafcal fow'd : 
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F or Humphry being dead, as he fhall be, 


And Henry put a-part 5 the next for me. | Exit. 
-E uter two or three YH} ning over the Orage; from bi ea 
ther of > Duke Reighhs 

» Runto my Lord of Swffolk; let him know 
We ine ditpatch’ d the Duke, as “he commanded. 
2. Oh that it were to do: What have we done? 
Didit {t ever hear a Man fo penitentr2 | 
Exter Suffolk. 
I. Ser co my Lord. 
Si : Now, irs » have y ou difpatcht this thing? 
¥7 * hy, my good Lord, he’s dead. 
Saf, Why, that’s well faid. Go, get you tomy Houle, 
will reward you for this venturous Deed: 
The King ee all the Peers are here at hand. 
Have you laid fair the Bed? are all things well, 
According as I gave Directions ? 
¥ in my good Lord. 

Su ie way, be gone. | Exeunt. 
Spee King Henry, the Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk. So- 
merfet, wit uth Attendants. 

K, Henvy. Go call our Uncle to our prefence ftraight: 
Say we inten Ad to ay his Grace to day, 
It he be guut s ‘tis publifhed. 
Swf. Uile ‘i ew prefently, my Noble Lord. | Exit. 
K. Henry. Lords take your Places ;sand I pray you a all 
Proceed no {ftraiter *gainft our Ui ep Glo’fter, 
Than from true evidence of good efteem, 
He be approv’d in practice culpable. 
Q. Mar. God forbid any Malice fhould prevaii, 
Thar fauitlefs may condemn a Nobleman: | 
Pray God he may acquit him of Sufpicion. 
K, Henry. Eth iank thee Well, thefe Words content me much. 
Enter Su suffolk. 
How now? why look’ft thou pale? why trembleft tho 
Where is our Unkle? what’s the matter, Suffolk Q 
S#f. Dead inhis Bed, my Lord, Glo’/fer 1s dead. 
Q. Afar. Marry God forfend. 
Car. God! s fecret Jud ement: I did dréam to Night, 
The Duke was dumb, and couldnog {peak a word. [X. /avoons, 
O. Mar. How fares my Lord ? ? Help Lords, the King is dead. 
Som. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Nole. _Q. Mar. 
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King Henry VI. 


Q. Mar. Ruo, go, help, help: Oh Henry, ope thine Eyes. 


Sj. He doth revive again, Madam be patient. 
K. Henry. Oh Heavenly God! 
Q. Mar. How fares my gracious Lord? 


Suf. Comfort my Sovereign, eracious Henry comfort. 
K. Henry. What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort me 2 
Came he right now to fing a Raven's Note, 


Whofe difmal tune bereft my vital Powers: 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a Wren, 
By crying Comfort from a hollow Brealt, 

Can chafe away the firft conceived found ¢ 
Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugar'd Words, 
Lay not thy Hands on me; forbear, I fay, 
Their touch affrights me as a Serpent's iting. 
Thou baleful Meffenger, out of my fight: 
Upon thy Eye-balls murderous Tyranoy 

Sits in grim Majefty, to fright the World. 
Look not upon me, for thine Eyes are wounding ; 
Yet do not go away; come, Zafilisks 

And kill the innocent Gazer with thy fight: 
For in the fhade of Death, I fhall find Joy; 
In life, but double death, now Glo’/fer’s dead. 


Q. Mar, Why do yourate my Lord of Suffolk thus? 


Although the Duke was Enemy to him, 

Yet he moft Chriftian-like laments his Death; 

And for my felf, Foe™#s he was to. me, 

Might liquid Tears, or heart-offending Groans, 

O; blood-confiiming fighs recal his Life; 

I would be blind with weeping, fick with Groans, 

Look pale as Pimrofe, with blood-drinking fighs, 

Ard all to have the Noble Duke alive. 

What know I how the World may deem of me? 

For it is known we were but hollow Friends: 

It may be judg’d I made the Duke away, 

So fha!l my Name with Sia rder’s 

And Princes Courts be filled with Reproach: 

This get I by his death: Aye meunhappys 

To be a Queen, and crown’d with Infamy. 
K. Henry. Ah woe is me 
Q. Mar. Be woe for m2, 

W hart, doft thou turn away and hide thy Face$ 
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His ia 
ay) Tam no loathfome Leper, look on me. 
rae tt What, art thou like an Adder waxen deaf ? 
AE AN th Be poyfonous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 
We ee Is all thy Comfort fhut. in Glo’fter’ s Tomb? 
Se a Why then Dame AZargaret was ne'er thy Joy- 
MEER ail | |. Ereé& his Statue, and do:worfhip to it, 
Re ee) | And make my Image but an Ale-houfe fign. 
ee i.) Mal | Was I for this nigh wreckt upon the Sea, 
i a And twice by aukward Wind from Exgland’s Bank 
i) 0 a Drove back again unto my Native Clime 2 
ial Vol What boaded this? but well fore-warning Wind 
Rays aa eh Did feem to fay, Seck not a Scorpion’ s Nett, 
(a Nor fet a footing on this unkind Shoar, 
WM Misa What did I then 2 but curft the gentle guits, 
Si AN Re And he that loos’d them from their Brazen Caves, 
Me ae ay ie And bid them blow towards Exglana’s bleffed fhoar, 
it AE: “t Or turn our Stern upon a dreadful Rock: 
i laa Yet e£olus would not be a Murtherer, 
ve Fate as But left chat hateful Office unto thee. 
Pa lt The pretty vaulting Sea refus’d to drown me, 
eal Knowing that thou wouldft have me drown'd on fhoar 
Bae ae agian 4 With Tears as falt asSea, through thy unkindnefs. 
ArT he The {plitting Rocks cower’d in the finking Sands, 
Wa Na, And would not dafh me with their ragged fides, 


hanes ta Becaufe thy flinty Heart, more hard than they, 

7 a Laat Might in thy Palace pertth A4Zargaret: 

an aah As far as I could ken th ry Chalky Cliffs, 

Be ry ie When from thy fhoar the Tempett beat us back, 
| I ftood upon the Hatches in the Storm, 

And when the dusky Sky began torob 


Ve } My earneft gaping ficht of the Land’s view, 
Rien I took a coltly Jewel from my Neck, 
Beek aid A Heart it was, bound in with Diamonds, 
Tea And threw it comet thy Land; the Sea receiv’d it, 
ey at And fo I wifh’d thy Body might my Heart: 

; i eR Age And even with this E loft fair “England's view, 

2 nye nea And bid mine Eyes be packing with my Heart, 

e ye me He And call’d them blind and dusky SpeGacles, 


he " i \. \ For lofing ken of -Albion’s wifhed Coatt. 
Cal ee tal How often have I tempted Suffolk's Tongue 


4 a a a (The Agent of thy foul Inconftancy/) 
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King Henry VI. 


To fit and watch me, as 4/canins did, 
When he to madding Dido would unfold 
His Father’s Acts, commenc’d in burning Troy, 
Am I not witcht like her? or thou not falfe like him? 
Ah me, I can no more: Dye AZargaret, 
For Henry weeps, that thou did{t live fo long. 
Noife within. Enter Warwick, and many Commons. 
War. It is reported, mighty Sovereign, 
That good Duke Humphry traiteroufly is murther’d 
By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beaxfora’s means : 
The Commons, like an angry hive of Bees 
That want their Leader, fcatter up and down, 
And care not who they {ting in his revenge. 
My felf have calm’d their fpleentul Mutiny, 
Until they hear the order of his Death. 
K, Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick, tis too true, 
But how he died, God knows, not Henry: 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathlefs Corps, 
And comment then upon his fudden Death. 
War. That I fhall do, my Liege: Stay, Salisbury, 
With the rude Multitude, ’till I return. 
K. Henry. O thou that judgeft all things, {tay my Thoughts; 
My Thoughts, that labour to perfuade my Soul, 
Some violent Hands were laid on Humphry’s Life: 
If my fufpect be falfe, forgive me God, 
For Judgment only doth belong to thee. 
Fain would I go to chafe his paly Lips, 
With twenty thoufand Kiffes, and to drain 
Upon his Face an Ocean of falt Tears, 
To tell my Love unto his dumb deaf Trunk, 
And with my Fingers feel his Hand unfeeling : 
But all in vain are thefe mean Obfequies. 
[ Bed with Glo’fter’s Body put forth. 
And to furvey his dead and earthly Image: 
What were it but to make my Sorrow greater¢ 
War. Come hither, gracious Sovereign, view this Body. 
K. Henry. That is to fee how deep my Grave is made: 
For with his Soul fled all my worldly folace; 
For feeing him, I fee my Life is Death, _ 
War. As furely as my Soulintends tolive 
With that dread King that took our ftate upon him, 
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To free us from his Father’s wrathful Curfe, 
I do believe that violent Hands were laid 
Upon the Life of this thrice-famed Duke. 
Suf. A dreadful Oath, fworn with a folemn Tongue: 

What inftance gives Lord Warwick for his Vow? 

War. See how the Blood is fettled in his Face. 
Oft have I feen a timely parted Ghoft, 
Of afhy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlefs, 
Being all defcended to the labouring Heart, 
Who in the Conflict that it holds with Death, 
Attraéts the fame for aidance ’gainft the Enemy, 
Which with the Heart there cools, and ne’er returneth 
To blufh and beautify the Cheek again. 
But fee, his Face is black, and full of Blood, 
His Eyeeballs further out, than when he lived, 
Staring full gaftly, like a {trangled Man; 
His Hair up rear’d, his Noftrils ftretch’d with ftrugling, 
His Hands abroad difplay’d, as one that grafpt 
And tuge’d for Life, and was by ftrength fubdued. 
Look on the Sheets, his Hair, you fee, is {ticking ; 
His well-proportior’d Beard, made rough and rugged, 
E.ike to the Summer’s Corn by Tempett lodged: 
It cannot be but he was murdered here, 
The leaft of all thefe figns were probable. 

Suf. Why Warwick, who fhould do the Duke to death? 
My felf and Beauford had him in protection, 
And we, I hope, Sirs, are no Murtherers. 

War. Butboth of you have vow’d Duke Humphry’s death ; 
And you, forfooth, had the good Duke to keep: 
Tis like you would not feaft him like a Friend, 
And ’tis well feen he found an Enemy. 

Q. Mar. Then you belike fufpect thefe Noblemen, 
As guilty of Duke Humpbry’s timelefs death. 

War. Who finds the Heiter dead, and bleeding frefh, 
And fees faft by a Butcher with an Ax, 
But will fufpect ’twas-he that made the flaughter? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttock’s Neft, 
But may imagine how the Bird was dead, 
Although the Kite foar with unbloodied Beak? 
Even fo fufpicious is this Tragedy. 
See | Q. Adore 
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King Henry VI. 1499 


Q. Mar. Are youthe Butcher, Suffolk? where’s the Knife 2 
Is Beauford term d a Kite? where are his ‘Lallons? 
' Swf. Lwear no Knife, to flaughter flecping Men, 
But here’s a vengeful Sword, rufted with eafe, — 
That fhall be fcoured in his rancorous Heart, 
That {landers me with Murther’s Crimfon Badge. 
Say, if thou dar’ft, proud Lord of Warwickshire, 
That 1 am faulty in Duke Humphry’s death. 
War. What dares not Warwick, it falfe Suffolk dare him. 
Q. Mar. He dare not calm his contumelious Spirit, 
3 No: ceafe to be an arrogant Controller, 
i Tho’ Suffolk dare him twenty thonfand times. 
War. Madam be ftill; with reverence may I fay, 
For every word you fpeak in his behalf, 
Is flander to your Royal Dignity. 


Toe: 
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: Suf. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanour, 
| Tf ever Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much, 
ni Thy Mother took into her blameful Bed 
: Some ftern untutor’d Churl ; and noble Stock 
di) | © Was graft with Crab-tree flip, whofe Fruit thou art, 
ng And never of the evil’s Noble Race. 
upg War. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 


And I fhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand Shames, 
iy And that my Sovercign’s prefence makes me mild, 
uke tt I would, falfe murd’rous Coward, on thy Kaee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy pafled Speech, 
And fay, it wasthy Mother that thou meant {lt 5 





QO. Mar 
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ym That thou thy felf waft born in Baftardy : 
nT And after all this fearful Homage done, 
d Give thee thy hire, and fend thy Soul to Hell, 
Pernicious Blood fucker of fleeping Men. 
bleh Suf.*Thou fhalt be waking, while! thed thy Blood. 
If from this prefence thou dar'ft go with me. 
ig fs War. Away even now, or I will drag thee hence; 
Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thee, 
jet And do fome férvice to Duke Humphrys Ghokt. [Exeunt. 
"K. Henry, What {tronger Breaft-place than a Fieart untainted 2 
; Thrice is he arm’d, that hath his Quarrel jut ; 
; And he but naked, though lockt up 19 Stecl, ate 
, Whofe Confcience with Injuftice is cor rupted. | A noife withir. 
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1500 The Second Part of 
QO. Mar. What noife is this? how How 
“Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their Weapons drawn. oj} the hi 
K. Henry. Why how now, Lords? he W 
Your wrathfal Weapons drawn, maf 
Here in our prefence! Dare you be fo bold 2 thy, At 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here 2 
Suf. The trait’rous Warwick with the Men of Bary, Hy 
Set all upon me, mighty Sovereign. bl the 
Enter Salisbury. dd To 
Sal. Sirs, ftand apart, the King fhall know your Mind. ie MY 
Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me, hance 
Unlefs Lord Suffolk ftraight be put to death,  therefo 
Or banifhed fair Exgland’s Territories, ule fae 
They will by violence tear him from your Palace, thal not 
And torture him with grievous lingring death. three D 
They fay, by him the good Duke Humphry dy‘d ; lle, 
They fay, in him they fear your Highnefs death; (Hoy, 
And mere inftinét of Love and Loyalty, noe, 
Free from a ftubborn oppofite intent, hy vit 
As being thought to contradi@ your liking, AT but £ 
Makes them thus forward in his Banifhment. lyvhen I 
They fay, in care of your moft Royal Perfon, fe thre 
That if your Highnefs fhould intend to. fleep, hav org 
And charge that no Man fhould difturb your reft, Vol 
In pain of your diflike, or pain of death; ite Hon 
Yet notwithftanding fuch a ftrange Edict, bree 
Where there is a Serpent feen with forked Tongue, Me 
That flyly glided towards your Majefty, asi 
It were but neceflary you were wak’d; Dy 
Left being fuffer’d in that harmlefs flumber, lees ty 
The mortal Worm might make the Sleep Eternal: bie 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, i Ce 
That they will guard you whe’re you will or no, bile 
From fuch fell Serpents as falfe Suffolk 1s; " 
With whofe invenomed and fatal {ting, ion 
Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth, ary 
They fay, is fhamefully bereft of Life. | Salisbury. be 
Commons within. An Anfwer from the King, my Lord of nl 
Suf. ’Tis like the Commons, rude unpolifht Hinds, ald 
Could fend fuch Meffage to their Sovereign: Ney 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ’d, in 
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To fhew how queint an Orator you are. 

But all the honour Salisbury hath won, 

Is, that he was the Lord Ambaffador 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King. 
Within. An anfwer from the King, or we will all break 

in. 
K. Henry. Go Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 

I thank them for their tender loving care; 

And had I not been cited fo by them, 

Yet fure my Thoughts do hourly prophefie 

Mifchance unto my State by Suffolk's means. 

And therefore by his Majeity I {wear, 

Whofe far-unworthy Deputy f am, 

He fhall not breathe infe@tion in this Air, 

But three Days longer, on the pain of death. 
Q. Mar, Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk; 
K. Henry. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Suffolk. 

No more, I fay; if thou doft plead for him, 

Thou wilt but add increafe unto my Wrath. 

Had I but faid, I would have kept my word; 

But when I {wear it is irrevocable : 

If after three Days fpace thou here be’ft found, 

On any ground that I am Ruler of, 

The World hall not be Ranfome for thy Life. 

Come Warwick, come good Warwick, go with me; 

I have great matters to impart to thee. ; Exit. 
Q. Mar. Mifchance and Sorrow go along with you, 

Hearts Difcontent, and four Affliction, 

Be Play-fellows to keep you company: 

There’s two of you, the Devil made a third, 

And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your fteps. 
Suf. Ceafe, gentle Queen, thefe Execrations, 

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 


O. Mar. Fie coward Woman, and foft-hearted wretch, 


Haft thon not Spirit to curfe thine Enemy ¢ 
Suf. A Plague upon them; wherefore fhoud 1 curfe 
them? 
Would Curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan; 
I would invent as bitter fearching terms, 
As curft, as harfh, and horrible to hear, 


Deliver’d ftrongly through my fixed Teeth, With 
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1502 The Second Part of 


With full as many figns of deadly Hate, 
As Jean-fac’d Envy in her loathfome Cave. 
My Tongue fhould ftumble in mine earne ft words; 
Mine Eyes fhould fparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine Hair be fixt an end, as one diftra@: 
Ay, every Joint fhould feem to Curfe and Ban, 
And even now my burthen’d Heart would break, 
Should I not curfethem. Poifon be their Drink, 
Gall, worfe than Gall, the daintieft that they tafte; 
Their {weeteft fhade, a Grove of Cyprefs Trees, 
Their chiefeft Profpe€&, murd’ring Bafilisks, 
Their fofteft Touch, as {mart as Lizards ftings, 
Their Mufick, frightful as the Serpents hifs, 
And boading Screech-Owls, make the Confort full. 
And the foul Terrors in dark-feated Hell 
Q. Mar. Enough, {weet Saffolk, thou tormenr’ft thy felf; 
And thefe dread Curfes, like the Sun gdin{t Glafs, 
Or like an overcharged Gun, recoil, 
And turnthe force of therh upon thy felf. 
Suf. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave? 
Now by the ground that I am banifh’d from, 
Well could I curfe away a Wiriter’s Night, 
Though ftanding naked on a Mountain top, 
Where biting Cold would never let Grafs grow; 
And think it but a minute fpent in fport: 
OQ. Mar. Oh, let me intreat thee ceafe, give me thy hand, 
That I may fg it with my mournful Tears; 
Nor let the Rain of Heav’n wet this place, 
To wafh away my woful Monuments. 
Oh, could this kifs be printed in thy Hand, 
That thou might’ft think upon thefe by the Seal, 
Through whom a thoufand Sighs are breath’d for thee: 
So get thee gone, that I may know my Grief, 
Tis but furmiz’d whilft thou art ftanding by, 
As one that Surfeits, thinking on a want: 
I will repeal thee, or be well aflur’d, 
Adventure to be banifhed my felf: 
And banifhed I am, if but from thee 
Go, fpeak not to me; even now be gone 
Oh go not yet Even thus, two Friends condemn’é 
Embrace, and kifs; and take ten thoufand Leaves, 











Loathe? 





Wy, 


nth 


i), 


fot 


Loather a hundred times to part than die: 


— oe eeeee “ons — Ss ~ s ~ 
© See Pale ) Se Od @ al O-> O- F* O a G = > O- Se OP 2-0 OP OD ba a 


King Henry VI, L503 


Yet now farewel, and farewel Life with thee. 
Suf. Uhus is poor Suffolk ten times banithed, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 
*Tis not the Laid I care for, wert thou hence, 
A Wildernefs is populous enough, 
So Suffolk had tiny heavenly Company, 
For where thou art, there is the World it felf, 
With every feveral Pleafure in the World: 
And where thou art not, Defolation. 
[can ro more Live thou to joy thy Life; 
My felf no Joy in ought, but that thou liv’ft. 
Enter Vaux. 
Q. Mar, Whither goes Vaux fo faft? what News, I 
prithce 2 
Vanx. To fignifie unto his Majefty, 
That Cardinal Beanford is at the point of death: 
For fuddenly a grievous Sicknefs took him, 
That makes him gafp, and ftare, and catch the Air, 
Blafpheming God, and curfing Men on Earth. 
Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Humpbry’s Ghoft 
Were by his fide; fometimes he calls the King, 
And whifpers to his Pillow, as to him, 
The fecrets of his over-charged Soul: 
And I am {int to tell his Majefty, 
‘That even now he cries aloud for him. ANE 
Q. Mar. Go tell this heavy Meffage to the King, | Ex. 
Ay me! what is this World? what News are thefe? 
But wherefore grieve I at an hours poor lofs, 
Omitting Suffolk’s Exile, my Soul’s Treafure ? 
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 
And with the Southern Clouds, contend in tears? 
Theirs for the Earths increafe; mine for my Sorrows. 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know’ft is comings 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 
_ Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live, 
And in thy fight todie, what were it elfe, 
But like a plesfant flumber in thy lap¢ 
Here could I breathe my Sou! into the Air; 


As mild and gentle, as the Gradle-babe, 
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1504 The Second Part of 


Dying with Mother’s Dug between its Lips. 
Where, from thy fight, I fhould be raging mad, 
And cry out for thee to clofe up mine Eyes; 
To have thee with thy Lips to ftop my Mouth; 
So fhouldft thou either turn my flying Soul, 
Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy Body, 
And then it lives in fweet Eljjum. 
To die by thee, were but to die in jeft, 
From thee to die, were torture more than death; 
Oh let me ftay, befal what may befal. 

Q. Mar. Away; though parting be a fretful Corrofive, 
It is applied to a deathful wound. 
To France, {weet Suffolk; let me hear from thee: 
For wherefoe’er thou art in this World’s Globe, 
Ill have an Jris that fhall find thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Q. Mar. And take my Heart with thee. 

Suf. A Jewel lock’d into the woful'it Casket 
That ever did contain a thing of worth, 
Even as a {plitted Bark,.fo funder we; 
This way fall I to death. 

Q. Mar. This way for me. | Exeunt feverally. 
Enter King Henry, Salisbury, and Warwick, to the Cardinal 
in Bed. 

K. Henry. How fares my Lord? Speak Beauford to thy 
Soveraign. 

Car. If thou beeft Death, I'll give thee Exglana's Treafure, 
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland, 
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 

K> Henry. Ah, what a fign it is of evil Life, 
Where Death’s approach is feen fo terrible / 

War. Beauford, itis thy Soveraign {peaks to thee. 

Car. Bringme unto my Trial when you will. 
Dy’d he not in his Bed? where fhould he die? 
Can I make Men live where they will or no? 
Oh torture me no more, I will confefs 
Alive again? Then fhew me where he is: 
I'll give a thoufand Pound to look upon him—— 
He hath no Eyes, the Duft hath blinded them: 
Combe down his Hair ; look, look, it ftands upright, 
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Like Lime-twigs {er to catch 
Give me fome drink, and bid 
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‘ Bring the {trong Poifon that [ bought of him. 


; K. Henry. O thou eternal Mover of the Heav’ns, 
Look’with a gentle Eye upon this Wretch, 
Oh beat away the butie medling Fiend, 
That lays ftrong Siege unto this W retch’s Soul, 
h And from his Bofom purge this black defpair. 
4 War. See how the Pangs of death do make him grin. 
Cana Sal. Difturb him not, let him pafs peaceably, 
, K. Henry. Peace to his Soul, if God’s good pleafure be. 
nl Lord Card’nal, if thou think’{t on Heav’n’s blifs, 
* | — Hold up thy Hand, make fignal of thy hope. 
h | Hedies, and makes no Sign: Oh God forgive him. 
War. So bad a Death argues a montftrous Life. 
K.Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are Sinners all. 
Clofe up his Eyes, atid draw the Curtain clofe, 
a And let us all to, Meditation. [ Exeunt. 
Mlarum. Fight at Sea. Ordnance oes off. Enter Captain, 
Whitmore, and other Pirates, with Suffolk and others 
7 Prifoners. 
reat | Cap. The gaudy blabbing and remorfeful day, 


tf La Is crept into the Bofom of the Sea: 
| And now loud howling Wolves aroufe the Jades 
yas That drag the Tragick melancholy Night: 


_~ Who with their drowfie, flow, and flagging Wings 
la Th Cleap dead Mens Graves; and from theirmitty Jaws, 
Breath foul contagious darknefs in the Air: 
Therefore bring forth the Soldiers of our prize, 


it, | For whilft our Pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
| Here fhall they make their Ranfom on the Sand, 
roth =| Or with their Blood ftain this difcoloured fhore. 


Mafter, this Prifoner freely give ! thee. | 
And thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this: 


vill 


ie} 


’ a The other, Walter Whitmore, 1s thy fhare. ot 
Y 1 Gen, What is my Ranfom, Maiter, let me knoWe — 
Maft. A thoufand Crowns, oF elfe lay down your Head. 
- - Mate. And fo much fhall you give, or off gaes yours. . 
Ll Whit. What, think you much to pay 2000 Crowns, 
a : And bear the Name and Port of Gentlemen$ 
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Cut both the Villains Throats, for die you fhall: 
Nor cai thofe lives which we have loft in fight, 
Be counter-pois d with fuch a petty Sum. 
1 Gent. Ill give it, Sir, and therefore fpare my Lifes 
2 Gent. And fo will 1, and write home for it ftraight. 
Whit. 1 loft mine Eye in laying the prize aboard, 
And therefore to revenge it, thaltthou die, [To Suffolk. 
And fo fhould thefe, if I might have my Will. 
Cap. Be not fo rafh, take Ranfom, let him live. 
Suf. Look on my Georges 1 am a Gentleman, 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou fhalt be paid. 
Whit. And fo am I; my name 1s Walter Whitmore. 
How now? why ftart’ft thou? what, doth death affright 2 
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whofe found is Death: 
A cunning Man did calculate my Birth, 
And told me, that by Warer I fhould die: 
Yet Jet not this make thee be Bloody-minded, 
Thy name is Gsalrier, being rightly founded. 
Whit. Gualtier or Walter, which it is I care nots 
Ne’er yet did bafe difhonour blur our Name, 
But with our Sword we wip'd away the blot. 
Therefore, when Merchant-like I fell revenge, 
Broke be my Sword, my Arms torn and defac’d, 
And I proclaim’d a Coward through the World. 
Suf. Siay Whitmore, for thy Prifoner is a Prince, 
The Duke oa! Suffolk, William de la Pole. 
Wit. The Duke of Suffolk, mufiled up in Rags! 
Suf. Ay, but thefe Ragsare no part of the Duke. 
Cap. But Fove was never flain asthou fhalt be, 
Oodf{cure and lowfie Swain——-King Henry’s Blood! 
Saf. The honourable Blood of Lancafter 
Muft not be fhed by fuch a jaded Groom: 
Haft thou not kifs’d thy Hand, and held-my Stirropé 
Bare-headed plodded by my Foot-cloth Mule, 
And thought thee happy when I fhook my Head. 
How often haft thou waited at my Cup, 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel’d down at the Board, 
When I heave feafted with Queen AZargaret? 
Remember it, and let it make thee Creft-fal’n; 
Ay, and allay this thy abortive Prides 
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King Henry VI. 1507 


How in our voiding Lobby haft thou {toads 
And duly waited for my coming forth? 
This Hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 
And therefore fhall it charm thy riotous Tongue, 
Whit. Speak Captain, fhall I {tab the forlorn Swaine 
Cap. Firft let my words ftab him, as he hath me. 
Suf. Bale Slave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thou, 
_ Cap. Convey him hence, and on our Long-boat’s fide, 
Strike off his Head. 
Swf. Thou darft not for thy own. 
Cap. Poole, Sir Poole? Lord 2 
Ay kennel----puddle----fink, whofe filth and dirt 
Troubles the Silver Spring, where England drinks: 
Wow will I dam up this thy yawning Mouth, 
For {wallowing up the Treafure of the Realm. 
Thy Lips that kifs’d the Queen, fhall {weep the Ground + 
And thou that {mild’ft at good Duke Hzmphry’s Death, 
Againft the fenfelefs Winds fhalt grin in vains 
Who in contempt fhall hifs at thee again. 
And wedded be thou to the Hags of Hell, 
For daring to affie a mighty Lord 
Unto the Daughter of a worthlefs King, 
Having nor Subje@, Wealth, nor Diadems 
By devilifh policy art thou grown great, 
And like ambitious Sylla overgorg’d, | 
With gobbets of thy Mother’s bleeding Heart. 
By thee -dujon and Alain were fold to Frances 
The falfe revolting Normans, through thee, 
Difdain to call us Lord, and Picardie 
Hath lain their Governors, furpri#’d our Forts: 
And fent the ragged Soldiers wounded home: 
The Princely Warwick; and the Nevils all, 
Whofe dreadful Swords were never drawn in vain, 


As hating thee, are rifing up in Arms. 

And now: the Houfe of Pork thruft from the Crown, 
By fhameful murther of a guiltlefs King, 

And lofty proud incroaching Tyranny, 

Burns with revenging Fire, whofe hopeful colours 
Advance our half-fac'd Sun, ftriving to fhine3 
Under the which is writs _ nunbibes. 
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The Commons here in Kent are up in Arms, 
And to conclude, Reproach and Beggary 
Is crept into the Palace of our King, 
And all by thee; away, convey him hence, 
Swf. © that 1 were a God, to fhoot forth Thunder 
Upon thefe paltry, fervile, abject drudges: 
Small things make bafe Men proud. T his Villain here, 
Being Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargullus, the {trong Illyrian Pirate. 
Drones fuck not Eagles Blood, but rob Bee-hives. 
It is impoffible that I fhould die 
By fuch a lowly Vaffal as thy ‘elf. 
Thy words move Rage, and not Remorfe in me: 
I go of Meflage from the Queen to France: 
I charge thee waft me fafely crofs the Channel. 7 
Cap. Water; W. come Suffolk, Imuft waft thee to thy 
death. | 
Suf. Gelidus timor occupat artus, it is thee I fear. 
Wait. Thou fhalt have caufe to fear before I leave thee. 
What, are ye daunted now? Now will you ftoop ¢ 
1 Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him 3 {peak him fair. 
Suf. Saffelk’s imperial Tongue is ftern and rough; 
Us’d to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
Far be it, we fhould honour fuch as thefe 
With humble fuit; no, rather let my Head 
S-oop to the Block, than thefe Knees bow to any, 
Save to the God of Heav’n, and to my King; 
And fooner dance upon a bloody Pole, 
Than ftand uncover’d to.the vulgar Groom. 
True Nobility is exempt from fear: 
More can I bear, than you dare execute. 
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more; 
Come Soldiers, fhew what Cruelty ye can. 
Suf, That this my Death may never be forgot. 
Great Men oft. die by vile Bezonians 
A Roman Sworder, and Bandetto Slave 
Murder'd fweet Tully, Brutus Baftard hand 
S-ab’d Falius Cafar. Savage l{landers 
Pompey the Great} and Szjfelk dies by Pirates. | 
(Exit Walter Whitmore with Suffalk. 
Cap’, 
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Cap. And as for thefe, whofe Ranfome we have fet, 
; ; 


It is our pl leafure one of them depat 
Therefore come yi Ju W ith US, and 


Manet the fir (f / Gent. ee? 
Whits There let his He 4 d nd live 


; 


Until the Queen his Miftre efs bury it. | Exit Whit 
1 Gent. © barbarous and bloody Spcétacie ! 

His Body wilil bear unto the King : 

If he revenge it not, yé¢t will | s Friends, 


ii} 
So will the Queen, that livin Ig held him des | Exite 


Enter Bevis, and John Holland. 


Bevis. Come and get whee a Sword though made of a 
5 ’ g 


Lath; they ae re been up thefe two Days. 


Hol. T hey | ave the more nee d to {leep now then. 
Bevis. I tell thee, jack Ca Je the Clothier means to drefs 
the hapa and turn it, and ict a new Nap up- 


on it. 

Hol, So he‘ had need, ‘tis thread-bare. Well, T fay, 
was never a merry World in England, ince Gentiemen 
came Up. 

Bevis, O miferable Age! Virtue is not regarded in Handy- 
crafts Men. 

Hol. The Nobility t < fcorn to go in leather Aprons. 

Bevis. Nay more, ! Council are no good Work- 


ct 


a Pa >. 
HK + “Kine S « ounCh 


Ps 


men. 
Hol. True, and yet it is faid, Labour i” thy Vocation 3 
¢ the M Ayciftrates be labot lring 


which is as much as to fay, let the “ 
Men: and therefore fhould we be Magi(trate oc, 

Bevis. Thou haft hit it for there’s no be 
brave Mind, than a hard | Hand. 

Hel. I fee them, I fee them ; 
ner of Wingham. 

Bevis. He thall have the Skins of our Enemies, to make 
Doe’s Leather of. 

Hol. And Dick the Butcher. 

Bevis. Lhen is Sin fir ck down like an OX and Iniqul- 


ties Throat cut like a Ca If. 


r fign of a 


there's Bei P's Son, tne ‘Tan- 


Hal. 
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Hol, And Smith the Weaver. 
Bevis. Argo, their thread of Life is fpun. 
fZol. Come, come, let’s fallin with them. 





Dium, Enter Cade, Dick the Butcher, Smith the Weavers 
and a Sawyer, with infinite Numbers. 

Cade. We ‘fobn Cade}, fo term’d of our fuppofed Father-- 

Dick, Or rather of: ffealing a Cade of Herrings. 

Cade, For our Enemies fhall fall before us, infpired with 
the Spirit of putting down Kings and Princes; Command 
Silence, 

Dick, Silence. 

Cade, My Father was a ALortimer 

Dick, He was an honeft Man, and a good Bricklayer. 

Cade. My Mother a Plantagenet 

Dick, IE knew her well, fhe was a Midwife. 

Cade. My Wife defcended of the Lacies——— 

Dick, She was indeed a Pedler’s Daughter, and fold mae 
ny Laces, 

Weaver. But now of late, not able to travel with her furrd 
Pack; fhe wafhes Bucks here at home. 

Cade. Tnerefore am I of an honourable Houfe. 

Dick. Ay by my Faith the Field is honourable, and-there 
was he born, under a Hedge; for his Father had never a 
Houfe but a Cage. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Weav. A mutt needs, for Beggary is valiant. 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 

Dick. No queftion of that; for I have feen him whipt 
three Market Days together. 

Cade, I fear neither Sword nor Fire. 

Weav. He need not fear the Sword, for his Coat is of 

roof, 
: Dick. But methinks he fhould ftand in fear of Fire, being 
burnt 1’th’ hand for ftealing of Sheep. 

Cade. Be brave then, for your Captain is brave, and 
vows Reformation. There fhall be in England {even half 
penny Loaves fold for a penny; the three hoop’d Pot fhall 
have ten Hoops, and I will make it Felony to drink {mall Beer. 
All the Realm fhall be in Common, and in Cheap-fide fhall 
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my Palfrey go to Grafs; and when I am King, as King 1 
will be 
All, God fave your Majefty. 
Cade. 1 thank you, good People. There fhall be no Mo- 





le Het, ny, all fhall eat and drink upon my Score, and I will ap- 
parel them all in one Livery, that they may agree like Bro 

ed Fatt thers, and worfhip me their Lord. 

n Dick. The firft thing we do, lets ill all the Lawyers. 

fired Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamentable 

Commu thing, that the Skin of an innocent Lamb fhould be made 


Parchment ; that Parchment being {cribled o’er, fhould un- 
doa Man. Some fay the Bee ftings, but fay, “tis Bees 
Wax; for I did but Seal once to 4 thing, and I was never 
iclayet my own Man Gnce. How now? Who's there? 
Enter a Clerks 
Weav. The Clerk of Chattam; he can Write and Read, 
and caft Acccmpt. 


and 


and (lt Caft. O monttrovs! 
Weav; We took him fetting Boys Copies. 
with her Cade. Hlere’s a Villain. 


Weay, Wa's a Book in his Pocket with red Letters in’t. 
Cade. Nay, then-he isa Conjurer. 


ite rere 
ile, god Dick. Nay, he can make Obligations, and write Court 
if 
r had ot hand. 
of 


Cade. Lam forry fort: The Man is a proper Man | 
mine Honour; unlefs I find him Guilty, he (ha'}] not die. 
! Come hither, Sirrah, I mult examine thee: What 1s thy 
Nt, 

Name ¢ 
Ls olf Clerk, Emanuel. 
p Dinh ¥ a om = 
oh Dick, They ufe to write it on the to 
go hard with you. 
Cade. Let me alone: Doft thou vfe 


p of Letters : ‘Twill 


to write thy Name é 





ist Or haft thou a Mark to thy felf, like an honett plain-deale 
cof Fit, oc lege yell brough 

0 Clerk, Sir, 1 thank God, I have been fo well brought Ups 
| F that I can write my Name. | ; “1103 

i ‘e f All, We hath confelt, away with him; he ts a Villain 
la niet and a Traitor. : “<p 
ep iis Cade. Away with him, I fay > Hang him with yp hes 
ok and Ink-horn about his Neck. [Exit one with the ee 
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Exter Mic chael. 
Where 1s our General 2 

Cade. Here I am, thou particular Fellow. 

Mich. Fly, fly, fly , Sir Humphry Stafford and. his Brother 
are hard by with e King’s Forces. 

Cade. Stand Villain , ftand, or I'll fell thee down; he thall 
be encoi untred with a Man as good as himfelf. He is but 
a Knight, is a? 

Mich. No. 

Cade. To equal him T will make my felf a Knight prefent- 
ly ; rife up, Sir ° ‘Fobn Mortimer. Now have at him. 

Exter Sir Hum phry Stafford, and young Stafford, with 
Drum an d Soldiers. 

Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and {cum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 
o your Cottages; ‘forfake this Oreo, 

The King is merciful if you revolt. 

Y,Staf. Butangry, wrathtul, and inclin’d to Blood, 
If you g so forward ; rks refore yield or die. 





1512 


Yas 


Cade. As for thefe fiiken-coated Slaves I pafs not, 
Ivisto: ‘ou good ice that I {peak, 
Over whom (i time to ¢ e) 1] nope to reign: 
For J am rightful Heir unto the Crown. 


? : roti ¥ Bes ae acs "4 
OAT. \ iain, thy rather was a P laifte crers 


And thou thy felf a Shearman, art thou not?) 
C see # nd Addn was a Gardener. 
T. Staf. And what of that 2 Q 
Cade, Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl of March, mate 
ried the Duke of Clareuce’s Da iughter, did he not? 
Staf. Es e3 
Cade. By her he had two Children at one birth, 
Y. Staf. Tha t’s falfe. 
Cade. Ay, there’s the Queftion; but Ifay; “tistrues 
he elder of them being put to Nurfe, 
Was by a Beggar-weman itoln away, 
And ignorant of his Birth and Parentage, 
Ricinie a Bricklayer, when he came.to age. 
His Son am I, deny it if you can. 
Dick. Nay,’ tis too true, therefore he fhiall be King, 
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King Henry VI. 1513 

Weav. Sir, he made a Chimney in my Father’s Houfe, 
and the Bricks are alive at this day to teftify it; therefore 
deny it not. 

Staf. And will you credit this bafe Drudge’s Words, that 
{peaks he knows not what ? 

All. Ay marry will we, therefore get you gone. 

V. Staf. Fack Cade, the Duke of York hath taught you this. 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it my felf. Go too, Sirrah, 
tell the King from me, That for his Father's fake, Henry the 
Fifth (in whofe time Boys went to Span-counter for French 
Crowns) I am content he fhall Reign, but I'll be Protector 
over-him. 

Dick, And furthermore, we'll have the Lord Say’s Head, 
for felling the Dukedom of 24aiz. 

Cade. And good reafon; for thereby 1s England maim’d, 
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my Puiflance holds it 
up : Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that Lord Say hath gelded the 
Commonwealth, and made ican Eunuch; and more than that, 
he can {peak French, and therefore he is a Traitor. 

Staf. © grofs and miferable Ignorance. 

Cade. Nay, ar{wer if you can; the Frenchmen are our Ene- 
mies; go too then: I-ask but this, Can he that {peaks with 
the Tongue of the Enemy be a good Councellor, or no? 

All. No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head. 

Y. Staf, Well, feeing gentle Words will not prevail, 

Affail them with the Army of the King. 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout every Town, 

Proclaim them Traitors thatare up with Cade; 

That thofe which fly before the Battel ends, 

May, even in their Wives and Childrens fight, 

Be hang’d up for Example at their Doors; ened 

And you that,be the King’s Friends follow me. | Exit. 
Cade. And you thatlove the Commons follow me; 

Now fhew your felves Men, tis for Liberty. 

We'll not leave one Lord, one Gentleman; 

Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted Shoone, 

For they are thrifty honeft Men, and fuch 

As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. — 
Dick. They are all in order, and march towards us. 


Cade. 
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Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moft out of 
order. Come, march forward. 

Alarum to fight, wherein both the Staffords are flain, 
Enter Cade and the reft. 

Cade. Where’s Dick, the Butcher of 4 fhford ? 

Dick. Here, Sir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like Sheep and Oxen, and thou 
behaved’ftthy felf, as if thou hadft been in thine own Siaugh- 
ter-houfe ; Therefore thus I will reward thee, the Lent fhall 
be as long again as it is, and thou fhalt have a Licenfe to kill 
for a hundred lacking one. | 

Dick. I defire no more. 

Cade. And to fpeak truth, thow deferv’ft no lefs. This 
Monument of the Vi@ory will I bear, and the Bodies fhall 
be drage’d at my Horfe’s heels, ’till I do come to London, 
where we will have the Mayor’s Sword born before us. 

Dick, If we mean to thrive anddo good, break open the 
Goals, and let out the Prifoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let’s march 
towards London, [ Exewnt. 

Enter King Henry with 4a Supplication, and Queen Marga 

ret with Suffolk’s Head, the Duke of Buckingham, and 
the Lord Say. 

Q. Mar. Oft have I heard that Grief foftens the Mind, 
And makes it fearful and degenerate, 

Think therefore on Revenge, and ceafe to weep. 
But who can ceafe to weep, and look on this? 
Here may his Head lye throbbing on my Breaft: 
But where's the Body that I fhould imbrace? 

Back. What Anfwer makes your Grace to the Rebels 
Supplication 2 | | 

K. Henry. Vii fend fome Holy Bifhop to intreat; 
For God forbid fo many fimple Souls | 
Should perifh by the Sword, And I my felf, 
Rather than bloody War fhould cut them fhort, 
Will parly with Fack Cade their General. 
But ftay, Pll read it over once again. 

. Mar. Ah barbarous Villains! hath this lovely Face 

Rul’d like a wandring Planet over me, oh 
And could it not inforce them to relent, 
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That were unworthy to behold the fame? 
K. Henry, Lord Say, Fack Cade hath {worn to have thy Head, 
Say. Ay, but I hope your Highnefs fhall have his. 
K. Henry. How now, Madam ¢ 
Still lamencing and mourning for Suffolk's death ? 
j fear me, Love, if that I had been dead, 
Thou would’ft not half have mourn’d fo much for me. 
Q. Mar. No, my Love, | fhould not mourn, but dic 


[ for thee. 


Pyly 


Enter a Meffenger. 
K. Henry. How now? what News ? Why com’ft thou in 
[fuch hafte ? 
Mef. The Rebels are in Southwark; fly, my Lord : 
Fade Cade proclaims himfelf Lord AZortimer, 
Defcended from the Duke of Clarence’s Houle, 
And calls your Grace Ufurper openly, 
And vows to crown himfelf in Weffminfter. 
His Army is a ragged multitude 
Of Hinds and Peafants, rude and mercilefs: 
Sir Humphry Stafford, and his Brother's death, 
Hath given them Heart and Courage to proceed : 
All Scholars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 
They call falfe Caterpillars, and intend their death. 
K. Henry. O gracelefs Men ! they know not what they do. 
Buck, My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 
Until a Power be rais’d to pull them down, 
Q. Mar. Ah! werethe Duke of Suffolk,now alive; 
Thete Kenti/h Rebels fhould be foon appeas'd. 
K. Henry. Lord Say, the Traitors hate thee, 
Therefore away with us to Killingwotrh. — 
Say. So might your Grace's Perfon be in danger: 
The fight of me is odious in their Eyes; 
And therefore in this City will I flay, 
And live alone as fecret as I may. 
Exter another Meffenger. 
2 Mef. Fack Cade hath gotten London-bridge, 
The Citizens fly him, and forfake their Houfes : 
The Rafcal Peopley.thirfting after preys 
Join with the Traitor, and they jointly {wear 


To fpoil che City, and your Royal Court Bath 
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Back. Then linger not, my Lord; away; take Horfe. 
K.Henry. Come, Margaret, God, our hope, will fuccourus. 
Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk. is deceas’d. 

K. Henry. Farewel, my Lord, truft not to Kenti/h Rebels. 
Buck. Truft no Body, for fear you be betray’d. 

Say. The truft I have is in mine Innocence, 

And therefore am I bold and refolute. | Exeunt, 
Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower owalking. Then enter 
tovo or three Citizens below. 

Scales. How now? Is Fack Cade flain? 
1 Cit. No, my Lord, nor like to be flain: 
For they have won the Bridge, 
Killing all thofe that withftand them : 
The Lord Mayor craves aid of your Honour from the Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels. 
Scales. Such Aid as 1 can {pare you fhall command, 
But I am troubled here with them my felf. 
The Rebels have affay’d to win the Tower. 
But get you into Smithfield, and gather Head, 
And thither will E fend you Adatthew Goff. 
Sight for your King, your Country, and your Lives, 

And fo farewel, for 1 muft hence again. | Excunte 
Enter Jack Cade and the refi, and firtkes his Staff om 
London Stone, 

Cade. Now is AZortimer Lord of this City, 
And here fitting upon Loudon-Stone : 
E charge and command, that of the City’s coft 
T he piffing Conduit run nothing but Claret Wine 
The firft year of our Reign. 
And now henceforward it fhall be Treafon for any 
That calls me other than Lord AZortimer, | 

Enter a Soldier running. 

Sol. ‘Jack Cade, ‘ack Cade. 

Gade. Krock him down there. [They kill him. 

Weav. If this Fellow be wife, he'll never call you Fack Caae 
more, I think he hath a very fair warning. 

Dick. My Lord, there's an Army gathered together in 
Smithfield. 

Cade. Come, then, let’s go fight with them: 
But firft, go and fet London-bridge on Fire, ; 
And, 
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And, if you can, burn down the Tower too. 

Come; let’s awaye Exeunt omnes. 
Alarums. Matthew Goff is flain, azd all the reff, Then 
enter Jack Cade with bis Company. 

Cade. So, Sits: Now go fome and pull down the Savoy: 

Others to the Inns of Court, down with them all. 

Dick. I have a Suit unto your Lordfhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordfhip, thou fhalt have it for that word. 

Dick. Only that the Laws of Exgland may come out of 
your Mouth. 

Fohn. Malfs, *twill be fore Law then, for he was thruft in 
the Mouth with a Spear, and tis not whole yet. 

Smith. Nay, fobn, it will be ftinking Law, for his breath 
ftinks with tofted Cheefe. 

Cade. I have thought upon it, it fhall befo. Away, burn 
all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth fhall be the Par- 
liament of England. 

Fohn. Then we are like to have biting Statutes, 

Unlefs his Teeth be pull’d out. 

Cade. And hence-forward all things fhall be in Com- 

mon. 
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Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. My Lord, a prize, a prize, here’s the Lord Say, 
which fold the Towns in France, he that made us pay one 
and twenty fifteens and one Shilling to the Pound, the laft 
Subfidy. 

Enter George with the Lord Say. 

Cade. Well, he fhall be beheaded for it ten times. Ah 
thou Say, thou Serge, nays thou Buckram Lord, now art 
thou within point-blank of our Jurifdiction Regal. What 
canft thou anfwer to my Majefty for giving up of Norman- 
dy unto Monfieur Bajimecu, the Dauphin of Frazce? Be it 
Lnown unto thee by thefe Prefents, even the prefence of Lord 
Mortimer, that I am the Befom that muft fweep the Court 
clean of fuch filth as thou art: Thou haft moft traiteroufly 
corrupted the Youth of the Realm in ere@ing a Grammar- 
School; and whereas before, our Fore-fathers had no other 
Books but the Score and the Tally, thou hatt caufed Print- 
ing to be us’d, and contrary to the King, his Crown and 
Dignity, thou haft built a Paper-Mill. It will be prov ie 
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thy Face, that thou haft Men about thee, that ufually talk 
of a Noun and a Verb, and fuch abominable Words, as no 
Chriftian Ear can endure to hear. ‘Thou haft appointed 
Juftices of Peace, to call poor Men before them, about Mat- 
ters they were not able to anfwer. Moreover, thou haft 
put them in Prifon, and becaufé they could not read, thou 
haft hane’d them, when, indeed, only for that caufe they have 
been moft worthy to live. Thou doft ride ona foot-cloth, 
doft thou nor? 

Say. What of that? 

Cade. Marry, thou ought’ft not to let thy Horfe wear a 
Cloak, when honefter Men than thou go in their Hofe and 
Doublets ¢ 

Dick. And workin their Shirt too, as my {elf for example; 
that arh a Butchers 

Say. You Men of Kent. 

Dick, What fay you of Kexté 

Say. Nothing but this: °Tis bowa terra, mala gens 

Cade. Away with him, away with him, he fpeaks Latin, 

Say. Hear me but fpeak, and bear me where you will: 
Kent, in the Commentaries Ca/ar writ, 

Is term’d the civil’ft place of all this Mile; 

Sweet is the Country, becaufe full of Riches, 

The People Liberal, Valiant, AGive, Wealthy; 

Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity. 

I fold not AZaiz, I loft not Normandy, 

Yet to recover them would lofe my Life: 

Juftice with favour have I always done, 

Prayers'and Tears have mov'd me, Gifts could never 

When have I ought exa@ted at your Hands ¢ 

Kent to maintain, the King, the Realm and you, 

Large Gifts have I beftow’d on learned Clerks, 

Becaufe my Book preferr’d me to the King: 

And feeing Ignorance is the curfe of God, : 

Knowledge the Wing wherewith we fly to Heavens 

Unlefs you be poffeft with devilifh Spirits, 

Ye cannot but forbear to murther me: 

This Tongue hath parlied unto foreign Kings 

For your behoof. 
Cade. Tut, when ftruck’ft thou one Blow in the Field : 
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Say. Great Men have reaching Hands ; oft have I ftruck 
Thofe that I never faw, and ftruck them dead. 

George. O monitrous Coward! What, to come behind 
Folks ¢ 

Say. Thefe Checks are pale with watching for your good. 

Cade. Give him aboxo’th’ Ear, and that will make ’em red 
az allie 
Osa. Long fitting to determine poor Mens Caufes, 

Hath made me full of Sicknefs and Difeafes. 

Cade. Ye thal] have a hempen Caudle then, and the help 
of a Hatcher. 

Dick, Why doft thou quiver, Man? 

Say. The Palfie, and noc Fear, provokes me. 

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who fhould fay, Pll be even 
with you. ['ll fee if his Head will ftand f{teadier on a Poles 
orno: Take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tellme, wherein I have offended moft? 

Have I affeGted Wealth or Honour 2 Speak. 

Are my Chefts fill’d up with extorted Gold ¢ 

Is my Apparel fumptuous to behold ? 

Whom have I injur’d, that ye feek my Death 2 

Thefe Hands are free from guiltlefs Blood-fhedding, 

This Breaft from harbouring foul deceitful Thoughts, 

© let me live. 

Cade. I feel remorfe in my felf with his Words; but Pil 
bridle it; he fhall dye, and it be but for pleading fo well for 
his Life. Away with him, he has a Familiar under his 
Tongue, he fpeaks not a God’s Name. Go, take him away 
I fay, and ftrike off his Head prefently, and then break into 
his Son-in- Law’s Houfe, Sir ames Cromer, and {trike off his 
Head, and bring them both upon two Poles hither. 

All, It fhall be done. 

Say. Ah Country-men; if when you make your Pray’rss 
God fhould be fo obdurate as your felves, 

How would it fare with your departed Souls¢ 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my Life. 

Cade, Away with him, and do as 1 command ye: The 
proudeft Peer of the Realm fhall not wear a Head on his 
Shoulders, unlefs he pay me Tribute; there fhall got a Maid 
be married, but fhe fhall pay me her Maidenhead ¢’er they 
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have it; Men fhall hold of me in Capite. And we Charge 
and Command, that their Wives be as free as Heart can wilh, 
or Tongue can tell. 

Dick. My Lord, 
When fhall we go to Cheapfide, and take up Commodities 
upon our Bills ¢ : 

Cade. Marry prefently. 

All, O brave. 

Enter one with the Heads. 

Cadé& But is not this brave 2 
Let them kifs one another; for they lov’d well 
When they were alive: Now part them again, 
Left they confult about giving up 
Of fome more Towns in France. Soldiers, 
Defer the fpoil of the City until Night, 
For with thefe born before us, inftead of Maces, 

We will ridethrough the Streets, and at every Corner 
Have them kifs. Away. | Exeunt. 
Alarm, and Retreat. Enter again Cade, and all his 
Rabblement. 

Cade. Up Fifh-ftreet, down St. AZagnes Corner, kill and 
knock down, throw them into Thames. 

Sound a Parley. 
What noife is this I hear? 
Dare any be fo bold to found Retreat or Parley, 
When I command them kill 
Enter Buckingham, and old Clifford. 

Buck, Ay, here they be that dare and will difturb thee: 
Know, Cade, we come Ambaffadors from the King 
Unto the Commons, whom thou haft mifs-led, 

And here pronounce free Pardon to them all, 
That will forfake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif. What fay ye, Country-men, will ye relent, 

And yieldto Mercy, whilft ‘tis offered you, 

Or let a Rabble lead you to your Deaths ? 

Who loves the King, and will embrace his Pardon, 
Fling up his Cap, and fay, God fave his ALajefty; 
Who hateth him, and honours not his Father, 
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake, 


Shake he his Weapon at us, and pals by. a 
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King Henry VI. 152i 
All, God fave the King! God fave the King! 

_ Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye fo brave ? 
And you, bafe Peafants, do ye believe him? will you needs be 
hang’d. with your Pardons about your Necks? Hath my 
Sword therefore broke through Lozdoxz Gates, that you fhould 
leave me at the White-Hart in Southwark? I thought ye would 
never have given out théfe Arms *till you had recovered your 
ancient Freedom; but you are all Recreants and Datftards, 
and delight to live in Slavery to the Nobility. Let them 
break your Backs with burthens, take your Houfes over your 


_ Heads, ravifh your Wives and Daughters before your Facess 


For me, I will make fhift for one; and fo God’s Curfe light 
upon you all. 
All, We'll follow Cade. 
We'll follow Cade. 
Clif. Is Cade the Son of Henry the Fifth, — 
That thus you do exclaim you'll go. with him? 
Will he Condué& you through the heart of France; 
And make the meaneft of you Earls and Dukes? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to My to: 
Nor knows he how to live, but by the Spoil, 
Unlefs by robbing of your Friends; and us. 
Wer’t not a thame, that whilft you live at jar, 
The fearful Frexch, whom you late vanquifhed, 
Should make a ftart o’er Seas; and vanquilh you’ 
Methinks already in this civil broil, 
I fee them Lording it in London Streets; 
Crying Villiago unto all they meet. 
Better ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifcarrys 
Than you fhould ftoop unto a Frenchman's Mercy: 
To France, to France, and get what you have lott; 
Spare England, for it is your Native Coat: 
Henry hath Mony; you are ftrong and manly: 
God on our fide, doubt not of Victory. 
_ All. A Clifford! a Clifford! 
We'll follow the King and Clifford. | 
Cade. Was ever Feather fo lightly blown to and fro, as 
this multitude? The Name of Hezry the Fifth hales them 
to an hundred Mifchiefs, and makes them Icave me ras 
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I {ee them lay their Heads together to furprize me. My 
Sword make way for me; for here is no ftaying ; im de- 
{pight of the Devils and Hell, have through the very midft 
of you; and Heavens and Honour be witnefs, that no want 
of Refolution in me; but only my Followers bafe and ig- 
nominious Treafons make me betake me to my Heels. : 
| Exite 
Buck. What, 1s he ficd? Go fome and follow him. 
And he that brings his Head ih _ mp 
} owns for his Reward. 
Shall have a tchoufand Crow sas femal 
Follow me, Soldiers ; we'll devife 4 mean 
To reconcile you all unto the King. | Exeunt omnes. 
Sound Trumpets. Enter King Henry, Oucen Margaret, 
and Somerfet on the Terras. 
K. Henry. Was ever King that joy’d an Earthly Throne, 
And could command no more Content than I 2 
No fooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
But I was made a King at nine Monthsold: 
Wis never Subje& long’d to be a King, 
As I do long and with to be a Subject. — 
Enter Buckingham and race j 
, Health and glad Tidings to your Majelty. 
tS Few Wy Backing the Traitor Cade furpriz d? 
Or ts he but retir’d tomake him ftronge 
Enter Mulritudes with Halters about their Necks. 
Clif, He is fled my Loid, and all his Powers do yield, 
And hambly thus with Halters on their Necks, 
Exped your Highnefs deom of Life or Death. a 
K. Henry, The», Heaven, fet ope thy everlafting ates, 
To entertain my Vows of Thanks and Praife. 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your Lives; 
And thew’d how well you love your Prince and Country: 
Continue ftill in this fo good a Mind, 
And Henry, though he be unfortunate, 
Affure your {elves will never be unkind: 
And fo with Thanks and Pardon to youall, 
I do difmifs you to your feveral Countries. 


All, God fave the King, God fave the King. | 
Enter 
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eI | Enter a Meffenger. N 
very _ Me, Pleafe it your Grace to be advertifed, ; 
nat 00 et The Dukeof York isnewly come from Jreland, i‘ 
bal ali And witha puiflant and mighty Power | ’ 
y Hed Of Gallow-giaffes and ftout Kernes, : 
Es Is marching hitherward in proud Array; : 
hit, And ftull proclaimeth, as he comes along; ‘ 
His Arms are only to remove from thee \ 
The Duke of Somer/ér, whom he terms a Traitor, ; 
in fe _ K. Henry. Thus ftands my State; ‘twixt Cade and York di- 
Like to a Ship, that having-fcap’d a Tempeft, | ftreft, 
Fant ome Is itraightway calm’d and boarded with a Pyrate, 
Mara But now, is Cade driven back, his Men difpers’d, 
And now is York in Arms to fecond him. 
tly Tit Ipray thee Buckingham, go and meet with him, 
; And ask him what’s the reafon of thefe Arms: 
Tell him, [ll fend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 
And Somer/et, we will commit thee thither, 
Until his Army be difmift from him. 
Son. My Lord, 
I'll yield my {elf to Prifon willingly, 
ial. Or unto Death, to do my Country good. 
Cyt K. Henry. In any cafe be not too rough in terms; 
For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard Language. 
1 Ni Back. I will, my Lord, and doubt not fo to deal, 
os doth As all things fhall redound unto your good. 


K, Henry, Come, Wife, let’sin, and learn to govern betters 
For yet. may Exgland curfe my wretched Reign, [Exewnt. 
f Guth Exter Jack Cade, : 

a Cade. Fy on Ambition; fy on my felf, that have a Swords 
| and yet am ready to famifh. Thefe five days have I hid 
me in thefe Woods, and durft not peep out, for all the 
Country is laid for me: But now am I fo hungry, that if I 
might have a leafe of my Life for a thoufand Years, I could 
ftay no longer. Wherefore on a Brick Wall have I climb’d 
into this Garden; to fee if 1 can eat Grads, or pick a Sallet 
another while, which is not amifs to cool a Man’s Stomach this 
hot Weather; and I think this word Sallet was born to do me 
: pan had 
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been cleft with a brown Bill; and many a time when I have 
been dry, and bravely marching, it hath ferv’d me inftead of 
4 quart pot to drink in ; and now the word Sallet mutt ferve 
me to feed on. 

Enter Iden. 

Iden. Lord, who. would live turmoiled in the Court, 

And may enjey fuch quiet Walks as thefe, 
This {mall inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteth me, and’s worth a Monarchy. 

I feck not to wax great by others warning, 
Or gather Wealth I care not with what Envy; 
Sufficeth, that I have, maintains ‘my State, 
And fends the Poor well pleafed from my Gate. 

Cade. Here’s the Lord of the Soil come to feize me for 2 
Stray, for entring his Fee-fimple without leave. Ah Villain, 
thou wilt betray. me, and get 1000 Crowns of the King, 
by carrying my Head to him, but I’ll make thee eat Iron like 
an Oftridge, and {wallow my Sword like a great Pin, eer 
thou and I part. 

Iden. Why, rudeCompanion, whatfoe’er thou be; 

I know thee not, why then fhould I betray thee? 
fs’t not enough to‘break into my Garden, 

And like a. Fhief, to come to rob my Grounds, 
Climbing my Walls in fpight of me the Owner, 
But thou wilt brave me with thefe fawcy Terms? 

Cade. Brave thee? Ay, by the beft Blood that ever was 
broach’d, and beard thee' too. Look.on me well, I have eat 
no Meat thefe five Days, yet come thou and thy five Men; 
and if Ido not leave you as dead as a door Nail, I pray 
God I may never eat Grafs more. 

Iden. Nay, it fhall ne’er be faid, while England ftands, 
That Alexander Iden, an Efquire of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famifh’d Man. 
Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing Eyes to mine, 
See if thou canft out face me with thy Looks: 
Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the leflers 
Thy Hand is but a Finger to my Fit, 
Thy Leg a Stick compared wich this Trunchcon, 
My Foot fhall fight with all the ftrength thou haf, 
n 


: sa 


dif mine A 
iv Grave 15 
vor more W 
sis my 54 
(ut by i} 
+ [ heard, 

the burly 

gin thy § 
yt be ture 


[em {lain ! 
niind Dev 
bh | have 
ny and be hi 
tis Houfe 


lin, Ist C 
nd, [ will 
idhang the 
ter thal thi 
nt thou thal 
Wvemblaze t 
luit, Iden 

ln {rom me. 
Init to be 

ithed by F 
lien Hows 
Ms damned 

Ades T thy 
Dm, I 
mace will [ 

vata Duan 


4 there C] 
Mh Li 


Entep Yo 


Y, } 
MR, Frq 


hd Pluck 























! ; 
An 


net {hye 
ne toed 
t le 


¢ Cour, 


ne net | 


AN | 


¢of the hit 


e ey tl | 


eat 
| 
JOU Of; 


hee? 


ds, 
net, 
ors 


deat er 


wel, [hit 


thy fe Me 


a 


ot Nal, Ll} 


wish tad | 
if | 


Ks 


ft 


Ol il r 


King Henry VI. 1525 


And if mine Arm be heaved inthe Air, 
Thy Grave is dige’d already in the Earth: 
As for more Words, whofe greatnefs anfwers Words, 
Let this my Sword report what Speech forbears. 
Cade. By my Valour; the moft compleat Champion that 


ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut not 


out the burly bon’d Clown in Chines of Beef, eer thou 
fleep in thy Sheath, I befeech ove on my Knees thou 
may ft be turned to Hobnails. 
Here they Fight. 

O Tam flain! Famine and no other hath flain me, let ten 
thoufand Devils come againft me, and give me but the ten 
Meals I have loft, and I'd dcfie them all. Wither Gar- 
den, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do dwell 
in this Houfe, becaufe the unconquered Soul cf Caae 1s 
fled. 

Iden, Ist Cade that I have flain, that monftrous Trattor ¢ 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy Deed, 


- And hang thee o’er my Tomb when I am dead. 


Ne’er fhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point, 
But thou fhalt wear it as a Herald’s Coat, 
To emblaze the Honour which thy Matter got. 

Cade. Iden farewel, and be proud of thy Victory: Tell 
Kent from me, fhe hath loft her beft Man, and exhort all tne 
World to be Cowards ; for I that never feared any, am van- 
quifhed by Famine, not by Valour. | Dies. 

Iden, How much thou wrong’ft me, Heaven bemy Judg¢; 
Die, damned Wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee: 

And as I thruft thy Body in with my Sword, 

So with I, I might thruft thy Soul to Hell. 

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the Heels 

Unto a Dunghill, which fhall be thy Grave, 

And there cut off thy moft ungracious Head, 

Which I will bear in Triumph to the King, Set 

Leaving thy Trunk for Crows to feed upon. [ Exits 
Enter York, and his Army of Irith, with Drum and 

Colours. 

York. From Ireland thus comes 


And pluck the Crown from feeble Henry's H-ad. 
| ase Noa 3 Ring 


York to claim his Right, 
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Ring Bells aloud, burn Bonfires clear and bright, 
To entertain great Englana’s lawful King. 
Ah Sanita Majeftas! who would not buy thee dear2 
Let them obey that know not how to Rule, 
This Hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 
I cannot give due Action to my Words, 
Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 
A Scepter fhall it have, have I a Soul, 
On which I'll tofs the Flower-de-Luce of France. 
Enter Buckingham. 
Whom have we here? Buckingham to difturb me ? 
The King hath fent him fure: I muft diffemble. 
Buck. York, if thou meaneft well, I greet thee well. 
York. Humphry of Buckingham, 1 accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a Meffenger, or come of pleafure? 
Buck. A Meflenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 
To know the reafon ef thefe Arms in peace 2 
Or why, thou being a Subject, as I am, 
Againft thy Oath, and true Allegiance {worn, 
Should raife fo great a Power without his leave? 
Or dare to bring thy Force fo near the Court? 
York, Scarce can I fpeak, my Choler is fo great. 
Ob, I could hew up Rocks, and fight with Flint, 
J am fo angry at thefe abject Terms. | 
And now like Ajax Telamonius, 
On Sheep or Oxen could I {pend my Fury. 
I am far better born than is the King: 
More like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts, 
But I muft make fair Weather yet a while, 
Till Henry be more weak, and I more ftrong. [ Afide, 
O Buckingham! I prethee pardon me, | 
That I have given no Anfwer all this while; 
My Mind «as troubled with deep Melancholy. 
The caufe why I have brought this Army hither; 
Is to remove proud Somerfet from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 
Buck. That is too much Prefumption onthy part ; 
But if thy Arms be to no other end, 
The King hath yielded unto thy Demand ; ‘ 
The 
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King) Henry VI. 


The Duke of Somerfet is in the Tower. 

York, Upon thine Honour, 1s he Prifoner2 

Buck. Upon mine Honour he Is Prifoner. 

York. Then, Buckingham, 1 do di{mifs my Powers. 
Soldiers, I thank you all; di/perfe your {elves 
Meet me to morrow in St. George's Field, 

You fhall have Pay, and every thing you wilh. 
And let my Sovereign, virtuous Henry, 

Command my eldeft Son, nay all my Sons, 

As pledges of my Fealry and Love, 

T’ll fend them all as willing as I lives 

Lands, Goods, Horfe, Armour, any thing I have 
Is his to ufe, fo Somerfet may dic. 

Buck. York, 1 commend this kind Submiffion, 
We twain will go into his Highnefs Tent. 

Enter King Henry and Attendants. 

K. Henry. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to Us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Armé 

Yr. In all fubmiffion and humility, 

York doth prefent himfelf unto your Highnefs. 
K. Henry. Then what intend thefe Forces thou doft bring? 
York, To have the Traitor Somerfet from hence, 
And fight againft that monftrous Rebel Cade, 
Whom fince I heard to be difcomfited. 
Enter Iden with Cade’s Head. 
Iden. If one fo rude, and of fo mean Condition 
May pafs into tne prefence of a King ; 
Lo, I prefent your Grace a Traitor’s Head, 
The Head of Cade, whom I 1n Combat flew. — 
K. Henry. The Head of Cade? great God ! how juft art thou ? 
O let me view his Vifage being dead, 
That living wrought me fich exceeding trouble. — 
Tell me, my Friend, art thou the Man that flew him? 
Tden. was, an’t like your Majefty. 
K. Henry. How art thou call’d 2 And what is thy Degree¢ 
Iden, Alexander Iden, thats my Name, 
A poor Efquire of Kent, that loves the King. . 
Buck. So pleafe it you, MY Lord, *cwere not amifs 
He were created Knight for his pose Services 
ao n 4 
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K. Henry. Iden, kneel down, rife up a Knight : 
We give thee for Reward a thoufand Marks, ; 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden. May Idex live to merit fuch a Bounty, 
And never live but true unto his Liege. 

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerfet. 

K, Henry. See Buckingham, Somer fet comes with the Queen; 
Go, bid her hide him quickly from the Duke, 

Q, Mar. For thoufand Yorks he thal) not hide his Head, 
But boldly ftand and front him to his Face, 

York. How now ¢ Is Somerfet at liberty? 
Then, York, unloofe thy long imprifoned Thoughts, 
And let thy Tongue be equal with thy Heart. 
Shall I endure the fight of Somer/er 2 | 
Falfe King, why haft thou broken Faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abufe 2 
King did I call thee¢ No, thou art no King: 
Not fit to Govern, and rule Multitudes, 
Which durft not, no nor canft not rule a Traitor. 
That Head of thine doth not become a Crown: 
Thy Hand ts made to grafp a Palmer’s Staff, 
And not to grace an awful Princely Scepter, 
That Gold muft round engirt thefe Brows.of mine, 
Whofe fmile and frown, like to Achilles Spear 
Is able with the change to kill and cure. 
Here is a Hand to hold a Scepter up, 
And with the fame to a& controlling Laws: 
Give place; by Heaven thou fhalt Rule no more 
O’er him, whom Heaven created for thy Ruler. 

Som. O monftrous Traitor! I arreft thee, York, 
Of Capital Treafon ’gainft the King and Crown; 
Obey, audacious Traitor, kneel for Grace, 

Yrok, Would’ft have me kneel? Firft, let me ask of thee, 
If they can brook, I bow a Knee to Man! 
Sirrah, callin my Sons to be my Bail: 
I know, e’er they will let me go to Ward, 
They'll pawn their Swords for my Enfranchifement. 
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King Henry VI. 


Q. Mar. Callhithet Ciiford, bid him come amain, 
To fay, if that the Baftard Boys of York 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 
York. O Blood befpotted Neapolitan, 
Out-caft of Naples, England’s bloody Scourge 5 
The Sons of York, thy Betters in their Birth, 
Shall be their Father’s Bail, and bane to thofe 
That for my Surety will refufe the Boys. 
Enter Edward and Richard. 
See where they come, I’ll warrant they’ll make it good. 
Enter Clifford, 
Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their Bail. 
Clif. Health and all Happinefs to my Lord the King. 
York, Uthank thee, Clifford. Say, what News with thee? 
Nay, do not fright me with an angry Look: 
We are thy Sovereign, Clifford, kneel again ; 
For thy miftaking fo, we pardon thee. 
Clif. This is my Ktng, York, I do not miftake, 
But thou miftak’{t me much to think I do; 
To Bedlam with him, is the Man grown mad¢ 
K. Henry. Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour 
Makes him oppofe himfelf againft his King. 
Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the Jower, 
And crop away that factious Pate of his. 
Q. Mar. He is atrefted, but will not obey: 
His Sons, he fays, fhall give their Words for him. 
York, Will you not, Sons? 
E. Plan. Ay, Noble Father, if our Words will ferve. 
R. Plan. And if Words will not, then our Weapons fhall. 
Cif. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here? 
York, Look in a Glafs, and call thy Image fo. 
Iam the King, and thou a falfe-heart Traitor; 
Call hither to the Stake my two brave Bears, 
That with the very fhaking of their Chains 
They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking Curs: 
Bid Salisbury and Warwick come tome, 
Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury, 
Clif. Are thefe thy Bears? We'll bait thy Bearsto death, 
And manacle the Bearard in their Chains, if 
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If thou dar’ft bring them to the baiting place. 
R. Plan. Oft have I feen a hot o’er-weening Cur 

Run back and bite, becaufe he was with-held, 

Who being fuffer’'d with the Bear’s fell Paw, 

Hath clapt his Tail betwixt his Legs and cry a3 

And fuch a piece of Service will you do, | 

If you fuppofe your felves to match Lord Warwick, 
Clif. Hence, heap of Wrath, foul indigefted Lump, 

As crooked in thy Manners, as thy Shape. 
York. Nay, we fhall heat you thoroughly anon, | 
Cif, Take heed left by your beat you burn your felves. 
K. Henry. Why, Warwick, hath thy Knee forgot to bow 2 

Old Salisbury, fhame to thy filver Hair, 

Thou mad mifs-leader of thy Brain-fick Son, 

What, wilt thou on thy Death-bed play the Rufhan? 

And feek for Sorrow with thy Spectacles¢ — 

Oh where is Faith? Oh where is Loyalty ¢ 

If it be banifh’d from the frofty Head, 

Where fhall it find a harbour in the Earth? 

Wilt thou go dig a Grave to find out War, 

And fhame thine honourable Age with Blood? 

Why art thou old, and want’{t Experience ¢ 

Or wherefore doft abufe it, if thou haft it ? 

For fhame, in duty bend thy Knee to me, 

That bows unto the Grave with milky Age. 
Sal. My Lord, I have confidered with my felf, 

The Title of this moft renowned Duke, 

And in my Confcience do repute his Grace, 

The rightful Heir to Exglana’s Royal Seat. 
K. Henry. Haft thou not {wom Allegiance unto me¢ 
Sal. I have. 
K. Henry. Canft thou difpenfe with Heaven for fueh an 
Sal. It is great Sia to fwear unto a Sin; [ Oath 

But greater Sin to keep a finful Oath: 

Who can be bound by any folemn Vow 

To do a murd’rous Deed, to rob a Man, 

To force a fpotlefs Virgin’s Chaftity, 


To reave the Orphan of his Patrimony;, 


To wring the Widow from her cuftom’d Right, And 
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And have no other reafon for his wrong, 
But that he was bound by a folemn Oath?2 
Q. Mar. A fubtle Traitor needs no Sophifter, 
K. Henry. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himfelf. 
York. Ca'l Buckingham, and all the Friends thou haft, 
Iam refolv’d tor Death or Dignity, 
Clif. The firft, I warrant thee; if Dreams prove true. 
War. You were | ef £O tO Bed, and dream again, 
To keep thee from the Tempeft of the Field, 
Old Cif. I am refolv’d to bear a greater Storm, 
Than any thou canft Conjure up to day: 
And that V’il write upon thy Burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy Houfe’s Badge. 
War. Now by my Fathér’s Badge, old Nevil’s Creft, 
The rampant Bear chain’d to the ragged Staff, 
This day I'll wear aloft my Burgoner, 
As on a Mountain top, the Cedar fhews, 
That keeps his Leaves in fpight of any ftorm, 
Even fo affright thee with the view thereof. 
OldClif. And from thy Burgonet, Til rend thy Bear, 
And tread it under foot with all contempt, 
Defpight the Bearard, that protects the Bear. 
Y. Clif. And foto Arms, victorious noble Father, 
To quel the Rebels, and their Complices. 
R. Plan. Fie, Charity for fhame, {peak not in fpight, 
For you fhall fup with Jefu Chrift to night. 
Y. Clif. Foul Stigmatick, that’s more than thou canft tell. 
R. Plan. If not in Heav’n, you'll furely fup in Hell. 
| Exeunt. 
Enter Warwick. 
War. Clifford of Cumberland, *tis Warwick calls; 
And if thou doft not hide thee from the Bear, 
Now when the angry Trumpet founds Alarum, 
And dy’ng Mens cries do fill the empty Air, 
Clifford, I fay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarfe with calling thee to Arms. 
Enter York. 
War. How now, my noble Lord? what all a-foot 2? 
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York. The deadly handed Ciifford flew my Steed: raul 
But match to match I have encountred him, ; " | 
And made a prey for Carrion, Kites and Crows, tysire 
Even of the bonny Beaft he lov’d fo well. nT " 

Enter Clifford. :. i 

War. OF one.or both of us the time is come. pe 

York. Hold Warwick: feek thee out fome other Chafe, MN 7" 
For I my felf muft hunt this Deer to death. hl 9 

War. Then nobly York, ’tis for a Crown thou fight’ : ioae 
As I inter, Clifford, to thrive to day, hile t 
It grieves my Soul to leave thee unaffail’d. | Exit War. at Bea 

Clif. What feeft thou in me, York? ult 
Why doit thou paufe? eto 

York. With thy brave bearing fhould I be in love, Met an 
But that thou art fo faft mine Enemy. Io a 

Clif.. Nor fhould thy Prowefs want praife and efteem, Asi 
But that tis fhewn ignobly, and in Treafon. hel 

York. So let it help me now againft thy Sword, Cine th 
As I in Juftice, and true Right exprefs it. As did 

Clif. My Soul and Body on the Action both. beat | 

York, A dreadful lay, addrefs thee inftantly. ,Datthe 

Clif. La fin Corronne les oeuvres. [ Dies. Nothing 

York, Thus War hath given thee Peace, for thou art ftill; Ent 
Peace with his Soul, Heav'n, if it be thy will. R Pla 
3 Enter young Clifford. Far und 

Y. Clif. Shame and Confufion, all is on the rout, The Cal 
Fear frames diforder, and diforder wounds Hath m, 
Where it fhould guard. O War / thou Son of Hell, Sword, 
Whom angry Heav’ns do make their Minifter, tills p 
Throw in the frozen bofoms of our Part, Put, 
Hot Coals of Vengeance. Let no Soldiers flie. 

He that is truly dedicate to War 0. J 
Hath no Self-love; nor he that loves himfelf, Wy. 

Hath not effentially, but by circumftance, a: 
The name of Valour, ©O let the vile World end, ay 
And the premifed Flames of the laft day, 0.7 
Knit Earth and Heav’n together. : Now i 
Now let the general Trumpet blow his blaft, ts it 
Particularities, and petty founds BY wh 
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King Henry VI. 


To ceafe. Watt thou ordained, O dear Fathers 
To lofe thy Youth in Peace, and to atchieve 
The Silver Livery of advifed Age, 
And in thy Reverence, and.thy Chair-days, thus 
To die in Ruffian Battel? Even at this fight, 
My Heart is turn’d to Stone; and while *tis mines 
{t fhall be Stony. York, not our old Men fpares: 
No more will I their Babes, Tears Virginal, 
Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire; 
And Beauty, that the Tyrant oft reclaims, 
Shall to my flaming Wrath, be Oil and Flax. 
Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity, 
Meet I an Infant of the Houle of York, 
Into as many gobbits will I cut it, 
As wild Azedea, young Abjrtus did. 
In cruelty, will I feek out my Fame. 
Come thou new ruin of old C/ifford’s Houfe: 
As did c4xeas old Anchifes bear, 
So bear I thee upon my manly Sholders; 
But then, exeas bare a living load; 
Nothing fo heavy as thefe woes of mine. [ Exit. 
Enter Richard Plantagenet, and Somerfet to fight. 
R. Plan. So, lye thou there: [Somerfet és kélld. 
For underneath an Ale-houfe paltry fign, 
The Caltle in St. Albans, Somer fet 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his Death: 
Sword, hold thy temper; Heart, be wrathful {till 
Priefts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill. 
Fight. Excurfions. Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 
and others. 
Q. Mar. Away my Lord, you are flow, for fhame a- 
Waye 
z= Henry. Can we ouf-run the Heav’n’s? Good AZarga- 
ret ftay. 
O. Ma. What are you made of? You'll not fight nor fly: 
Now is it Manhood, Wifdom, and Defence, 
To give the Enemy way, and to fecure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. : 
[ dlarum afar tr 
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If you be ta’en, we then fhould fee the bottom fal 
Of all our Fortunes; but if we haply fcape, sy ~ Noell 
As well we may, if not through your negle@, e Lewspun 
We fhall to London get, where you are lov’d, Wb hys 
And where this breach now in our Fertunes madé fla, A 
May readily be ftopt. 1 Now bm 
Exter Clifford. hla 

Clif. But that my Heart’s on future mifchief fet, (hil de el 

I wotild {peak Blafphemy e’er bid you fly ; bund Dy 
But fly you muft: Uncurable difcomfit And more 


Reigns in the Hearts of all our prefent Parts. 
Away for your relief, and we will live 
To fee their Day, and them our Fortune give. 
Away my Lord, away. . | Exeunt, 
Allarum, Retreat. Enter York, Richard Plantagenet, Ware 
_. wick, and Soldiers, with Drum and Colours. 
York. OF Salisbury, who can report of him, 

That Winter Lion, who in Rage forgets 
Aged Contufions, and all bruth of time: 
And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, 
Repairs him with occafion. This happy day 
Is not it felf, nor have we won one Foor, eS 
If Salisbury be loft. — 
_ R. Plan. My noble Father, Fr 
Three times to day I hope him to his Horfe, | peed 
Three times beftrid him; thrice I led him off, 
Perfwaded him from any further A@: 
But ftill where danger was, ftill there I met him} 
And like rich Hangings in an homely Houfe; 
So was his Will in his old feeble Body. 
But noble as he 1s, look where he comes; 

Enter Salisbury. | : 
_ Sal. Now, by my Sword, well haft thou fought to day; 2. 
By th’ Mafs fo did we all. I thank you Richard, 
God knows how long it is I have to live; 
And it hath pleas’d him that three times to day 
You have defended me from eminent Death, 
Well Lords, we have not got that which we have, 
"Tis not enough our Foes are this time fled, # 
Being oppofites of fuch repairing Nature: 
Yorks : 
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York. 1 know our fafety is to follow them, 
For, as I hear, the King is fled to Loudon, 
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‘ To call a prefent Court of Par\iament. 
Let us purfue him e’er the Writs go forth. 
1 | Wh: fays Lord Warwick, fhall we after them 2 
M j 


War. Afcer them! nay, before them, if we can: 
Now by my Hand, Lords, ’twas a glorious Day. 
St. Alban's. Battel won by famous York, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all Age to come. 
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to Londozx all, 


And more fuch Daysas thefe to us befall. | Exeunt. 
| Exe, Sey 
L 4 / 4 12 
me, He | The End of the Third Volume. 
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